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1. 



Beside the cburch upon the hill 
A cottage stood of aspect grsj, 
Whose owDer's task it was to till 
The three fair fields that round him 

"'■ .. 

An orchard smalU a garden-plot> 
By closest hedge-rows fenced around^ 
With leafy tufts adorned the spot. 
And marked the churchyard*s ancient 
bound. 

3. 
The church and tall church-spire at 

hand. 
Around the cottage shed repose. 
And gravely watch the teeming land. 
Where slow a stream through mea- 
dows flows. 

4. 
Below, upon the prosperous plain. 
From that high church the gazer sees 
A village small, with fields of grain. 
And pastures bright, and shading trees. 

5. 
To him who owned the church-side 

farm. 
The churchyard yielded gain as well ; 
The Sexton he, whose strenuous arm 
Dug all the graves, and tolled the bell. 

6. 
Sad seemed the dull gray-headed man. 
Of slugg^h thought, and careful heed ; 
He shaped his lifo by rule and plan» 
And hoarded all beyond his need. 
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One daughter, little Jane, had he. 
The silent Sexton*s only child ; 
And when she laughed aloud and free, 
The gnj old Sexton smiled. 

8. 
For she within his heart had crept. 
Himself he could not tell you why. 
But often he has almost wept 
Because he heard her cry. 

9. 
All else to him appeared as dead. 
Awaiting but the shroud and pall ; 
It seemed that to himself he said, 
*' I soon shall dig the graves of all.** 

10. 
And beast, and man, and home, and 

wife. 
He saw with cold, accustomed eye ; 
Jane only looked so full of life 
As if that she could never die. 

11. 
And when she still could hardly walk 
By holding fast his wrinkled finger. 
So well he loved her prattling talk. 
He often from his work would linger. 

12. 
Around her waist in sport he tied 
The coffin-ropes for leading-strings. 
And on his spade she learnt to ride. 
And handled all hb churchyard 
things. 

13. 
Henceforth on many a summer day. 
While hollowing deep the sunlit grave. 
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Beside him he would have hor stay. 
And bones to be her playthings gave. 

14. 
At whiles the busied man would raise 
Above tiie brink his bare gray head. 
With qmet smile a moment gaze. 
And turn to labour for the dead. 

15. 
And when, slow-winding up the hill. 
Between the elms, the funeral came, 
Her voice would sound so cheerly shrill 
As if Hwere all an inftEmf s game. 

16. 
But when the burial rite was there. 
The drooping forms, the weeping eyes. 
The awfm thrill, the hallowing prayer. 
The sudden whisper lost in sighsr^ 

17. 
The child then sought her father's side. 
And spoke in wondering accents low. 
And he almost aloud replied, 
*' Hush, hush, my dear I tis always so.** 

18. 
One day upon a baby's grave 
His morning's work must Simon spend. 
And Jane her seat by him must have. 
And all his well-known task attend. 

19. 
Soon 'mid t^e herbage soft and green 
The little place of rest was made. 
Whence daisy-cover'd meads were 

seen, 
And where the hawthorn cast a shade. 

20. 
Old Simon, almost resting now, 
With slackened stroke his labour plied. 
And raising oft his moistened brow. 
With longer looks his darling eyed. 

21. 
Then Jane cried out in sudden glee, 
*' Oh> what a pretty grave is there I 
It would be just a bed for me. 
With room enough, and none to spare.'* 

22. 
The father*s hand let fall the spade, 
His cheek grew pale, he heaved a 

groan; 
And wh^ the ehildren's graves he 

made. 
Thenceforth he always worked alone. 

23. 
These hours, and others more, when he 
In fields was labouring far awav. 
Dear Jane beside her mother's knee 
Would oftener pass than she would 

84. 
The ehild and woman thus akin. 
Two shapes of earth's obscurest 

mould, 
^•^d love as true, both hearts within> 

e*er in loftiest lay was told. 



25. 



I know not — ^'twas not said of yore — 
But still to me, a man, it seems 
That motherhood is something more 
Than e'en a father's fondness deems. 

26. 
The teemii^g breast has thrills, 'tis 

plain. 
More deep than e'er its partner knew, 
A mystery of hopeful pain. 
That makes a greater blessing due. 

27. ^ 
And thus, though far in years apart. 
The mother and her child were one ; 
The youthful and the elder heart 
To one true heart had grown. 

28. 
The mother was an humble ^oman. 
Unskilled in aught that's known to few, 
And having only this uncommon — 
A zeal to practise all she knew. 

29. 
And Mary from her bosom's core 
Of many things could speak to Jane, 
Tliat, never finding voice before. 
Had mutely dwelt, but not in vain. 

30. 
Of change and trial here on earth. 
Of hopes by which we conquer sins. 
And of the spirit's better birth 
Than that which first our life begins. 

81. 
And sometimes, when the closing day 
Shot through the cottage window-pane. 
And o*er the mother oast a ray 
That kindled all the heart of Jane,^ 

82. 
Then starting she would turn and 

look. 
As if it were the cloven sky 
That o'er the quiet face and book 
Shot out its glories suddenly. 

83. 
Oft, too, while Mary mildly spake 
In words now flowing smooth and free, 
From Simon's eyes a gleam would 

break ; 
So both were taught, his child and he. 

34. 
Thus from witMn and from without. 
She grew a flower for mind and eye ; 
'Twas love that circled her about. 
And love ki her made quick reply. 

85. 
Church, too, and churchyard were to 

Jane 
A realm of dream, and sight, and lore ; 
And, but for one green field or twain. 
All else a sea without a shore. 

36. 
Of this her isle the central rock 
Stood op in that old tower sublime, 
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Which utter'd from its irondrous 

dock 
The only thought she had of Time. 

37. 
For her at Sunday-service hours 
The world she knew e^^ijanded wide* 
The chiming bell had wizard powers 
To bid new visions round her glide. 

38. 
For now came trooping up the hill 
The young ftud oid« the fmnt and 

strong ; 
The white-frock'd men the simshine 

mi. 

And girls, a many-colour*d throng. 

39. 
The sires of all from age to age 
Were laid below the grassy mould, 
Whose hillocks were to Jane a page 
Inscribed with lessons manifold. 

40. 
And in the porch« or on the green. 
And in the pause between the prayers* 
She marked each various face and 

mien 
With eyes that softened theirs. 

41. 
She marked the mild gray head serene. 
Or happy look of youthful glow« 
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As if a sunbeam played between 
Those hearts and hers to warm her so* 

42. 
And brows where darker passioni 

wrought. 
And strength with more of ill tbaa 

good. 
Would stamp upon her infimt thought 
A fear ill understood. 

43. 
She turned from these and bloihed, 

and heard 
With deeper sense the prayer and 

praise, 
And oft some strange but holy word 
Her soul in vague delight could raise. 

44. 
The child between her parents 

knelt. 
Who prayed the more to God above. 
Because so dose to them they felt 
The dearest gift of heavenly love* 

45. 
And well that heart the mother 

knew 
Which he but as from far cQu)d prize ; 
For scarce an impulse in it pew 
But Mary first bad seea it rise. 



Part IL 



1, 



Years flowed away and never brought 
The weary weight of care to Jane j 
They gi^ve emotion, wonder, thought, 
The strength of life without the pain. 

2. 
To her new beauty largely given 
From deeper fbuntains looked and 

smiled; 
And, like a morning dream from 

heaven. 
The woman gleamed within the child. 

8. 
Her looks were oftener turned to 

earth, * 

But every giMMee was lovelier now ; 
'Twas pk^ that light of Inward 

birUi 
Now kissed the sunshine round her 

brow. 

4. 
Withdrawn was she from passing 

eyes 
By more than Fortune's outward law^ 
By bashfbl thoughts like silent sighs. 
By Feeling's lone retiring awe, 

6. 
So fair the veil that twilight ireares 
Around its golden shows, 



Or shadow of its own green leares 
Upon the crimson rose. 

6. 
And she had reached a higher state. 
Though infknt joys about her clung ; 
With gaze more fixed a graver fate 
Above her beauty hung. 

T. 
So fares it still with human life, 
Which, ever journeying on. 
Unconscious climbs from peace to 

strife. 
Till new ascents be won. 

8. 
And thus about her youth was spread 
The shadow thrown by coming Time, 
The expectance deepening aer her 

head 
Of passion's sad Sublime ; 

9. 
While all that on the dreadless flower 
The war of Will and Doom may bring* 
Stands waiting but the signal hour 
To sweep on fiery wing. 

10. 
Heavy and stem came down the blow 
On her who had no shield of pride ; 
Who never fek the grasp of wo 
Until her mother died. 
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11. 



The gold-haired maid and hoary man 
Together knelt beside the bed> 
And saw with helpless gaze the span 
That parts the living from the dead. 

12. 
Slow dragged the following day : for 

him 
His known fanuliar life was gone ; 
The Past was something dark and 

grim 
That he must look at now alone. 

13. 
But all his fondest heart awoke, 
And opened toward his orphan child ; 
To her with cheerful ease he spoke^ 
And wondering marked she never 
smiled. 

14. 
She knew not what the mind will 

bear. 
Yet only learn the more to brave ; 
It seemed the world so large and fair 
Must sink within her mother's grave. 

15. 
That grave himself would Simon 

msJLe, 
And she could only turn and groan, 
When first the spade she saw him 

take. 
As if the grief were not his own. 

16. 
Then soon the burial pang was o*er. 
And calmer flowed the stream again ; 
But Jane would never witness more 
An open grave or funeral train. 

17. 
The mdden now was lefl to be 
Her father's only prop and stay. 
And in her looks was plain to see 
A heart resolved, but never gay ; 

18. 
A loveliness that made men sad. 
Like some delightful, mournful ditty. 
Too fair for any but the bad 
To think of without love and pity. 

19. 
Each household task she duly wrought. 
No change but one the house could 

know. 
And peace for her was in the thought. 
Her mother would have wished it so. 

20. 
But often in the silent hours 
Of summer dawn, while men were 

sleeping. 
She rose to gather fragrant flowers. 
And wet their leaves with weeping. 

21. 
She strewed them o*er her mother's 

grave. 
To wither vbere her joys bad faded | 



No growth she deemed could either 

have. 
Though shower and sunshine aided. 

22. 
And oil she read her Bible there. 
Her mother's book that well she knew ; 
And felt that in the hallowed air 
Its meanings brighter grew. 

23. 
One morning, while she sat intent 
Bdside the grassy mound. 
Her brow upon the headstone leant. 
Her foot upon the ground, — 

24. 
The sunshine sparkled through the 

sky. 
The breeze and lark sang on to- 
gether. 
And yet there seemed, afar and nigh. 
One silent world of azure weather. 

25. 
But from beyond the old Yew-tree 
A voice disturbed the maiden's ear. 
And in the lone tranquillity 
It sounded strangely near. 

26. 
*Twas now a broken word of prayer, 
'Twas now a sob of " Mother! Mo- 
ther!" 
And all the sorrow bursting there 
The heart she felt had sought to 
smother. 

27. 
No woman's voice so deeply rings. 
Though men by graves but seldom 

pray; 
And, ah ! how true the grief that brings 
A man to weep by light of day I 

28. 
With wonder awed, with pity stirred. 
From ofl^ the book she turned away ; 
And still the same low sob she heard. 
And still he seemed to pray. 

29. 
With sorrow moved for others* woes. 
The maiden rose upon her knee ; 
Upon her feet the maiden rose. 
And stood beside the old yew-tree, 

30. 
And doubting, trembling, tliere she 

stood. 
Nor dared the mourning man to see ; 
And, though her thoughts were all of 

good. 
She feared to stay, she feared to flee. 

31. 
Against the broad yew-trunk she 

leant, 
The black boughs* vault of shade a- 

doming, — 
A fixed, fair, living monument, 
Amid the light of morning : 
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32. 



Till silently stood up the man. 
And from the grave he stept aside* 
But started back irith visage wan* 
When there the maid he spied. 

33. 
He too was young> and sad, and pale. 
Two mourning youthful hearts were 

they ; 
They had the safne familiar taloj 
Man*s tale of every day. 



34. 



And each upon the other gazed. 
With eyes from sorrow cold and slow ; 
They knew not why, but felt amazed 
That each was not alone in wo. 

35. 
Few moments they together stayed. 
And few the broken words they spake* 
And parted so, the man and maid. 
Their separate paths alone to take. 



Paet III. 



1. 
The pair who thus that morning met 
Had never mingled mutual speech. 
And now could neither heart forget 
What time so brief availed to teach. 

2. 
In secret thonght each breast could say 
That one it knew of kindred mould. 
And through the long, long summer 

day 
That tale in fancy oft was told. 

3. 
For far unlike was Henry's mind 
To aught that Jane had seen before ; 
Though poor and lowly, yet refined 
With much of noblest lore. 

4. 
A gentle widow*s only child 
He grew beneath a loving rule ; 
A man with spirit imdefiled. 
He taught the village school. 

5. 
And many books had Henry read. 
And other tongues than ours he knew. 
His heart with manv fancies fed 
Which oft from hidden wells he drew. 

6. 
What souls heroic dared and bore 
In ancient days for love and duty. 
What sages could by thought explore. 
What poets sang of beauty : 

7. 
With these he dwelt, because within 
His breast was full of silent fire. 
No praise of men he cared to win. 
More high was his desire ; 

8. 
To be, to know whate'er of Good 
To man below is given ; 
And, asking Truth as daily food. 
Seek little more from Heaven. 

9. 
To him the friend of all his days 
Had been his saintly mother. 
And ev*n the playmate of his plays- 
He never wished another. 



10. 
For he was weak and oft in pain ; 
From noisy sports he shrank away ; 
But songs to sing, or tales to feign* 
For him made holiday. 

11. 
And she had lived in cities wide. 
Had sailed across the fearful ocean. 
Could tell of wealth, and camps, and 

pride. 
And peopled earth's commotion. 

12. 
And books had she a precious store. 
With words whose light was never 

dim; 
Five crowded shelves, like mines of 

ore. 
Or undiscovered realms for him. 

13. 
A surgeon had the husband been. 
Who left this young and widowed 

bride; 
He left her while her leaves were 

green. 
But ah I they withered when he died. 

14. 
So here she lived unmarked, alone. 
Through quiet years remote from 

blame. 
With little that she called her own 
But him who bore his father's name. 

15. 
Two hearts had she, the one so sad 
It often ached within her breast ; 
But in her boy a heart she had 
Now thrilled with hope, now lulled to 

rest. 

16. 
And tall he grew, though never 

strong, 
And beautiful at least to her ; 
A soul he seemed attuned to song. 
With thoughts of endless inward stir. 

17. 
By love she taught him best to love. 
She gave him hope by trust ip God ; 
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When pained below he looked above> 
Yet scorned no flower of nature's 
sod. 

18. 
And When to fill the ripening toan 
In deeper flow Reflectioti came. 
When Thought and Wish their strife 

began. 
Fears, Passions, Doubts nb longer 
tame; 

19. 
Though small the help 'twas hers to 

give,— 
For deep not wide herbe8t of lore,— 
" Still, stiU,'* she said, " by Conscience 

live. 
And Peace and Truth from Heaven 
implore. 

20. 
** My son, for these to toil is good. 
For these to none who seek denied ; 
And thought must be thv lonely food. 
No teacher at thy side.' 

21. 
No teacher had he ; but a friend. 
The only friend in Henry's reach. 
The kindly Vicar, books would lend. 
And counsel, though unskilledtoteaoh. 

22. 
And by his word was Henry made 
The master o'er the village boys ; 
A teacher still, by smiles and aid 
Alluring on to nobler joys. 

23. 
Thus Henry lived in meek repose. 
Though suffering oft the body's paio. 
Though sometimes aimless Thoughts 

and Woes 
Like wrestling giants racked the brain. 

24. 
But now an outward sorrow fell 
Down on his heart with heavier sway ; 
Through months of sickness long to 

teU 
His mother passed from earth away* 

25. 
His books, his thoughts, Ms boys were 

now 
A swarm of insects murmuring ronnd. 
Afresh they stung his aching brow, 
him with weary sound. 

26. 
le toilsome day was past, 
IS veiled his burning eyes, 
d his limbs he cast, 
he ne'er again might rise. 

27. 
sb and soon recalled ; 
'e lived within his mind 
courage thus appalled, 
weak, and reason blind. 
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28. 



He knew not if he slept or woke, 
'Twas all exhaustion's clouded gloom, 
W^n light like moonshine round him 

broke. 
And showed his mother's grassy tomb. 

29. 
And o'er it floated, borne in air. 
Her form serene in brightness dad. 
With glistening stars around the hidr. 
And eyes of love no longer sad. 

do. 

Her looks like summer lightning 

spread. 
And filled the boundless heavenly 

deep ; 
Devoutest peace around she shed. 
The calm without the trance of sleep. 

31. 
He knew not how, but soon was ff one 
The phantom shape that blessed his 

eyes; 
The churchyard Yew-tree, black and 

lone. 
Stood up against the staiTy skies. 

32. 
Bewildered, yet consoled, he rose. 
And looked abroad; the dawn was 

breaking, 
It was the night*s gray chilly close. 
The day's fresh golden waking. 

33. 
He left the viUage, crossed the rill. 
While dawn's pide gleams had scarce 

begun ; 
He climbed the elm-bedarkened hiU, 
And in the churchyard faced the sun. 

34. 
Beneath a clear unruffled mom. 
Beside the grave he knelt in prayer ; 
There breathed a voice to soothe and 

warn, 
Andstill Repose was whispering there. 

35. 
And there he saw the gentle maid 
Whose earliest grief was like his 

own; 
To him it seemed his mother bade 
Their hearts should each to eaeh be 

known. 

86. 
Yet passed a week as if no more 
They could recall their moumfrd 

meeting ; 
And then, when seven long days were 

o'er. 
Again they spoke with timid greet- 
ing. 

37. 
Amid the noiseless crystal mom 
They stood below the nightly Yew ; 
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They dared not feel new lu^s were 

bom 
For both^ and trembling pleasures new. 

38. 
Now neither sat beside the grave^ 
They stood below the old Yew-treci 
That with its sable shadows gaTO 
A home where grief might love to be. 

39. 
They speak of those so lately gone^ 
And words of sorrow dry their tears \ 
And even when the tear flows on 
It each to each the more endears. 

40. 
For grief like theirs, without remorse, 
Is yet a gentle hallowed feeling. 
And darkens not the limpid source 
Of joy, from lore's deep fountain steal- 
ing. 

41. 
Thou Breeze of dawn, a music blent 
With hues that are a song of light ! 
Thou Sky, whose dome, abore them 

bent. 
Expands the clondless god to sight 1 

42. 
Thou greenest World, through count- 
less ages 
Adorned our boonteons home to be ! 
So fair beyond the dreams of sages. 
Which are but glimpses caught from 
theel 

43. 
And Thou perrading Soul of AH, 
In man's large mhid most clearly 

shown, 
Receiying at devotion's eall 
Whatever of best thy Sire makes 
known! 

44. 
Bear witness ! ye consenting saw, 
And shed from all your seats above, 
A strength all evil fears to awe. 
In those two hearts combined by lov^. 

45. 
At morning oft, and oft at eve. 
They met below the old Yew-tree, 
For they would not forget to grieve, 
Though blest as mortal souls may 
be. 

46. 
'Twerc worth a thoughtfbl wish to see 
A loving pair so calm, so yonng, 
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*Mid graves, beside the churchyard 

tree, 
While summer's light around them 

clung. 

47. 
He seemed a more than common mau. 
Whom children passed not heedless 

With graven brow of shapely span. 
And sudden-moving, pensive eye. 

48. 
Retired and staid was Henry's look. 
And shrank from men*8 tomultuoiis 

ways ; 
And on the earth as on a book 
He oft would bend his gase. 

49. 
But then at sight of bird or flower. 
Or beam that set the clouds in flame. 
Or aught that told of joy or power. 
Upon the man his genius came. 

30. 
Most flashed his light whene'er he saw 
The kind and blooming faee of Jatie, 
When Love, by its snpremest law. 
Bade care depart, and fears be vain. 

Al. 
His Jane was fair to any eye ; 
How more than earthly fair to him ! 
Her very beauty made yon sigh 
To think that it should e'er be dim. 

So childlike young, soj^avely sweet. 
With smiles of some disportive sprite. 
While blushes elear and fancies fleet 
Played o'er in rippHng waves of light. 

33. 
It was, in truth, a simple soul 
That filled with day her great blue 

eyes. 
That made her all one rradons Whde, 
Unmarred by vain and selflrii Ues. 

54. 
She had no art, and little skill 
In aught save Right, and maiden Feel- 
ing. 
On Henry's wisdom leant her will. 
No ignorance from him concealing. 

53. 
And so she freshened all his nfb. 
As does a sparkling mountain rill. 
That plavs with scarce a show of strife 
Around its green aspiring hiU. 



Pakt IV. 



1. 



With bold affection, pure and true, 
The lovers rose all fears above, 
And Faith and Conscience fed with dew 
The strong and iame-like flower of 
knre. 



Sometimes amid the glimmering meads 
They walked in August's genial ev«, 
And marked above the mill-stream 

reeds 
The myriad iHea their imwes weav^ 
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3. 



While under heaven's warm lucent hues 
They felt their eyes and bosoms glow> 
And learnt how fondly Fancy views 
Fair sights the moment ere they go. 

4. 
And then^ while earth was darkening 

o'er. 
While stars began their tranquil day. 
Rejoiced that Nature gives us more 
Thau all it ever takes away. 

5. 
In earliest autumn*s fading woods 
Remote from eyes they roamed at mom. 
And saw how Time transmuting broods 
0*er all that into Time is bom. 

6. 
That power which men would fain 

forget. 
The law of change and slow decay, 
Camo to them with a mild regret, 
A brightness veiled in softening gray. 

7. 
While in this mood one day they sat 
Beside a lonely woodland spring. 
On moss that spread a living mat, 
The fountain's verdant fairy-ring — 

8. 
To Jane her lover slowly said, 
*' The time, the scene, recall to me 
A story of a youth and maid 
In famous lands beyond the sea. 

9. 
*' In land of Greece in ancient days, 
A man, by many dreams possessed. 
Would wander oft from trodden ways. 
And rudest wilds he loved the best. 

10 
'< He strewed his thoughts along the 

gale. 
He gave his heart to earth and sky. 
To trees his life's fantastic tale 
Was known, but not to mortal eye. 

11. 
** His soul devout, his shaping mind. 
Had power at last o'er mystic things. 
And could the silent charms unbind 
Tliat chain the fountain's icy springs. 

12. 
*' There shone a breezeless autumn 

mom 
When o'er the crystal cell arose 
A woman from the waters born, 
And fair as aught our fancy knows. 

13. 
** He sought to make the maid his own. 
For earthly love a human bride ; 
Her voice had love's pathetic tone. 
But still her words the suit denied. 

14. 
** One day of pure delight was given 
In every mouth of changiDg skies. 



And *twas once more the autumnal 

heaven 
That saw the Fountain Spirit rise. 

15. 
" Again the youth his fay besought 
A mortal's lot with him to share. 
For converse all of airy thought 
Contents but souls ensphered in air ; 

16. 
" And man will ask below the skies 
That breast may lean to1)eating breast. 
That mingling hands and answering 

eyes 
May halve the toll and glad the rest. 

17. 
*' * I too,' she said, and saying darkened, 
< Must speak to thee of certain doom. 
To thee for whom my deeps have 

hearkened. 
And oft have felt unwonted gloom. 

18. 
** * For thee my heart, so calmly blest. 
Has throbbed with keener hopes and 

joys; 
My waves have sparkled unrepressed. 
And breathed for thee more vocal 
nobe. 

19. 
'• ' Too fond has been our mutual love 
To last beneath yon clouded sun ; 
And fate, that sternly sits above. 
Decrees our bliss already done. 

20. 
*' * At mom or eve thou must no more 
Return for commune sweet with me ; 
My gaze on mortal eyes is o'er. 
Because it may not feed on thee. 

21. 
" ' Thou must in other pathways roam. 
But sometimes think that once we met; 
I seek my lonely cavern home. 
There still to live, but not forget.* 

22. 
*' The tinkling words were hardly said. 
When sank the fountain's mournful 

daughter ; 
The youth, to grasp the form that fled. 
Sprang shrieking down the fatal water. 

23. 

*' Dear Jane, 'tis but a graceful 

story. 
To soothe and not oppress the mind ; 
But now the year b tuming hoary, 
I hear it moaned by every wind. 

24. 
"•And in the autumn's look I trace, 
I know not why, a threatening stare. 
Nor e'en thy dear and rosy face 
Can dbenchant the spell-bound air. 

25. 
'* Yet well I know 'tb empty dream. 
And vainer still Uie legend's voice. 
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For if too fond inaii*s love may seem, 
*Ti8 but by erring in the choice. 

26. 
** Begone, ye fears that round us wait. 
The 8oul*B dim twilight hour possess- 
ing! 
A Will beyond the Grecian Fate 
Has given us love*s unstinted bless- 
ing." 

27. 
Jane listened first with pensive gaze. 
Then dread disturbed her seeking 

glance. 
Though she but half could read the 

phrase 
That told the heathen land*8 romance. 

28. 
But clear she saw, and truly felt. 
That Henry was not well at ease ; 
'Twas not a grief obscurely spelt. 
But plain as aught the spirit sees. 

29. 
Her arms around his neck she threw. 
Against his cheek her head she laid. 
And he could feel the sigh she drew. 
Could feel the passion of the maid. 

30. 
Then first upon her soul it broke 
That Time their lives might sever ; 
From joy*8 delightful trance she woke. 
And it was gone for ever : 

31. 
As when a child first snaps the band 
That close to home has bound him ; 
Or as the sailor dreams of land. 
And wakes with waves around him. 

32. 
Long time she paused, and hid her 

face. 
Then raised her head in piteous sor- 
row. 



As doubting in his look to trace 
A hope for e*en to-morrow. 

33. 
She saw his cheek so worn and pale. 
She saw the dark expanded eye. 
And read the unimagined tale 
Of sure and near mortality. 

34. 
Her shuddering face she stooped in 

dread. 
And then once m9re was fain to look ; 
Slow tears her .eves o*erladen shed 
On his thin hand, that feebly shook. 

35. 
They spoke not, ere they rose to go. 
And walked towards the far church- 
tower ; 
Side pressed to side, they journeyed 

slow. 
While passed one voiceless, throbbing 
hour. 

36. 
But when they reached the burial- 
ground. 
They turned and looked o*er hill and 

plain; 
And, starting up from misery*s 

swound. 
He fadntly said to Jane — 

37. 
** The autumn woods are fair to see. 
Its clouds with straggling sunshine 

bum; 
But lovelier will the springtime be. 
When warmth, and hope, and life re- 
turn." 

38. 
With long, sad smiles, of sorrow bred. 
The fate- struck lovers left each other. 
While both at heart more deeply bled 
Than even for a buried mother. 



Part V. 



Slow dragged along the unsmilmg 

year. 
With winds, and mist, and foliage 

torn; 
And, though their green love grew 

not sere. 
They could not cease to mourn. 

2. 
But still they strove to feed their hope. 
Though faint and worn away with 

fears. 
Though in their passion*s ample scope 
Was room for many tears. 

3. 
To see the Sexton Henry came. 
And told how great a thing he sought ; 



The father did not loudly blame. 
But sat in unrejoicing thought. 

4. 
At last he spoke, with lingering 

tongue: 
*' My friend, I will not say you no. 
Though Jane is still but weak and 

young 
From her old father*s side to go. 

5, 
** Indeed, *twould be a wiser plan. 
If you could come and live with* me ; 
Though I am not a book-learned man. 
With her to help we might agree. 

6. 
*<< The house and fields are all my own. 
And will be his who we4s wit)i >- 
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And I grow old to work aloiie# 
And oft would rather reat than stir. 

7. 
" And after me» *tiB plain to thinks 
My son may be the sexton too ; 
But for your books, and pen^ and ink^ 
I know not what s the good they do. 

8. 
<'Ah! welU I see you hang your 

head; 
And where, my friend, *s the need of 

shame? 
* Tis not too late to change your trade. 
And then — ^why, Jane may change her 



[Jnljr, 



17. 



9. 
" To-morrow eyening^ come again ; 
Till then, at least, rU not refuse ; 
I would not cross the wish of Jane, 
Though she, I fear, is young to 
choose.'* 

10. 
Before that eve, it so befell 
The lovers met beside the tree. 
And Henry said— "*Twere vain to 

teU 
That I would give all else for thee. 

11. 
" But, Jane, although I should desire 
My thoughts and aims in sleep were 

laid. 
My limbs the needful strength require 
To ply a labourer's busy ^pade." 

la. 
<' Oh I well,'* she said, «' I know it aU I 
My father's wish can never be« 
Oh I could we but the past recall. 
So you again were ealm and free I 

18« 
" Yet, Henrr, still our love is sweet. 
The beet of ufb I e'er have known. 
And if again we never meet, 
I oft shall think it o'er alone. 

14. 
*' These fallen leaves were bright and 

green 
The day that first I heard you speak ; 
How many hours have passed between. 
Strengthening my heart, though still 
'tis weak I 

15. 
** I seem to look with larger eyes. 
And deeper thoughts within me 

stream ; 
More livelier sights around me rise. 
And gifts bestowed by you they seem. 

10. 
" But yet it must not be, I know ; 
Whatever the nnpausing moment's 

choice. 
Great hopes within your bosom grow. 
That never yet have found a voice. 



*' And in the body's daily task 
No time, no rest for thought allowed, 
Regrets will wake, and move, and ask, 
And speak the more, not speaking 

loud. 

18. 
<< And you will muse, from day to day. 
Of all you might have been and done ; 
Of wisdom widening men's highway. 
Of goodness warming like the sun. 

19. 
" And you for want of those will pine 
Who might reflect your fancy's hues ; 
Perhaps will think the fault is mine 
Of all the nobler 11% you lose." 

20. 
Half4umed the maid, as if to part. 
Affrighted by the imagin'd pam. 
But Henry p r es s ed faier on his heart. 
And kissed her eyes, and spoke again : 

21. 
** Though this were true that sounds 

so strangpei 
Yet need we not at once decide ; 
Perhaps your father's mind may 

change. 
And hopes be ours now undetoried. 

22. 
*^ Your love is not forbidden yet % 
It shames not you, it blesses me. 
The past we never can forget, 
And happier may the future be." 

28. 
The evening oame, and trembling 

stood 
The lover at the father's door. 
And found within the maid he wooed. 
And that old man so bent and hoar. 

24. 
Their trimmest garb had each put on. 
Around was neatness, comfort, cheer ; 
The clouds appeared to distance gone. 
And Jane's bright face bespoke not 

fear. 

25. 
She sat upon her mother's chair, 
And poured the drink that Henry 

loved; 
Her tea with him 'twas joy to share. 
And sit beside him unreproved. 

26. 
And doso beside the blazing fire 
Was placed the old man's easy seat ; 
The names, now low, then shooting 

higher, 
Cast o'er him glimpses bright and 

fleet. 

27. 
They showed a face more soft than 

bdd« 
Though keen tho look of setf led win I 
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With lines that many winters told. 
But little stir of good and ill. 

28. 
And thus the nntroubled> aged man> 
His long-experienced lesson spake> 
In words that painfully begao^ 
While slow his pondering teemed to 
wake : — 

2D. 
t< Perhaps you thinkj dear daughter 

Jane> 
My wishes neither kind nor wise. 
Because I keep a sober brain. 
And look about with wistful eyes. 

30. 
" Yet surely I ^ve lived and wrought 
More years than you, or he you love ; 
And it must be a fo(^h thought 
Of yours that I cannot approve. 

31. 
'^ I know not who oan better learn 
Than one who lives so long as I, 
Who sdl life long have tried to earti. 
And stiU have set my earnings by. 

32. 
" And I have seen a many score 
Of men and women laid in ei^th i 
I mostly, too, can tell them o*er. 
And all their proeperings, e'en from 
birth. 

33. 
*' And always I have seen withal 
That thriftioBt heads aw honour^ 

most; 
And those who inio misery fall. 
By them reQ>ect is quiekly lost. 

34. 
" A Qum who gains and keeps to- 
gether. 
Is like the tree that yearly grows. 
That, stout and strong in wintry 

weather, 
A goodly crop in summer shows. 

" But he who q»ends and wastes away. 
Is like a tree decayed within ; 
Though still the leaves and bloom be 

Its top win soon be shrank and thin* 

36. 
'' Or see the gleaner winnowing grain. 
The empty chaff goes flying ; 
The plump, fall, yellow seeds remain. 
Like gold for profit lying. 

87. 
*' The chaff may glitter in the sun, 
And daaoe befora the winit 
But I would rather look upon 
The quiet heap behind. 

38. 
" What some vritfain an hour would 

spend, 
The wise man takes a d^ to win ) 
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But when the waste has reached an 

end 
The gains of thrift are coming in. 

39. 
*' And ever I have seen that they 
Wholeasthad cause to fear the morrow, 
Have cheerieet walked the open way. 
Nor hung thcdr heads in sorrow. 

40. 
*' Who does not feel how hard the 

thought 
For one whose life must soon be o'er. 
That all his days have added nought. 
But StiU made less man's little store ? 

41. 
*' And therefore^ Jane, I think it right 
That you should choose a gainful man. 
One working hard from mom till night. 
Gathering imd hoarding all he can. 

42. 
" Yet, mind you well, I do not say 
But Henry mav your husband be ; 
Though much I doubt if learning's pay 
Will keep a house from leanness free. 

43. 
*' His health, by study much abused. 
Seems now, if well I mark, to pine ; 
And then he has been always used 
To nurture delicate and fine. 

44. 
" His mother's stipend ceased with her. 
And he» I know# must needs be poor ; 
And so methinks it better were 
That you and he should love no more. 

46. 
^ But stay till winter days be past. 
And when the spring returns again. 
If still I find your liking last. 
Why then—nay, come aad kiss ne, 
Jane/' 

46. 
Thus wandered round his raaae of 

speech 
The long-experlenoed man i 
Determined both the twain to teach. 
Through all his saws he ran. 

47. 
With e^ee upon the table bent. 
The maiden stooped her glowing face ; 
But Henry gased with look intent. 
The Ijither's inmost tiiought to trace. 

48. 
And when of sinking health he spoke. 
The lover's brow was flushed with red. 
While Jane turned white beneath the 

stroke. 
With angmsh more than dread. 

49. 
But when the closing promise came. 
They both wereeotofortedand eheered; 
FoTi freed from strife, remorse, and 

blame. 
The old mtm'n eye no more they ter 
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Part VI. 



1. 
November days are dusk and dull. 
And yet they teach the heart to ponder; 
Of sober depth the skies are full. 
While fades from earth its garb of 
wonder. 

2. 
We breathe at whiles so charmed an 

air. 
By sound each leafs light fall we learn ; 
No breeze disturbs the spider's snare 
That hangs with dew the stately fern. 

3. 
Soon heaves within the boundless frame 
A strong and sullen gust of life. 
And rolling waves and woods proclaim 
The darkened world's increasing strife. 

4. 
'Mid boom« and clang, and stormy 

swell. 
And shadows dashed by blast and ram. 
Leaves heaped, whirled, routed, sweep 

the dell. 
And glimpses course the leaden main. 

5. 
And yet, though inward drawn and still. 
There beats a hidden heart of joy ; 
Beneath the old year's mantle chill 
Sleeps, mute and numb, the unconscious 
boy. 

6. 
And they who muse and hope may 

g^uess 
With faith assured the future spring ; 
But him who loves all hours will bless. 
All months to him of May-time sing. 

7. 
« At least Tve known," young Henry 

said, 
** How dark soe*er new days may prove, 
Love*s inspiration shared and fed 
By her I love." 

8. 
With lifted brow, and buoyant heart. 
He now fulfilled his daily toil. 
And e*en 'mid weary tasks would start 
Bright springs from desert soil. 

9. 
He stood with zeal the untaught to 

teach, 
'Mid fifty faces young and rude. 
And turned a cheerful front to each. 
That brightened them and yet sub- 
dued. 

10. 
He strove that clear they might disoem 
What aims to man true value give. 
And said — *' You do not livd to learn. 
Rut learn that you may better live." 



11. 
The boy who came with sun-bleached 

head. 
And dress by many a patch repaired. 
Still felt in all that Henry said 
E'en more than strongest words de- 
clared. 

12. 
Those truths, as more than lessons 

taught. 
Were learnt as more than lessons too ; 
The teacher's precept, will, and 

thought, 
E'en from his look fresh import drew. 

13. 
And well he knew how wilful sway 
Disloyal service breeds at best. 
And often fills the schoolboy's day 
With hate by fear alone repressed. 

14. 
Yet could he temper love and meekness 
With all the sacred might of law. 
Dissevering gentleness from weakness. 
And hallowing tenderness by awe. 

15. 
Nor e*er beneath his steadfast eye 
Ck>uld ill escape its grave reproval ; 
Nor durst he set his conscience by. 
That peace might reign by its re- 
moval. 

16. 
His love was no unblest device 
To lengthen falsehood's coward mood. 
Nor purchased liking at the price 
Of calling evil — good. 

17. 
He woke the sense, he warned the 

breast. 
Affirming truths supreme. 
And let the voice within attest 
He told no misty dream. 

18. 
Each feeling thus that moved the child. 
As each in turn awoke. 
To its fixed law was reconciled. 
And owned the strengthening yoke. 

19. 
So still the God revealed below 
As one great Will of Good to all, 
He taught for Sire and Judge to know, 
On whom for aid all needs may call. 

20. 
Amid hb poor, unknowing throng 
Of little learners pleased be stood ; 
To him their murmur hummed a song. 
And every face had germs of good. 

21. 
And when the exhausted aching frame 
Would fain have sunk away to rest. 
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He thought how high the teacher*8 

aim> 
What seeds his sleep Tfonld leave sup- 
pressed. 

22. 
So haye I seen upon a hill 
A fair green tree of milk-white flowers. 
Where bees sucked out their honeyed 

fill 
Through all the long day*8 basking 

hours. 

23. 
To its green cells and vases white. 
That yield an odorous air. 
The swarm with musical delight 
For their sweet gold repair. 

24. 
But dark decay may mine the tree. 
Or lightning-bolt may blast. 
And not a newer for wind or bee 
Ddight the saddening waste. 

25. 
The winter pressed with gloom and chill 
Kound Henry's wavering thread of life. 
And though the eye shone boldly still. 
The cheek grew tbin amid the strife. 

26. 
And while at solitary night 
Hia candle showed some ancient page. 
And like a deft familiar sprite 
Evoked for him the buried sage; 

27. 
While from the distant snow-clad 

world 
The clown, belated, marked the beam. 
Nor guessed of what the glimmering 

told. 
What human task, or goblin dream,— 

28. 
The lonely student oft would shrink. 
And startling, clasp his painful breast. 
With long-dbrawn sigh of Jane would 

think. 
And seek at last reluctant rest. 

29. 
Yet once again did Jane and he 
By Simon*s hearth at evening meet. 
And once beneath his bare ash-tree 
They filled at dawn their grassy seat. 

30. 
*Twa8 then a cold and misty mom. 
The churchyard seemed a cave of 

death; 
They saw the Yew, by cold unshorn. 
Stand hearse-like black in winter's 

breath. 

81. 
And e'en while now the lovers spoke 
They felt the fog between them rise ; 
Round each it spread a dull gray 

cloak. 
And masked Uiem each in vague dis* 

guise. 



32. 



At parting Henry said — *' Farewell ; 
On Sunday mom we meet again ; 
When first riiigs out the old church 

bell. 
With merry chant, expect me then.'* 

33. 
At last, though slow, that Sunday 

came. 
And Jane put on her best array. 
And still her colour fled and came 
As if it were her wedding-day. 

34. 
Her father went to ring the beU, 
And she to watch the doorway sprang. 
And on the latch her finger fell. 
And paused, and paused — the church- 
bell rang. 

35. 
No step was there : it seemed a knell 
Whose notes her father's hand was 

ringing; 
She oped the door for breath, the bell 
So heavily went swinging. 

36. 
She knew that Henry was not there. 
And yet she looked below the tree ; 
There stood nor shape of misty air. 
Nor sunbright face in sunshine free. 

37. 
She looked the winding road along. 
Now hid no more with leafy green. 
But *mid its loitering speckled throng 
For her no living shape was seen. 

38. 
She turned, and passed the dim church- 
door. 
Beneath an ancient arch's frown. 
And in the aisle upon the floor 
She knelt not, but her knees fell down. 

39. 
Upon the seat she stooped her face. 
But still she heard that doleful belJ, 
And though she prayed for Heaven's 

dear grace, 
'Twas still the same pursuing knell. 

40. 
And when the people stood to sing. 
Though now the weary bell was 

o'er. 
She heard it through her bosom ring, 
As if 'twould ring for ever more. 

41. 
She could not rise upon her feet. 
She could not stand when others stood. 
And all the words she could repeat 
Were still— " To me, O God I be 
good!" 

42. 
At last the service all was done. 
And she might go from church away. 
But still she could not be alone. 
She must beside her father stay. 
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48. 



His mid-day meal she must prepare 
Before the second service-bell ; 
And she must sit beside him there. 
And by constraint be well. 

44. 
Once iRore tliey reached their home 

again ; 
The winter day had changed to night \ 



He dozed beside the fire, and Jane 
At last was free from busy light. 

45. 
She left his frugal supper laid, 
She heard him breathe with sluEqber-» 

ous tone ; 
And then, released, the trembling m^ 
Dared slip away alone. 



Part VII. 



1. 
Upon the maiden's weary soul 
The silent darkness dawned like day, 
While free amid the boundless Whole, 
Alone with God, she took her way. 

2. 
And yet a thrill of shame and fear 
In her with love and anguish met ; 
She longed that earth would cease to 

hear. 
And heaven one hour its gaze forget. 

3. 
But Henry more than all was dear; 
On her he seemed to call for aid. 
And she through wave and gale would 

steer. 
To track the wandering qiouming 
shade. 

4. 
Along the churchyard path she went, 
And saw above the Yew 
The low discoloured firmament. 
While cold winds round her blew* 

5. 
But swift along the road she sped • 
With still increasing pace. 
And walked where blackest darkness 

led, . 
The more to hide her f^ce. 

6. 
And now to Henry's home she came. 
Where never she had been before j 
She could not now remember shame. 
But knocked upon the door. 

7. 
An aged woman, dull and slow# 
Came creeping at the sound. 
Nor asked the comer*s name to know, 
But straifirht the kev turned round. 



10. 
" *Tis now the second day that he 
Has been too weak to rise from bed^ 
And truly, as it seems to me, 
He never more yf'iW lift his head. 

11. 
*' I've loved hipa ever since a cliild, 
And tended him from day to day ; 
I sometimes think *twould drive ipevrild 
If I should see him pass away.*' 

12. 
Then Jj^ue excUinaed,-— " What ooise 

is there ? 
I hear a tapping faint aud low." 
The other nastened up the st^r. 
And Jaue vith her would go. 

13. 
And she was there when Henry 

said^ 
'^ I heard a voice that spoke below ; 
Or was my heart by dreams betrayed r 
It seemed the voice that best I know." 

14. 
His words were weak, and drawn with 

pain, 
His face looked flushed with bumiag 

red; 
She would no more her love restrain. 
But swiftly knelt beside the bed. 

15. 
Her arms around hii neck she threw. 
She gave his lips f^ quivering kiss. 
And heart to heart tumultuous flew. 
For nought was left them now but this. 

16 
Few moments passed in hurried grief. 
And then her face away she drew, 
• And gazing, sought to find relief 
In looks where misery met her view. 

17. 
He strove to smile with happier eyes. 
But could not long the toil sustain ; 
From his deep glance the meaning 

flies. 
The lids drop down— he longs in vain. 

18. 
On her young heart his withered hand 
She laid, and pressed it strongly there. 
As if her life she could command. 
And bid it pass to him from her. 
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19. 



30. 



He slept. The maiden whispered loW| 
<' I pray you try to find me> dame^ 
A friend who to the church would ^^ 
And say why here to-night I came." 

20. 
The woman wenti and Jane remained 
With all she e'er had loved the hest^ 
His hand upon her hosom strained^ 
Her face hy his^ but not in rest. 

21. 
In her large eyes the unthought-of tears 
Gathered fully^ gathered slowly. 
And o*erflowed their azure spheres. 
Drops of pain, but pure and holy. 

The lingering minutes, measured out 
By that sad rain, drew on and on. 
Till Henry feebly turned about. 
And raised his eyes, and heaved a 
groan. 

23. 
** Dear Jane,'* he said, ** my only 

love! 
I feel I have not long to stay ; 
'Tis good, almost my hopes above. 
That you are not away. 

24. 
" *Tis not that I have much to tell 
Before my lips their breath resign ; 
But, oh ! *tis peace, 'tia more than well^ 
While thus my hapd is clasped in 
thine. 

25. 
" For here upon my bed of death 
Is with me all that earth can give : 
Thus God supports the feariess faith 
Which cannot cease to live. 

26. 
'* My mother, and that humble friend. 
The boys that were my flock, and thou. 
To none beside my thoughts extend, 
SAve Him whose heaven is near me 



now. 



27. 



" My boys again I fain would see. 
And speak once more my frequent tale. 
That only Reason makes men fVee, 
That Right and Truth can never fail. 

28. 
** That Reverence is the bond for 

man 
With all of highest men may know ; 
That Love must work by Wisdom's 

plan, 
Or be a false and boastful show : 

29. 
** That Conscience holds supernal 

power 
To rend or heal the human breast ; 
And that in guilt's most dismal hour 
God still may turn its war to rest 



*' To them, to thee, my sinking voice. 
Beloved! would fain onee more pro- 
claim. 
In Christ alone may those rejoice 
Deceived by every other naipe, 

81. 
'< In all but Him our sins have been. 
And wrestlings fierce of fevered mind % 
In Him alone on earth js seen 
God's perfect Will for all mankind. 

82. 
'' The shadows round me olosQ and 

press, 
But still that radiant Star I see. 
And more I seem its light to bless 
Than aught near worlcb could give to 

me. 

33. 
'' Through chill and fire, and smoke 

and pain. 
It calmly shines with widening orb. 
And while to those great beams \ 

strain. 
All dark, all brightness they absorb." 

34. 
His upward look drew light and peace 
From some unclouded source above ; 
The tears of Jane had learnt to cease. 
And she was hushed in fearless love. 

35. 
But, sighing slow, he turned from 

heaven 
To gaze at her, his lamp on earth, 
, With thoughts that need not be for<- 

given. 
For they, too, claimed a sinless birth, 

36. 
" My more than dear, my wife" — ho 

said — 
*' I leave a toilsome lot to thee ; 
To bear, a widow, though unwed. 
The lonely memory of me. 

37. 
'' So young, so beautiful as thou. 
To feel thou art on earth alone. 
That none can be, as I am now. 
Thy first whole hope, and all thy 

own; 

38. 
'* With few or none beside the heart 
To cheer, uphold, and comprehend ; 
With thoughts at which the crowd 

would start. 
And grief which they would vainly 

tend. 

39, 
«<Stm hope! still act! be sure that 

life, 
The source and strength of every good. 
Wastes down in feeling's empty strife. 
And dies in drcaming's sickly mood. 
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40. 



*^ To toil in tasks, however mean. 
For all we know of right and true — 
In this alone our worth is seen ; 
*Tls this we were ordained to do. 

41. 
** So shalt thou find in work and 

thought 
The peace that sorrow cannot give ; 
Though grief *i worst pangs to thee be 

taught. 
By thee let others nobler live. 

42. 
'' Oh ! wail not in the darksome forest. 
Where thou must needs be left alone. 
But, e'en when memory is sorest. 
Seek out a path, and journey on. 



43. 



^' Thou wilt have angels near above. 
By whom invisible aid is given ; 
They journey still on taslu of love. 
And never rest except in heaven. 

44. 
'* The God who gave in me a friend. 
Is more than any friend to all ; 
Upon my grave before him bend. 
And He will hear thy londy call. 

45. 
"One kiss, my Jane — I now must 

rest." 
His eyes grew faint, his eyelids closed. 
And when her lips to his were pressed, 
Hb lips in death reposed. 



Part VIII. 



1. 
" Oh ! father, father, list to mo ; 
The tale that I shall tell. 
It must no more my burthen be. 
And, father, heed me well. 

2. 
*' Last night upon my bed I lay, 
And prayed that I might sleep. 
But still my wakeful thoughts would 

stay. 
And still I could not weep. 

3. 
" The moonshine filled my room with 

light, 
A stream of silver air. 
And all the window-panes were bright. 
And showed the stars so fair. 

4. 
** I lay and looked, when, le ! a hand, 
A giant hand outspread ; 
Methought the moonlit skies it 

spanned. 
And darkened o'er my bed. 

5. 
" This hand of giant size, I say. 
It beckoned me to rise, 
I saw its shadow where I lay, 
I felt it on my eyes. 

6. 
** I rose and went, I passed the 

door. 
And, father I I beheld. 
Where stood the old Yew-tree be- 
fore, 
A form that heavenward swelled. 

7. 
« It seemed a dark gigantic man, 
Who sat upon a mound ; 
His face not weU my eye could scan^ 
For darkness wrapped it round. 



8. 
** Oh ! taller far than spire or trees. 
That form above me bowed ; 
A mantle falling o*er his knees 
Concealed him all in cloud. 

9. 
" I knew 'twas not an earthly thing 
That there before me rose ; 
Some nameless ghost-land's ghostly 

king. 
Whose look my life-blood froze. 

10. 
*^ And when he fixed his gaze on me 
I turned my eyes away. 
And there before his foot could see 
A grave that open lay. 

11. 
*^ I could not choose but enter there ; 
And passing down the new-made 

cell, 
I left the clear and moonlit air. 
Where dark his shadow fell. 

12. 
** With easy slope the passage dived. 
And on I travelled far and slow, 
^Till through the vault my steps ar- 
rived 
Where light from heaven appeared to 

flow. 

13. 
** I saw a valley broad and gp'ecn, 
Where trees and rocks were scattered 

round. 
And hills of ancient wood were seen 
Encircling all the quiet ground. 

14. 
'* Old trees and vast, with caves of 

shade, 
Bright waters foaming down the 

steep. 
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Green hues that dappled all the glade^ 
Gray rocks that lay in awful sleep. 

15. 
** And over all a sky was spread 
Of woodland yiolet's deepest glow^ 
While amber pale and ruby red 
Hung o*er the aerial hills below. 

16. 
" And 'mid this sky without a moon 
Great beaming stars of gulden blaze. 
Like flaming garlands thickly strewn. 
Filled all the world with pearly rays. 

17. 
** Then o'er my head a sound I knew 
Of man^ swift and gentle wings ; 
Sweet dry music o*er me flew. 
And seemed to wheel in blended rings. 

18. 
** And sooner then than eye could 

see 
With life the earth and skies over- 
flowed. 
And grass and rock, and hill and tree. 
Ten Qiousand radiant beings showed. 

19. 
** *Twas Angels all, a dazzling throng. 
With wings of rose and golden down. 
With hair of simbeams pale and long. 
To each bright face a streaming crown. 

20. 
*' They floated o'er the trees and 

rocks. 
They sat o'er all the gprassy dell. 
They hid the hills in glancing flocks, 
And seemed amid the stars to dwelL 

21. 
** And One to me, Uie nearest there. 
Upon a brown and craggy steep. 
Raised up toward heaven a face so 

fair. 
With inmost joy I longed to weep. 

22. 
*^ He held a branch of darkest yew 
That dropped with glittering tears of 

rain. 
And loud he sang a song that drew 
All things around benea^ tiie strain. 

23. 
** He sang of love, and death, and life. 
And worlds and hearts, the homes of 

these; 
Of peace Uiat conquers every strife. 
Of grief whose pang the spirit frees ; 

24. 
^* Of all that is, and journeys on 
From worst of ill to best of good ; 
For not a moment e'er is gone 
But in the next survives renewed. 

25. 
*' And while he sang, the earth and 

skies. 
And all those countless forms around, 
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More softly gleamed with shifting 

dyes, 
And flushing drank the blissful sound. 

26. 
** The trees were piles of trembling 

flame. 
The rocks like diamonds heaped the 

sod. 
Each star a living eye became, 
And all, methought, were eyes of God. 

27. 
''The stream that shimmered down 

thehiU 
In waves of clearest crimson ran ; 
Andthatsweetsinger, brightening still. 
Grew lovelier far than man. 

28. 
" His words upon the glowing stream 
Sank melting down, and borne along 
Upon the mingled floods of dream 
All floated in accord to song. 

29. 
<' The world was changed around me, 

all 
To arches, rock, and tree were grown ; 
I stood amid a pillared hall. 
Beneath a roof of carven stone. 

30. 
" The windows beamed with many a 

hue 
Of living forms in smooth array ; 
Again ^ose Angel hosts I knew. 
And through them shot the light of 

day. 

31. 
'' They twinkling shone with radiance 

keen. 
With eyes whose brightness dazzled 

mine; 
And thousands round the walls were 

seen. 
With hands upraised in prayer di- 
vine. 

82. 
** Before me, 'mid a depth of gloom, 
I mark'd one high enormous shade. 
And him I knew, compelled by whom 
His giant hand I first obeyed. 

33. 
''Like some great dusky crag he 

towered. 
In cloudy folds involved and dim ; 
As midnight's darkest heaven he 

lowered. 
The world's whole strength reposed 

in him. 

34. 
'' But, oh 1 a form before him lay. 
And watch o*er this he seemed to 

keep; 
'Twas Henry's form in twilight gray. 
That eorpse^like slept an icy sleep. 

B 
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49. 



<* And when that frozen face I «aw, 
So calm» so ohill> without a hreath. 
The giant shape I knew with awe^ 
And owned thd'king was Death. 

36. 
«f The (Iread lips moved f avoioethere 

came^ 
Like midnight wind in trees \ 
All shook around, as waves a flame 
Beneath a gusty breeze. 

^ 87. 
** * I claim my own,* the Shadow said; 
' If any answm. No I 
His lira must ransom this, my dead| 
Who thus shall 'soape from wo.' 

3g. 
9i O'er all those Angel faces fell 
A sad and helpless gloom ; 
The building seemed a mouldering 

cell, 
A dark and misty tomb. 

30. 
'* Then loud I spake, with swelling 

voice, — 
^ To him thy respite give. 
And hear my swift and willing choice 
To die that he may live.' 

40. 
'* Before the lowly bier I knelt, 
And kissed the lips and eyes. 
And o*er the face a warmth I felt, 
And saw new life arise. 

41. 
"There dawned again tny Henry's look. 
And feebly met my view ; 
With sighs and throbs his bosom shook. 
His eyes my presence knew. 



" Above him poured a Utie of light. 

And, looking whence it flowed. 

The boupdless Ibrm was daiiling' 

bright. 
The darkpess round him glowed. 

43. 
" Like God he sat, serene and mild. 
In snowy whiteness clad ; 
His face with eunlike glory smiled, 
And made all being glad. 

44. 
" No roof was there ; the stars of heaven 
Were shining round his head. 
And o'er his brow a Crown of Seven 
Their wondrous lustre shed. 

45. 
" In circling lines the Angel racC; 
A world of lights, rose high ; 
And joy shone bright in every face. 
And love in every eye. 

46. 
''But Angels' looks were nought to 

me. 
Who saw beside me clear 
My Hcury's eyes, that now could sec, 
Nor taught me more to fear. 

47. 
<f No voice of God or Angel spoke. 
And I was Henry's own ; 
But when upon my bed I woke, 
1 found myself alone. 

48. 
^* But still I saw his fbndest gaze, 
Who bade affright be dumb ; 
And, filled with peacefullest amaze, 
I luiew my end Vas oome.'^ 



Part IX. 



Upon the spring-dad fields and woods. 
The ohurchy^ ^rayes and tall 

church-tower. 
The warm, pure daylight sofUy broods, 
And fills with life the morning hour. 

2. 
The vast sepulchral Yew-tree waves. 
And feels the sunshine cheep the shade, 
And e'en the low and grassy graves 
Appear In living slumber laid. 

3. 
The only sad and helpless thing. 
That May-day makes not less fbrlorn. 
Is that old man, to whom the spring 
Is dead, and dead the breezy mom. ' 

4. 
These live not now, f<;r fill is dead 
With her who lies ftelow the sod ! 
His daughter from his lif« is fled, 
And leaves but dust by spectres trod. 



The smooth sweet air is blowing rotm^. 
It is a Spirit of hope to all ; 
It whispers o'er th6 wakening ground. 
And countless daisies hear the call. 

6. 
It mounts and sings awav to heaven, ' 
And 'mid each light and lovely cloud ; 
To it the lark's loud joys are given, 
And young leaves answer it aloud. 

7. 
It skims above the flat green meadow. 
And darkening sweeps the gray mill- 
stream ; 
Alone the' hill it drives the shadow. 
And ^rts and warms in the skiey beam. 

e. 

But round that hoar and haggard man 
It cannot shed a climpse of glaclness ; 
He wastes beneam a separate ban. 
An exile to a world of sadness. 
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9. 



Upon a bench befpra hii domr 
He otM, with weak and staring ejresy 
He sits and looks^ for straight before 
The grrave that holds hb daughter 

10. 
If any eome with him to n>eak» 
In dull hanh words he Inds them go ; 
For this strong earth he seems too 

weak. 
For breathing life too cramped and 

slow. 

n. 

A gnawing r^ge, an aimless heat> 
Have scoied and set his grating faee ; 
His eyes like ghosts the gazer greet* 
The g^uards of misery*8 dwelling-place. 

la. 

A sun-dial pillar left alone, ^ 

On which no dial meets the eye | 
A black mill-wheel with grass o'er- 

grown 
That he^rs no water trickle by | 

IS. 
Dark pained mass of soTered rock, 
Deaf, blind, and sere to sun and rain ; 
A shattered gvayestone's time-worn 

block 
That only shqws the name of — Jane. 

14. 
'Tis ^os he 'sits from hour to hour, 
Amid the breexe beneath the sky ; 
And still, when beats the noisy shower. 
The cottage dqorway keeps him dry. 

16. 
With open door he shelters there, 
A pace behind his outward seat ; 
And, fixed upon his old arm-^air. 
Looks through the rain from his re- 
treat 

16. 
Upon his daughter's grave he stares. 
As if her form he thought would rise^ 
For all to him the sembbnce wears 
Of mist that has his daughter's eyes. 

17. 
He heeds not passing beast nor men. 
Nor wain at hand, nor distant plough ; 
Not e*en a burial draws Ids ken — 
He is no longef Sexton now. 

18. 
But whik, like some gray slump, he 

sits. 
Dried up at root, and shorn of all. 
Still nature round him works and 

flits. 
And fills and lights her festiyal. 

19. 
And e'en around his daughter's g^ve. 
Where Life for him in Death is cold. 
Fair growth goes on, and grasses wave. 
And coloured flies their revels hold. 



Andflol at iMt the old miA- s gase 
Is brightened with a gleam of sense, 
A butterfly all yellow plays 
Above the gravo» nor wanders thence. 

2L 
And see, below the flatterer's dance. 
From earth a streak of colour spring- 
ing; 
It is the primrose leaves that glance. 
To him his daughter*s presence bring- 
ing. 

23. 
To her 'twas May's most preeious 

flower. 
That irell she loved, and tended oft ( 
Its pale stars filled her hawthorn bower 
With clustering fancies mild apd soft. 

28. 
She strewed it o'er her mother's grave. 
Its graee with Henry loved to note ; 
To Simon oft the flower she gave. 
And fixed it in his Sunday coat. 

24. 
And now, with gradualehange of heart. 
He saw it peep above the sod 
Wliere she was laid : it seemed to start 
A special sign for him from God. 

25. 
An hour he sat, and marked it wdl. 
Then rose and would behold it near ; 
His faee no more was hard and fell. 
No more the man was numbed and 
drear. 

26. 
Another hour upon his staff 
He leant, and pored above the grave ; 
He gave at length a silent laugh. 
And seemed to grasp some purpose 
brave. 

27. 
Then eager tew'rd his hoiise ho went. 
And took his old and idle spade. 
And round his fields with Med intent 
He walked, and many pauses made. 

28. 
And where below the hedge- row shade 
A little tuft of primrose grew. 
He dug it with his churchyard spade. 
As if *twere gold that Uience he drew. 

29. 
And so with sods of yellow flowers 
He filled his basket ftill and gay. 
And back in evening's quiet hours 
Towards the church he took hb way. 

80. 
Beside the grave of Jane he stood. 
And round it smoothly dug the ground ; 
With clods as many as he oould. 
He made a primrose border round. 

31. 
His work was done, and brightly sank 
The day*s last light upon bis head ; 
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The flowers that kindred beauty drank> 
And all was peace around the dead. 

32. 
And while by day the man had wrought^ 
And while by night awake he lay> 
He felt within a flow of thought 
Serene, that led him still to pray. 

33. 
Before him now his daughter came 
In all her truth, as if alive ; 
Now child, now woman, still the same. 
And made his purest heart revive. 

34. 
He thought how after Henry died 
She strove and toiled with earnest will. 
To each small task her heart applied. 
Though Death within was strengthen- 
ing stiU. 

35. 
How week on week, 'mid humble calm. 
And zealous heed that would not sleep. 
She found her suffering's holiest balm 
In suffering's lowest silent deep. 

36. 
And so she wore away. The night 
In which she went to Henry's home 
Had seized her all with chilly blight. 
And warmth again would never come. 

37. 
She laid her down, but not to rest. 
For feverish dreams besieged her bed ; 
And, with toomany thoughts oppressed. 
It seemed that thought itself was fled. 

38. 
But now with steadfast voice and eye 
She met her father's wandering gaze. 
And told of visions bright and high-r- 
Strange visions told in darkling phrase. 

39. 
Then swift she sank | she could not 

speak. 
But lay a pale, unmoving clod. 
At last she said, with utterance weak, 
*' Remembering me, remember God ! " 

40. 
The thought of this, of her, of all 
That she to him had been before. 
Began within his heart to cal]. 
And open wide its inmost door. 

41. 
Though seventy winters gathering still 
Had choked with ice some sacred cells. 
He felt within hiln now a thrill 
That thawed the solid icicles. 

42. 
From morning's burst to soothing eve 
He loitered near the hallowed spot ; 
And though he never ceased to grieve. 
The pangs of grief he now forgot. 



43. 



He tended still the primrose flowers. 
He decked with them his Mary's 

mound. 
In what to him were Sabbath hours 
On Henry *s grave be set them round. 

44. 
And sometimes when a funeral came. 
With pensive eyes the train he saw ; 
Bareheaded stood, and so would claim 
His share in others' grief and awe. 

45. 
But once 'twas more than this. There 

died 
A worn-out widow's only good, 
A daughter, all her help and pride. 
Who toiled to gain their daily food. 

46. 
Who saw their state might well con- 

. fcss 
Such boundless want was strange to 

see. 
For little can the rich man guess 
The poor man's utter poverty. 

47. 
And when the burial all was o'er. 
And there the mother stayed alone. 
With fingers clasped, and weeping 

sore. 
She stood, for every hope was gone. 

48. 
But Simon crept in silence there. 
And stretched his hand beneath her 

view. 
That held five golden pieces fair. 
More wealth than e'er before she 
knew. 

49. 
** The aching heart it cannot heal, 
I know," he said, *' nor give you rest ; 
But thus you will not have to feel 
The pang^ that seize the helpless 
breast." 

50. 
Few words she said, and went away. 
But lighter heart that eve he bore 
Than he for many a weary day 
Perchance had ever felt before. 

50. 
Next day beg^n with sunbright dawn. 
And soon to tend the grave ho went ; 
From toil by sultry heat withdrawn. 
He felt his strength was overspent. 

52. 
He sank to earth in quiet sleep, 
Beside the grave his head he laid. 
And in that slumber soffc and deep 
He died below the Yew-tree shade. 
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THOUGHTS ON ORPHEUS. 



Oh, the blessing upon and through- 
out the whole man, of the first real, 
warm, green light, and genial glow 
of Spring ! Not as it is seen in towns, 
giving but a more brazen face to brick 
presumption, but as it steals gently 
upon the country, amid roclu and 
trees, into the deep shade, like a long- 
mourned spirit returning re-embodied 
from the dead, bearing at once the 
twofold charm of earthly and Elysian 
loveliness. Such was Alcestis — Al- 
cestisl the restored Alcestbl We 
have been reading the beautiful tale — 
the volume of Euripides is open upon 
the now growing grass — our scholars, 
whose youthful, hopeful hearts, drew 
in from the gentle Greek generosity, 
and the sweet passion, even hence in- 
cipient, and soon ready to burst the 
bud, and open with the promise of 
perfect love — our scholars bare bound- 
ed away like young fawns stricken, 
not unconscious of the pleasing wound ; 
and we, lying upon the sunny green, 
saw them upon the verge of the shade, 
the dark eye, as it were, of the deep 
dell before us — and a change came 
o*er them and us. Is it dream or 
vision ? They have robed behind the 
trees, and bearded too — they present 
us with their tasks^we take them 
graciously. — So — they are signed, 
Euripides — Shakspeare — Alcestis — 
the Winter's Tale. Then two come 
up behind them, and look over their 
shoulders. We know them instinc- 
tiveJy— Virgil and Ovid; and there 
leans the melancholy Orpheus be- 
neath the caverned rock; and deep 
in its hollow are dimly seen Eurydice 
and Alcestis in parting embrace, and 
one with head averted, and in deeper 
shadow — Alcestis bending forwards, 
and half in a reflected mysterious 
light. Then came another, and took 
up the lyre which Orpheus had left 
unheeded beside him. He struck ; it 
was Gluck's " Euridice : " " Che fard 
senza Euridice ? d6ve andrd senza il 
mio ben?** Oh, the heart-piercing 
sounds I Orpheus started up and 
rushed into the deepest wood, and the 
voice of his moaning was lost in the 
indistinct howling of th^ dimly moving 
tigers that followed the incantation of 
his wo. Then did the measpro change 



to a dying sound; and Alcestis fell 
back in the shade, fainting upon the 
supporting arm of a scarce disting^uiah- 
able figure ; and the music was also 
Gluck's, " Le pur cara e a me la 
vita." We awoke — the vision passed 
— Oh, that it would return I 

But here is the most substantive pre- 
sence of it still before us. Here lie the 
sun- lit pages worthy of such illumina- 
tion—Euripides, Virgil, Ovid, Or- 
pheus, Shakspeare ; and, apart, what 
IS this modest volume ? Elton I His 
tale, too, is of Orpheus — it is a 
dream. We must, however, keep up 
our character of Master, and near 
our class. The tale of Orpheus is, 
doubtless, the original of the plays. 
And how simple the story is! Or- 
pheus, a man — more, a poet — a hus- 
band — more, an adoring husband- 
loses his wife. Lyre in hand, he de- 
scends to the infernal regions, and by 
his art of song obtains the boon h3 
seeks — ^her restoration, but upon th^ 
condition that he must not look back 
in the passage to the upper world. 
He is overcome by his love, and re- 
gards not the condition. He looks 
back, and she is lost to him — for ever ! 
Here all is tragic, for Orpheus him- 
self is torn to pieces by the Bacchants 
whose love he scorns. How could 
this tale have arisen but from a dream ? 
how often does the blessedness of 
sleep restore ! — Then the waking — the 
loolung back — and what utter desola- 
tion b there of the heart ! As Words- 
worth says of his Lucy, " Oh I the 
difference to me,*' a fully exact trans- 
lation of the passage in Euripides of 
the exclamation of the husband of 

Alcestis — •••Xi; ya^ to ^Ir^v. 

utix^ct ; 

It b a domestic reality, and has sunk 
deep in all its possible wo into many 
a lond heart — thence how forlorn! 
There is not among ancient fables one 
of deeper interest, nor set off with 
greater variety in the picturesque de- 
velopement of its scenery and action. 
The dramatic pieces of the Greeks 
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and our own bard of Avon, though 
they are more drawn within the com- 
mon circle of human life, and may, 
therefore, be more directly ani pd- 
pably pathetic, yet want the romantic 
rftrige tiad wild accompsttdmeht #hicR 
make the crri^ii^ an tiritlrinff Afid 
ever-affecting tiarfativfe. If ifl cm^ df 
those subjects,' the embellishment of 
which poetry has but taguely dfeined, 
leaving ^e fhller acdomplishihent fof 
the sister aft The painter #ill fitid 
ill it fhll scope for his genius ; it coin- 
prises a series of pictures, each vair- 
iflg rn character— it admits df sdb- 
limf ty , thagniflcencfe, teftdeiness, beau- 
ty, iichnfess df scetiery, forest atid 
mountain, with thehr subdued and lis- 
tening monsters, lebpards and tigers,- 
and the wild revelry of the Bacchana- 
lian wdtten. 

If we Must act the Didascaltis, the 
fbrtde of a sound flogging fbr Otid. 
His jejune narrative has riot a singld 
beauty— it ia cold arid feeble. Not 
. shall his trite sermotii«ing sate him. 
And, dh ! th6 puerile conteit that Eti- 
rydice did not complain, wheti relaps- 
ing into death arid Orcus, because it 
showed she was too much loved! 
What business had he to ptose it 
away that we must all die ? 

** Teadimtis hue otnnei, h«e est demus 

ultima; yosque 
Hamani generis longissima regna tenetU." 

And his abominable conclusion iriefits 
for him the real taking Up. 

Now let us see Virgil s accoufat — 
read it again and agdn — it is all Mu- 
sic of Affection. If sparingly told, it 
is well set, and what is told reaches 
the heart. The sole, the absorbing 
passion of Orpheus breathes in the 
inimitable hexameters— inimitable in 
tone, and in such choiee of words, that 
a substitution cannot be imagined. In 
all this it is perfect. What a tone of 
melancholy pervades it f Vii^ leaves 
much of the agony of Orpheus to be 
imagined, as a thing not to be told. 
We see what Orpheus saw with his 
mind*s eye — ^the picture that haunted 
him — his Eurydice in the Stygian bark, 
never to be restored. She Was 6veri 
before him in that fearful passage — 

** Ilia quidem Stygia nabat jam frigid* 
cymb4." 

Having thus shown that such was the 
ever-present scene in the mind^s ey6 
of Orpheris^J^he could add no more 
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with effect — he leaves it as the one 
never to be obliterated — and with ad- 
mirable transition passes on to give 
some idea of the duration of his grief 
— " Seven whole months by the lone- 
ly Stryiiion"-^ 



*' Septem ilium totos per^bent ex ordine 

inenses 
Hupe lub aeria, cleserii aid ^ryirioms ub- 

dam 
Ileviaae, et geU^ htec eVotvisle sub an- 

trirf, 
Moicentem tigfes, et agcMto eanntno 

qucrcas.** 

And how truly pathetic i& the simile • 
and how is the cruelty and tenderness 
touched off bv the epithets cturus and 
imphmesi ana the violence of deirqxit 
and the warmth of the nest/ — And 
then the loneliness of the grief— the 
night season-^the whole nights 

•< Quidis pdficdei thfUHUM VWlomSU mib 

tiinbra 
Aridtiea t{iiet!tttf fcfttui^ qtios durmt ara- 

tor 
ObteiTHns nido itkplumet thtnutH t at tHc 
Flet noctem^ radioqae ledeia miienibile 

carmen 
Integrat, et mosstii late locaqueStibus im- 

plet." 

Thd whdie tale 6f the Pastdf Ads- 
tsbUS (#hbfn, by the byi we do riot at 
all tidty fo^ the loss of his bees), of 
which the Ofp/beus fbrttia hut a part, 
iSi perhariSi the richest of Vifgil's epl- 
i^odes. But even in Vifgil we otijecf 
tb the speeeh Of Eurydice. True, it 
is the best that eould be inade for her, 
btit it is destructive of the shadow of 
inystefy) which thtows her image up- 
on the iriiagiriatiori as of a creatcrte 
tf love spiritualised, and ad yet tindor 
the prohibition of the htiriiari senses. 
The injtfnctioiri i-eftdets her ihvisible, 
and Shotild have rendered heriitaud^ 
ible. How striking is this yet fe- 
inslMng inystery of Death upoti the 
living imagined in the Alcestis ef Eu- 
i^pides ! Sinr^ile, too, is the stor^ of 
Alcesfis. Admetns, King ef Thes- 
sdly. Is fated tb die. ApeiDo/ whe^ 
banished ftota the GodSi had seized 
him, obtains life for him, on eoflditibti 
that one should die willingly iri h!^ 
Stead. Alcestis Aotibi his ^, c6n- 
sentstodiefbrMm. SWedles. At the 
moment of her death, Herculeis afilve^ 
as a ^uest to the house of Admetus. 
The hospltablfAdmetus rtedtes hiiri, 
eonceafinf the carise of his g¥lef. 
TMi$i hm^^ff Httcti^ leanur fh>m 
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the senrantSi and determines to res- 
cue Alcestis from the hands of Death* 
He accordingly lies in ambush at the 
sepulchre, seizes^ wrestles with Death, 
and obtains Alcestis. Hercules re- 
turns with her to Admetus, but does 
not discover her until the latoenting 
husband has given proof of his Ibvd 
and the depth ef his afflictidii, hy re- 
fusing to receive her to his care, su|)- 
posing her to be one whom Hercules 
(as he had declared) had won as the 
prize of hb toUs, and requested Adme- 
tus to preserve until his return. The 
play here terminates in the restoration 
of Alcestis to her husband. She is 
thus, in her dying, and more full and 
happy restoration, the true Eurydice. 
The dim and fkintly sketched charac- 
ter of fable is brought out from the 
cold shades of Orcus into the warmth 
and glow of life and love, a mere indi- 
vidual human being, and therefore the 
more an object of our admiration and 
sympathy, breathing virtuous patience^ 
unknown endurance, and indomitable 
affection, in her dying bfeath. Eury- 
dice is the ideal personification, Alces- 
tis the natural (jerfection of wedded 
love. 

Every thing in the play is riiade 
subservient to the developement of ihis 
beautiful character. She hsa none to 
support her (no female friend) in her 
resolution, and her husband is unable 
and, we fear, unworthy the sad office : 
she is supported solely by her love — 
her own gentle, yet flrin mind. It is 
this union of finnness and gentleness 
that constitutes the beauty, we had 
almost said the rarity, of her ohdracteri 
Our sympathy is kept alive by her 
continual dying ; there is no cessation 
from the secret workin|^ of the doom 
under which, whilst she suffers, she 
loses not one particle of her resolution : 
nor has her ebbing life less tenderness ; 
as the life-blood chills, life lingers sA 
it were in the surviving war<nth of het 
affections. Mrs Jameson, in her ad- 
mirable work on the Female Charac- 
ters of Shakspeare, in that of Her- 
mione not unaptly describes Alcestis. 
" She is a queen, a matron, and a 
mother; she is ffood and beautiful, 
royally descended ; a mtyestic sweet- 
ness, a grand and gracious simplicity, 
an easy, unforced, yet dignified self- 
possession, are in all her deportment, 
and in 6tery word shd utters j she is 
one of ttioi^ ch^act^ts of whom it has 



been said proverbially that ' still wa- 
ters run deep ;* her passions are not 
vehement, but in her ^ttled mind the 
sources of 4>ain oi^ pleasure, love or 
reseiitinent*' (tlje last we would omit 
as not slibwii, at least m action, in that 
of Alcestis), <'are, like the springs that 
feed thd niouiitaiti lakes, unpenetra- 
ble, imfathohiilble, and inexhaustible. 
Shak8|:ieare has coovpyed (as is his 
custoin) a part of the character of 
Hermione in scattered tquchesi and 
through the impressions she produces 
on aU around hit," .... "The 
expressions, 'most sacred lady/ 'dread 
mistress,'. * sovereign,* with which 
she is addres^ or alluded to; the 
boundless devdildn and respect of 
those around her, and their confidence 
in her goodness and innocence^ are so 
many additional strokes in the por- 
trait.'* There is a striking instance 
of one pf these incidental touches in 
Euripides ; one of the servants speaka 
of Alcestis as 

'Opyvif fU$?iM9T»vr «r}p«f . — Lilts 772. 

My mistress, who to tne and all the do- 
mestics WW 

As a mother, for firom immmerabie iUs 
she freed us, 

Soothing the anger of her husband. 

AdmQtns we can scarcely respect ; 
bad as the act of allowing his wife to 
die tot him is, the dialogue between 
him and his old father, whom he up- 
braids for not dving, instead of his 
wife, for hiin, rinks him loir^r it our 
regard ihta the occasion of the drama 
requires — and the old man has, un- 
questionably, the best of the argument. 
Towards the end of the play, howevei". 
he rises, throng^, pity for his unfeigned 
love and affliction, and his refusal to 
receive his undiscovered wife brought 
to him by llercules, somewhat in our 
esteem ; so that we are artfully thus 
prepared entirely to sympathize with 
mm, and finaUy to enter into his full 
happiness ip having the lovely, the 
lost Alcestis restored to him. His 
aversiqn to look at the lady to be in- 
trusted to his eare, and at the first 
hasty look the resemblance to the form 
of Alcestis, and his burst of feeling, 
and wonder, and entreaty that shp 
should be removed from his sight, 
thereupoui are perfect m dfsMiMtic 
effect. 
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rvftufCM nifhi fti ft lAiK jJ^^^wF. Line 1065. 

And you, O lady. 
Whoever you are, know that you have the same stature 
As Alcestis, and are like to her in person. 
Alas, me I remove from my eyes, by the gods I beseech you, 
This lady, that you do not utterly destroy me undone. 

And his after hesitation, how expressed m the breaking of the line — 

Methinks, as I look on her, I do behold 
My wife. 

How liko Shakspeare, where poor old Lear, in similar doubt and surprise, 
says,— 

** Methinks I should know you, and know this man. 

Yet I am doubtful ; for I am mainly ignorant 

What place this is ; and all the skill I have 

Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 

Where I did lodge last night. Do not laugh at me. 

For, as I am a man, I think this Udy 

To be my child Cordelia. "—jfiCiM^r Lear, Act IV., Scene 5. 

Thus Adraetus, that the interest may be still in suspense, has the vision re- 
moved from his eyes, for they are dim with tears, and he can for awhile no 
longer see ; and then is his grief renewed with double bitterness, as from a 
double loss. 

B$Xe7 it xm^iUf ix f ififiutrmf 

It troubles my heart, and from my eyes 

The fountains flow down. O, wretched that I am. 

How afresh do I taste the bitterness of this grief 1 

The refusal of Hercules to deliver her into any other hand but that of 
Admetus most feelingly and naturally brings about the discovery. He receives 
her with averted look, and knows not that she is his wife till he is told to 
look at her, and see if she be like her, and be happy. The recognition (even 
ending in terror, lest it be unreal— some phantom conjured from the dead — is 
true to nature) is finely conceived. 

Admetus, CI Bto}, ri >^\m ; ^a,ZfA anX^trrcf riiv 

Hercules, Ovk %mr itXXx Tif»^* o^ii id^uc^tc oiif. 
Admetus, "O^tt yf, fti r< ^tsa^m in^^mi rff ^. 

Gods ! what shall I say ? unhoped for is this miracle ; 

1 do indeed look on this my wife. 

Or does seme false heart-cutting joy of the God strike-mo with wonder? 
Htrcules, Not so ; but in truth you see here your very wife. 
Admelus, Oh I take care, then, that this be no phantom of the dead. 

And what does Alcestis say ? Al- happiness ? And who would dissolve 

cestis ! the recovered from the dead, the spiritual awe that is around her ? 

** forbid to tell the secrets of that pri- — The spell of Death in Life. She 

son-house.*' Can speech tell her speaks not. When Admetus asks why 
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she speaks not, who could give the which the newly-vested spirit must in 
reply hut the Hercules who had grap- part put ofiP, in the resumption of her 
pled with Death, and knew the undis* mortal loveliness ? 
coverahie mysteries, and the holiness 

Ad. T/ yJi^ ?r#^* JJ' ifuvi^i mtwif yv*n ; 
Here, Ouint ^f^i« c%t rn^it ^^•r^^nifidrstf 

'AAA* i7ir«y* iLvm Tifyh. Line 1146. 

Ad, Why, then, does thig lady stand speechless ? 
i/crc. It is not permitted you as yet to hear her words 
Addressed to you before her purification, and rites 
To the infernal gods, and the third day shall' come. 
But lead her now within. 



In the tale of Orpheus, he is him- 
self every thing — not so in the play. 
The Eurydice there is every thing in 
Alceetis. It is sufficient, therefore, 
in the latter, that the conquest over 
Death should he hy main force ; for, 
had the spell of Orpheus heen added, 
the pathos of the wife's devotion would 
have been diminished, and the dying 
weakness of the gentle wife is not ill 
set off by the vigour of the arm that 
rescues her ; yet the real story is 
more poetical, and more really grand 
in itself. Hercules conquers Hades by 
main force — Orpheus by a new power, 
his lyre, a thousand times more po- 
tent; for the earth yields to his incan- 
tation, and opens to hin^ a passage, 
and Pluto and Proserpine are not 
constrained, but charmed. Death is 
but as the minister — the servant — and 
had not delivered up his charge ; but 
in the case of Orpheus the inexorable 
deities were moved. We have ob- 
served that Admetus is not the most 
worthy character. Was this intended 
to show the nature of woman*s love ? 
to enhance it ? to exalt it ? How per- 
fect is that woman in her all-perfect 
love, whose sense of duty, and obe- 
dience, and affection, absorbs to itself, 
but to annihilate them, the defects of 
the man she has chosen, and sees in 
him but the husband and the father ! 
If Euripides has selected so poor a 
' character as Admetus, we may sup- 
pose it was not without reason, for 
Shakspeare has even worse mated 
Hermione. And here in Hermione 
we have Eurydice again — the new 
version, &e invention, but from the 
original tale, of consummate genius. 
If, in the Alcestis, the Eurydice be 
brought within the circle of domestic 
life, a real dramatis persona^ it is 
much more the case in the Hermione 



of the Winter's Tale. The fabulous 
is altogether dropped. We lose some- 
thing, it is true, of the awful interest, 
the wondrous mystery of the rescue 
from Death itself— that bold personifi- 
cation; but the situations, tiierefore, 
the more come home to our own hearts. 
In the Alcestis, we admire more 
than we pity. She is a voluntary suf- 
ferer. So, indeed, to a certain ex- 
tent, is Hermione, for she endures a 
sixteen years* seclusion— uunecessarily, 
but for her honour's sake — but, in all 
that relates to her husband, she is 
vilely injured. Euripides makes Ad- 
metus but a poor character. Shak- 
speare nuikes Leontes a wicked one. 
Perhaps the Queen sees but his jeal- 
ousy as the cause of his cruelty to 
her, and may therefore be excused for 
her final reconciliation ; but the com- 
manding one of his courtiers secreUy 
to poison Polyxenes, the object of his 
jealous passion, his friend, and his 
guest, is so mean a piece of villany, 
that we are scarcely reconciled to him 
throughout the play, and are the less 
interested in his penitence. This 
would have been injurious to the 
piece, were it not for the divided in- 
terest afforded by Perdita in the two 
last acts. In Perdita Hennione finds 
her reward. She is, indeed, recon- 
ciled to Leontes, and wonderfully fine 
is that reconciliation, and therein she, 
too, like Alcestis, is silent ; but Per- 
dita she blesses — like a creature that 
had for years been conversant with 
holy thoughts and prayers for the pre- 
servation of her child, and as one en- 
titled to bless. 

The statue is a fine conceptionj> a 
beautiful version of the fable, and the 
peculiar character of Hennione well 
suits it% She has all the calm dignity, 
even in her greatest trials^ which is 
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the grace of a&cient marbles. We tencei and of his love, of the agony of 

are not surprised to see her represent- his affection, jret stiU she nioves not ! 

ed, for she is statuesque (if there be The impetuons Paulina could not have 

such a word) throughout. She is borne this— yet it is not for Hermione 

sensible of her husband's full peni- that she fears — 

** Pavlina- VVL draw ike cortaidt 

My Lord*8 almost ao ftf transportedi that 
He'n think anon it lives." 

And CTen yet Hermione mov^ not. Nay ! she Waiti the bidding, and as 
it were the animating the statue by an incantation \ and when she stirs, 
she moves solemnly, as one slowly returning to life. Shakspoare here did 
not forget the mystery of the original fable — 

" Paulina. Stir ; nay, come away, 

Bequeath to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear life redeems you. You perceive she stirs. 

[^Hermione comes down. 
Start not, her action thaU be holp, as 
You heir my spell is lawful." 

, Here, too^ as iar as he could, has Shakspeare taken advantage of the sllen^^ 
of Alcestb. They embraeoi but not a word does she yet Speak. We learii 
her action from othe: 



'* Leoniet. Oh, she is warm 1 

If this be ma^c, let it be an act 

Lawful as eating. 
** Polyx, She embraces him." 

Aleestis has no friend, no compa- the riotous Baisch^htA, 8<) have the two 

mtfn. She needed none. Admetus plays their revel and wake. The 

was to her all in all^andsheihe self- jovial Hercules, t^ho seems to havd 

devoted. It was necessary for the taken out A license *' to be drunk oil 

plot that Hermione should have a the premised," is at dnc^ the contrast 

friend j Leontes was not all to her — and the relief to the universal wo of 

she regarded the Oracle, and lived in the house of Admettis. The conn- 

hope m reeovering her child. But, try wake, with the merry knave Au- 

that she may stand alone In interest, tolycus, set off the graver scenes, and 

how uhlike is the calm Herniione to pleasantly prepare the mind for th^ 

th6 impassioned and vehement Paul- concluding happiness. ■ Shakspeare 

ina, and how little do they come in must somehow or bther have met with 

contact in the play, that the msy'esti^ the play of Euripides, for he certainly 

qcdet May ndt suffer. alludes to the story. Flori^el speaks 

As the original Ort>h6ns is among of Apollo serving Admetus — 

** And the fire-robed god. 
Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 
As I seem now." • 

And it is not impossible that the very idea of the statue may have been 
suggested by the following passage from the Aleestis of Euripides, irherein 
. .Admetus proposes to have a statue made of his wife : — 

Eauio^h if xittrfPtrtf hcrm$iwwm. 

And bv the skilftiT hand of statuary shall your 
Imag'd form be hdd in my bed. 

Can we wonder at the charm of such tales as Orpheus, Aleestis, and Her- 
mione — or in one, of Bury dice — the lost Eurydice ! — the just recovered — and 
the lost Ag^* What is it but the poetical version of bereft auction's nightly 
di:eam ? Dia it not glide m with the stillness of night, and« emtotiiig life^ draw 
HiltoB*s curtain f 
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*' Methougbt I nw my late etponsed saint 

Brought to m^, like Aleestis, from the gntve^ 

Whom Jove'f great son to her glad husband gare, 

Rescu'd from death by force, though ptAm and faiot. 
Mine, as whom, washed from spot of childbed taint, 

Purification in the old law did sare, 

And sach, as yet once more I tmst to hare 

Fall si^ht of her in HeaTOn withoht restraint ^— > 
Came, vested all in white, pore aS her mind : 

Her face was Teik'd } yei to my fonded sight 

Love, sweetness, goodness, in her person shiil'd 
So dear as in no face with more delight 

But O, as to embrace ma she inclin'd, 

I wak'd ; she fled ; and day brooght bade my hight/'^->Jlf i/icm. 

A dream ! it shall be the poet*8 moutb," and Tisits the subterranean 
dream. And here is Elton^s " Dream cataracts. So much we consider as 
of Orpheus." He has most happily the drop-scene indicative of the gene- 
treated the subject as a dre^m^ with ral character of the piece, for in other 
the boldness, the transition, the action respects it b unnecessarjr. From this 
of a Greek. He is Greek in his he emerges^ Ia his " bodiless, swift 
dream, and has given us an English presence,'* and is again upon the moun- 
version not to be despised*. The poet^ taius^ whieh artf poAtieally described 
in a vision, — <' mj vbual sense was as fit scenery for tbe agency of the 
soul,*' — is amongst stnmge mountHins poem, 
and forests. He pierete " a cayem's 

** The vulture crossM t^e azure with his shade, 

And eagles from the cli£& tlie sun survey 'd 

With fix'd irradiate eye, and from those hiUs 

I saw the lion stooping towards the rills 

That boil*d in clefts of rocks, and tigers slow 

Stole from the brake, or^ crouching, gazed below 

On some aerial antelope, anon 

Starting, as 'twere a leaf, scarce seen and gone.^.^l'age lei. 
He b in the territory of the Bacchants, hears enehantisg nmsicv and ** with 
a thought " b before a mountain grotto. There are " nymphs with vine-leaves 
crown/d." Orpbetis, of the imisio of whose Ijrb he had heard, is here iliiro- 
duoed with effects 

** Stags, with their antlers, peep'd ; and the streak'd pard 
Crouch'd harmless ; for before them leanM a bard 
Agadnst the lichen'd rock ; within his grasp 
A seven-string*d shell ; a coii'd and trampTed asp 
Beneath his foot, the fang Slill dropping gore." — Page 182. 
There b then silence — afterwards comes the song of the Bacchants, who 
taunt Orpheus with hb absence, and hb worship of his unaiding god, when hb 
Eurydice, flying from the shepherd Aristsetis^ fell under the bite of the asp. 
They then try their amoroos arts to engage him in a hew alFection. In 
vain — 

'* There was a pause : a silence, fearful, deep. 
As though the wilderness were hush'd in deep ; 
The youth had grasped with agonizing hands 
Hb robe of snowy fleece, while propp'd he stands' 
Against the granite rock ; hb frame is shook 
With ague thrills ; a fire b in his look i 
And hb wild locks seem rarllhg from his head, 
And his cheeks flush with hecCfc stains of red. 
His hand b on his harp : and hark I— the dlash, 
Shrill, loud, and sodden as the IhuAder-flaSK ! 

Ok^Hzus. 
I fix my eyes upon thee, mighty Sttn I 
Thou hear'st what these have witness*^, aiid telidtd*^i 
The mockery of theif pity! aTAdAartflBf 
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The god, whom they blaspheme, it their own god, 

Whom they in base and mortal shape would seek 

Among their tangled haunts : when they might stand 

Upon the mountain which thy glory gilds. 

And see thee in thy naked mi^esty, 

God of the vine they worship. Hear me now 1 

Celestial Bacchus ! radiant Hercules ! 

That runn'st thy race of strength around the stars ! 

Thou Jove, thou Juno of the axure air ! 

Thou Neptune, brother of thyself, that rulest 

The tempest-toiling element of sea ! 

Thou I who art both the sign and source of all. 

The world of earth and waters and deep skies, 

Hear me ! — 1 ask a token." — Pp. 186, 7. 

The token is the repossession of Earydice. Orpheus breaks from the Bac- 
chants^ throws himself to the branch of a high tree» whence ** rock*d giddily,'* 

** when it bending swept 
The verdure-tufted crag, at once he leapt 
Sheer from the branch, and felt beneath his feet 
Heights which no footsteps but the deer's had beat ; 
And bounding, where the eagle builds, from sight 
He faded upwards into dizzy light. 
Then javelins shook and dash'd ; a long shrill yell 
Was sent through every woodland, cave, and dell ; 
The hawk flew screaming from his rock ; and o'er 
The forest growl'd remote a muttered mingled roar. 

•* My sprite was with the bard ; I foUow'd him 
To other mountains, where the sight grew dim 
If backward tum'd below : one arm his lyre 
Oasp'd close ; the sun had touch'd a pine with fire ; 
He seized a branchy torch ; I heard the wave 
Dash loud and long and shrill ; a yawning cave 
Receiv*d him, and I enter'd." — P. 190. 

The poet is in spirit with him, and the description of the descent is truly 
graphic. Orpheus arrives in confidence at the very centre of Infernal Glory, 
which is goi^geously painted. 

*' At length the rock receded over-head ; 
A sky of amethyst o*er-arching spread 
Its concave, studded with strange stars, and bright 
With comets, wheeling in concentric light ; 
And straight before, a palace rear'd on high 
Its gold-leav'd doors and walls of porphyry ; 
And I beheld him, while the valves flew wide. 
Across the threshold plant his venturous stride. 
And pace, with harp in hand, the jasper floor : 
Till, touching a soft stop, he paused before 
A veiling arras, that with purpling glow 
Checker'd in shifting lights the stone below. 
He rais'd it with his arm, and the strong ray 
Of starry lamps flash'd out a midnight day ; 
And supernatural statures caught the eye 
Like shadows flung against a mountain sky : 
Embodied attributes, strange virtues, powers 
Of vengeance such as range the guilty towers 
Where crime has left its stain : -and some there were 
Who wreathed the serpent round their female hair. 
The sweet string trembled ; all incontinent 
Gazed, gestureless and mute ; the prophet bent 
His forehead ; since, above that dream-like crowd, 
Steps of pyramidal sweep 8ustiun*d a cloud, 
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Through whose en—ngnined and tnuoiparent light 

What leemM a pillared throne half met the sight. 

Where sate a human shape of doubtful guise. 

Tenebrous splendour, and colossal size ; 

Dauling, yet dimly seen. The charming rhyme 

Melted from Orpheus' lips ; he dared to climb 

The slope pyramidal of steps, that grew 

Beneath his toiling feet, till to my view 

He stood diminished ; the last stair he trode. 

Fainting, and tonch'd the footstool of the god." — Pp. 193, 4. 

Mr Elton has made the most adyantageous nse of the Orphic RemaiDS, and 
has embodied with high poetical conception the zivs of the ancient Greek. 
The following lines are extremely beautiful, and the dream-like visionary 
transmutation of the distinct yet blended powers of the One are in the true 
spirit of poetry : — 

" He saw a monarch in his pomp of place 

Propt on a staff of gold ; he saw the face 

Of Jove — Apollo in his subterrene 

Presence : of two-sex'd aspect : a dark queen 

Sate, gazing pensive on him, Pluto*s spouse ; 

Arch'd on her forehead met her raven brows, 

And languishingly look'd her fawn-like eyes 

Through long-fring'd eyelids dipt in hyacinth dyes ; 

Her tower-tress'd hair was dladem*d. Anon 

The apparition of that shape was gone ; 

And through the fire-red vapour, mantling round 

The chair of bumish*d adamant, there frown'd 

A giant king, whose spiky crown was set 

0*er locks that dropped in rings of clustering jet ; 

Thus, in their violet robes enwrapt, the pair 

Sate twain, or one ; with crispM, or flowing, hair ; 

Or stem, or melancholy mild : each came 

And went alone ; each different, yet the same ; 

Nor e*er at once were those grand phantoms se&n— 

A lonely king, a solitary queen. 

One only lean'd upon that staff of gold, 

And whom you late beheld, you still behold : 

Her sandal'd feet still press the agate stair. 

And his those raven brows, that tower- wreathed hair ; 

The lineaments by involution strange 

Of form and sex, pass*d with alternate change 

And reappear*d ; and still a disc of rays 

Haloed each brow — a faint and flidLerlng blase ; 

And in that sign the ravirii*d prophet knew 

His priesthood pure, his inspirations true. 

He looked upon the self-dividing one, 

The female Jove of hell, the subterranean Sun ; 

And, as he twitch*d the chords with ivory rod. 

Lifted his plaintive chant, and hailed the goddess -god. "—Pp. 194, -6. 

The *' Song of Orpheus,** excepting " But beware lest haste 

the first few lines of the poem> we The spell dissever, 

think a fulure. It sadly wants dig- Or, unembraced, 

nity. The metre offends, and meets She is dead for ever ! " — P. 201. 

with little apology in the matter. It From thb point Mr Elton reas- 

is of the common sing-song elegiac ; sumes his poetical dignity and power, 

and as good yerses may be found in The dreaming Poet nad been disen- 

eyerr yillage album amongst its fair- gaged from the Bard Orpheus during 

handed specimens of youthful and the upward passage, left therefore un- 

yirgin talent. Nor do we see any described. He awaits him at the en- 

chtfm in the speech of Proserpine, trance of the enormous cayem, the 

who tells Orpheus that, under spell^ roarings of whose suhterranean waves 

hii Enrydice ^ flits behind him '*_ ai^ 
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*< Faintlier heard ; when firom will)iB the 

care 
A harp rang oat ; a yoath vith htmied 

tread 
Sprang into day, and, gaiping, tium'd hia 

head. 
The very heart within me seemM to break 
At the ahrill ladneia of that foUowiiig 

shriek."— P. 201. 

The shriek, and misty figure, " veil- 
ed in snowy white,*' meltiqg into 
^ blindest, blackest, sbade,** is certain- 
ly an improvement upon the too pal- 
pable and spcech-maldng Euirdice of 
the older versions. The Pontiff youth, 
under the despairing passion of his 
grief, tearing away Im harp- strings, is 
finely conceived. 

The charm of the Lyre has departed 
from him. 

« The serpent cast 
Her venom on him, as he boimdlng poss'd 
Beneath the gnarl'd o'erbfanchlng oalm ; 

the glare 
Of panthera met him from their briery 

lab."— P. 202. 

The paths lead him by ^e loathed 
image of the human Bacchus — he finds 
himself in the holiest place amongst 
the slumbering Bacchants — ^he awakes 
them and drags their idol of Bacchus 
from its base, and tramples in the 
earth the'' mortal- visagedGod.^' The 
Bacchants, infuriate, pour forth the 
Dithyrambic rage, seize and tear him 
in pieces. Mr Ellon does not forget 
the bodiless head floating down the 
Hebrus, and the '' frigida Bngua,** still 
crying " Ah, miseram Eurymcen I " — 
nor b he deterred by the burlesque of 
Gay in his Trivia. 

** Headless he sank ; but wpodSt uid glades, 

and rocks, 
Told back the voice of his last agony-** 
* Eurydice 1 ah, poor Eorydice !' 
The last, the only sounds his tongue had 

shaped. 
Still qniver'd op the Up when life escapM^ 
The stream, that hi^ departed vis^e rQU*d 
Along its ruddy tides, (h^t echo told ; 
And all the wild roar died along the steep, 
4^4 tl^ose who wreaked the vengeance 

paused to weep.** — P". 204. 

Th^ heathen poets hfere terminate 
the story — but thp immortality of tbe 
soul w^ l( P#rt of th^ Orphic creed. 
^f r EitoDi &ereforej justly an4 wit}i 
great teau^jr extends bis visioi?. The 
ioet }s fligaiq with Qrpheus where, ip 
the cavern, the descent, the brazen 
door is passed. His footsteps are pp 
the jasper floor ; all vanishes in mbt ; 



aadl the •i«raal regloM of the blessed 
expand before YAm, and around him, 
and all is love. 

" And PAe pf roseate cheel( asd sunny hair, 
With ptarr*d ^pd %f ured vefiments, lean*d 

her |)e«Mi 
p'er a wau youth> who waked as from the 

dead; 
Prew Ufe and love like sun-light at his eyes, 
And held his breath in speechless ecstasies, 
f hen dove-lik^ murmprec}, while delight 

grew pain, 
* Eurydice I thou then art mipe sfsin!* ** 

P. 205. 

Nothing can be happier than this 
condition | ^ wpn) naore would have 
been an interruption tp that perfect 
bliss of reunion— 3-at oncp the poet*s 
h^pin^93i his irekxfi, mi his belief! 
Oh> t)^t he shpuld ft wake iVom this and 
f^e( th^ pbiU of the gray morning cold 
upon bii wi4owed breast I 

Much ^s we admire the Orpheus, 
we are almost tempted to recom- 
mend Mr Elton to give a rifaci- 
mento of this fascinating poem. The 
superiority of those portions that are 
in blank verse will be striking to 
every reader. We do not object 
to rhyme — we would not disenchant 
tl^e ta|e pf rhyme — ^but wq would ever 
have rhyme tell. When }t comes not 
with its due pa^isei It is trifling; its 
beauty Is that |t gives precision to 
thought, ai^4 encloses it, supplying the 
place of the more distinct ictus of the 
Greek and f^atin prosody* When 
rhymp termin^ef a se^tipient or an 
action it gives it the muse*s stamp, 
securing it from addition or interrup- 
tion fts a poetic axiom : it has a final 
value. We cannot approve of the 
innovation of inaffeotive rhyming by 
which the imitators of the Shelley 
school make it a passing impertinence, 
with no apparent object but an unne- 
cessary intrusion. The monotony of 
periodical termination may be better 
^Yoid^ by transferring the rl^ymes, 
leaking their lecurrence irregubur, as 
in Lycidas (but MiltQn*s ear waa per- 
jpsctf his sense of h^ariAg was pio- 
l^ably sharpei^d by th^ depmatioB of 
sight), and also by the use of the trip- 
Itf t, in which Dryden ia sq happy, and 
so expressively a9d fiaaUy closes the 
sense of a passage. 

But why may W9 not speak a lew 
words of Orpheus mmseif-^Ospheos 
the Poet! Who was Orpheus? What 
did he do? The Poet, the modecn 
Sophist, the Utilitarian, will variously 
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answer. Some denj hif txisteiioey 
and some read all poetry by the mie 
of contrary. We envy not sach, wlio 
would too severely put poetry to the 
question, and who think they confer 
a benefit on mankind by stripping 
her more naked than ever she was 
bom> and subjecting her limbs to 
the torture to chronicle her miser- 
able confessions as truth." We are 
content to know that trees followed 
him, tigers danced and crouched 
before his lyre. Neither do we envy 
the success of that exact enquiry by 
which some have pretended to have 
discovered, that the music of Orpheus 
arose not from his lyre but from the 
pestle and mortar! who resolve the 
recovery of Eurydice from Hades, 
or, according to the advertisements, 
'< from under the ribs of death,*' into 
the efficacy of medicine administered 
by the first Apothecary, Orpheus ! 

The powers ascribed to Orpheus, 
making every allowance for poetical 
embellishments, are, indeed, extensive 
enough ; he asserts in the Argonautics, 
with sufficient gravity, tljat he had 
'* trod the dark way of Tartarus into 
Hell for the sake of his spouse, trust- 
ing to his harp." Certainly, nothing 
has come down to us indicative of his 
wonderful charm. The ipps^ \^hiipsi- 
cal power ascribed to a verse of Or- 
pheus, " the wise magf,*' is in the 
Cyclops, where the coward 3aty r pro- 
poses the repetition as a charn^ to bid 
the monster's eye walk out of his head 
of its own accord. We are not likely 
to meet with panthers in our walks ; 
but, if Mr Wombwell's van should 
break down and pour forth its mon- 



sten, W0 sboold be lotb to tnut to the 
mostconcentiated extracts of his power 
from any of tlie works that bear his 
name. Repeat some of his best lines 
with the volume ii» haad in a pretty 
thick wood, and never suspect that the 
trees will follow you, nor fear com- 
plaints before magistrates of your oral 
depredations 1 

There are some strong and pictu- 
resque passages in the Argonautics, for 
instance, the Cave of Chiron ; but, ex- 
cepting some few isolated scenes, thero 
is little poetry in the work. There is 
4 pretty stonr in the argument (why 
so called we know not) to his Lithic^, 
which, though told with great sim- 
plicity, shows a very successful at- 
tempt at descriptive prepision and even 
studied sweetness and elegance of ver- 
sification. 

Orpheus, in his way to ofier his an- 
nual sacrifice to the Sun, meets Theo- 
damas, whom he persuades to accom- 

Eany him. He gives a very interest* 
ig and graphic Narrative of the cause 
which led h}s fether to offer sacrifice 
on the altar of th^t deity. This in- 
troduces a discussion, and leads the 
way to the poems tha^ follow, on the 
merits and powers of various stones, 
the possession of whiph will lead to 
the atti^inmen^ of tbp owner's wishes, 
and guard him fron^ the dangers of 
poUon. The scepefy of the place of 
s^cpficei apd ^he acppmpaniment of 
t^e two dogSi w|)P a^d of their own 
ftccordi oonclude the little narrative 
with some exquisitely beautiful lines, 
as expressive as apy ia the range of 

Eastocal poetry. We offer a trans- 
itioD : ' 



I love the converse of a man of seaM, 
Better than gold, that mtcters all who seek it-^ 
For, being bent on laoriflee to the San, 
I met my pradent IHe»d Theodamis, 
Towards the city, from the country wending. 
I took him by the hand, and spake him that : 
** Town ward to-morrow, my good friend, onlesi 
Moet argent hosineM eall you thero to-day ; 
F0r now, methinks, the very god bimielf 
Sent thee to meet me bent on fettivaL 
Content, then, come with me, for blessedness 
Attends the sacrifice that good men offer ; 
And the Immortal gods rejoice, when men 
The worthiest do these processions lead. 
Nor shall I take yon iar aside ; for, see 
The hill, above my grounds, whither I tend. 
There, when I was a stripUng, once ahme 
I ventured, following two birds escaped— 
My two tame partridges : each, as H heard 
lU name (I called to ^m), stood still awhile, 
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But soon as I held out my haod to take him, 

Flew off, avoiding me — and in my speed 

And earnestness, I fell upon my face ; 

Then, rising up, pursued them further on. 

But when the summit of the hill 1 reach'd. 

They, sending forth a sudden and shrill cry, 

Swift as an arrow, to a leafy beech 

Flew upward — for they had a serpent seen, 

A deadly monster, with his open jaws. 

And full of death, rush on them, unobserred 

By mc, though near, for on the birds alone 

My eyes were fix'd ; until I saw the beast 

Lifting his horrid neck from the low ground, 

Hidhig his body for more perfect snare. 

None would have said I followed partridges. 

That then had seen me fly with swift fcot back ; 

Nor thought the feet that bore me were a child's. 

For fear, my master, bade me imitate 

The broad-wing'd eagle and the fleeting wind : 

For death was nigh me, and full ofl the tongue 

Of the fell monster touch'd my garment's edge ; 

And, beyond rescue, I had been devour *d. 

Had not swill thought urged me with speed to fly 

To the altar that to Phoebus ancient men 

Had built The fire had left there unconsnmed 

The branch of a wild olive tree : I seized it. 

And tum'd to combat with that serpent dire — 

That, when he saw me, maddening for the ^ht. 

Roused all his rage, and, in himself involved, 

Curl'd inward^ circling his enormous back 

Fold within fold interminable, raised 

Over the altar his high-crested throat. 

With hisses that my utmost ckmours drown'd. 

Then with a blow on that infrangible 

Hard mountain monster's head, my weak staff broke : 

But I was not to die by that fell beast ; 

For two, my father's faithful dogs, that tended 

The feeding flocks at distance, knew my cry. 

And to me ran — for I had ever been 

Their kind companion— and on them the serpent 

Rush'd, while I bounded onward to the plain 

Precipitate ; and as a hare, escaped 

The eagle's firightful talons, lieth conceal*d 

Amid thick bushes — so among the flocks. 

As I were one of the close^crowded goats. 

Crouching I hid me from the monster dire. 

Henceforth my father yearly, while he lived. 

Did to this saving altar victims bring, 

And to the Sun pay worthy recompense 

For his pre«erved child ; and thenceforth I, 

Choosing from out my herds a calf, spring-bom. 

Fattening and sleek from his fresh mother's milk. 

Lead my procession forth of pleasant friends 

Unto the sacred altar on the hill 

And the two serpent-slaying dogs ascend. 

Each following, and of his own accord. 

And far about the altar of the god 

All sweetness is, green sward, and softest spring 

Of fragrant herbage ; and thick shade of elms , 

Rests underneath ; and near them, at the base 

Of a smooth rock, perennial waters gush. 

And in their foam up-bubbling, intermixed, 

Pomr ever forth sweet music like a song. 

Then let us haste, for we must not delay [deny], 

^or feast, nor service to the gods,'* I laid \ 
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Aod he in his instinctive knowledge wise 
Replied — " And may the world-illuming God 
Free you from every ill, and send you home 
Into a house, whose riches bring no tears. 
Remembering this your goodness^nor will I, 
Without my gift, suffer you to depart. 
And that the god may hear when you ascend 
With your due sacrifice, into your hands 
This shining wondrous crystal I deliver." 



m 



The philosophy of Orpheus was 
brought from £gypt> where can be 
discovered a clue to the mythology 
of the Greeks and Romans. The 
veiled Isis was a symbol of the inner 
or esoteric doctrine^ that the world 
was Deity. Orpheus makes the Sun 
a type of the universe, and even its 
source. He seems to have inculcated 
a more material pantheism, whereas 
the Egyptians connected their solar 
and planetary worship with the sup* 
posed transmission of the souls of the 
virtuous ancestors of mankind to the 
Stars. Hesiod appears to glance at 
this belief, though without the refer- 
ence to a solar translation, in his good 
demons. This may, however, nave 
been a branch of the exoteric or out- 
ward doctrine promulgated to the 
people for social and political pur- 
poses, as the residence of the virtuous 
souls in the stars meant probably no- 
thing more than a physical energy. 

Having spoken thus of the works 
and philosophy of Orpheus, it would 
seem very ungrateful, with Vossius 
and others, to deny his exbtence, and 
assert that Orpheus, Musaeus, and Li- 
nus, were merely names deduced from 



the Phcenician language. Origen 
doubts not the personality of these, 
but whether their books had been pre- 
served. Plato, however, speaks of 
Orpheus as a real person, and refers 
not merely to the Orphic writings, 
but to those of the individual Orpheus 
himself. He was supposed to have 
lived before the Trojan era. Great 
doubts exist whether the remsuns ex- 
tant are genuine. They were produ- 
ced by Onomacutus, who lived in the 
time of Xerxes and the Pbistratidae, 
but it should be added, he was banish- 
ed on a charge of having issued forged 
oracles. It has been objected to the 
genuineness of the Argonautics, that 
we have authority for Orpheus ha- 
ving used the Doric dialect ; but the 
objection is not valid, for Onomsicutus 
mav have changed it for the Homeric ; 
and it appears more probable that he 
should have been in possession of cer- 
t^n fragments, which he made the 
groundwork of the poems, than that 
he should have been their entire in- 
ventor, as the name of Orpheus was 
too well known, many of hb tradi- 
tionary verses being dbpersed abroad, 
to render such a forgery plausible. 
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GASDinit PBRtBB. 
•« Je veux b pftlx^Ptt Je He ttlit ^tie li Cliittb." 
«' Comment veuUoa qiM jt c«de iTee k taille qM J*aL ?" 

U.PCRfBII« 



Casimir Peeier was the cttnqUiBrdr 
of the Revolution of 1830 ! He found 
it arbitrary— he made it legpal. He 
fouild it Wdrlike— h^ made it pacific. 
He found it Destmciire — he made it 
Conservative. Hfe fbund it tUmnltUous 
and anarchical — hb reduced it to oltlet 
and obedience. He fbund it supported 
by the refuse Of society — he gained for 
it fHbnds amOtt^ the virtuous, enlight- 
en^d, patriotic, ahd T^ise. He fbund 
it the humble imitator of the brrorisUi 
Of 1793 — he made it the sincere aud 
zealous opponent of all such inlbecile 
projects, and of all Such saUgUinary 
orgies. He fbUud it screaming for tho 
destrubtion Of the treaties of 1815— ho 
compelled ih ih time, to acknowledge 
that It was oulv by recognising those 
treaties — by acting t^Uh good faith to 
all foreign powers — by being satisfied 
with the boundaries assigned to France 
by those treaties, aUd by pursuing a 
Coiiservative poUcv, that the Revolu- 
tion of 1830 could havO dny chances of 
life, bh that the throne of July could 
hope to exist. He found the Revolu. 
tion of 1830 looklbg every where about 
for gome spot of earth on which it 
inlght pounce, and then exclaim — ^» t 
have made a conquest — and will now 
maintain it /" but, befol-e he died, he 
taught that same Revolution to feel that 
the greatness of a country does not 
consist in the extent of its territory, or 
in the vastness of its conquests, but in 
its nobility and frankness of character 
— in the liigh honour with which it 
fulfils all its engagements — in the in- 
telligence, enterprise, and wbdom of 
its inhabitants — and in the just and 
legal conduct of its national govern- 
ment. 

" Je veux la paix, et je ne veux que la 
Charte," 

was the maxim of Casimir Perier; 
and though he was prematurely cut off 
from his family, his friends, his coun- 
try, and the world, yet he has left a 
name which shall never perish, and an 
example which we propose to hold up 
at once for study and for imitation. 
The science o^ government is one of the 



ifaost difficult to aliain, as it is one of 
the most valuable when acquired. To 
govern Is to rule — but it is to tiitfe ^ith 
Wisdoni add justice, humanity, perse- 
verance, and ttuth. I'o govern is to 
i-egulate, to influence, to cflrect, to ma- 
nage, to restrain. It is riiore than this 
— It is to " ^** "superior, as well as to 
maintain a superiority. Temple said 
that there seemed to be but two 
genet'al kinds of government in the 
l^brld. The one etercised according 
to the arbitrary commands and will of 
some single person ; and the other ac- 
cording to certain orders or laws in- 
troduced by agreement or custom, and 
not to be cnanged without the consent 
of the tiaany. The one is absolute 
power ; the other is legal libertv and 
regular ffoverpment. Bonaparte re- 
presentea the former system, and thus 
closed the Revblutioh of l789. Casi- 
mir Perier represented the latter sjrs- 
tem,and thus conquered the Revolution 
of 1830. 

The science of gOverhiment, of legal, 
reasonable, national governiUent, was 
understood and appreciated by Casi- 
mir Perier. ite felt that the science 
of government does not consist in 
haughtiness of character, nor in abso- 
lute personal power, Uor ih a constant 
irritating state of opposition to national 
tastes and national predilections. All 
this may exist in a governor, whether be 
be a king, an emperor, or a president, 
and yet he may be wholly ignorant of 
the science of government. It is much 
to have a "will,'* but in order that the 
** wiir* may be respected, as well as 
submitted to, it is essential that there 
should be a harmony between the real 
wants and real desires of a people, 
and the character of the policy by 
which the nation is directed. ** A 
government is an established state of 
legal authority.'* Yes, of " legal au- 
thority.** Then the science of govern- 
ment is not merely a knowledge of the 
form of a community with respect to 
the disposition of the supreme autho- 
rity, but it is a knowledge of the esta- 
blished state of legal authority, and at 
once a full comprehension of the wants> 
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situatioti, and charaoter of a people> as 
of the means bj which those wants 
may besu^^lied, that situation may be 
improyed, and that charaeter may Iw 
ameliorated, wittiont being dettrojed — 
and Ifenefitedi without bein^ wounded* 

The science of government Includes 
a knowledge of human character— of 
national history — of the motlTes whfek 
influence men and nations — of the con- 
temporary motements of society in 
other countries and under other forms 
of government — and a facility in com* 
prehending, and duly weighings and 
consideringHhow the knost opposite in- 
stitutionsy existing at the same mo- 
ment among difibrenk t>eople> toar yet 
be the moat eligible^ the most advan^ 
tageons, and even tho most truly libe^ 
ral for Uiem. This is that portion of 
the science of government Whtch Was 
never Understowl by the ftnt French 
Revoludon ; and iheignoranceof Which 
led to Universal war> and> iu the end» 
to iron despotism in the very country 
which had proclaimed itself the ematl- 
Cipator of mankind. 

The science of government includes 
a knowledge of atldassts of the ttatioli 
that is governed. It is not enough to 
know the nobles or the paupers of a 
landj but the middling and upper 
classes, and the working and Indus- 
Irious divisions of society must like- 
wise be understood and appreciated. 
This was never the case with ihis first 
French Revolution 5 and Bonaparte 
never addressed himself to more than 
a fraction of the country over Which 
he ruled. The Kevolutton of 1830 
would have fallen into the Very same 
error, but for Casimir Perfer. The 
Lafitte Ministry lived on the support 
of the mob ! The mob cried for en- 
larged frontiers — for the destruction 
of the fortresses erected on the Bel- 

fian frontiers against the incursions of 
ranee — for the Alps, the Rhine, and 
the Pyrenees as Us Douttdaries — for a 
war against Russia — for the Insurrec- 
tion of the Rhenish provinces — ^forPro- 
pagandbm in Spain, Portugal. Ger- 
many, Italy, and Switzerland — and 
for " the union of the peopU ogainMt 
the kings** — and of Spain, Portugal, 
Belgium, Prance, and England against 
the rest of Europe. Its " science of, 
government** was to unite the govern- 
ed agsunst their governors, and to in- 
volve the world in an interminable 
war. But Casimir Perier afose, aAd 
'said no^ 



** J« Teax la paix, et je ne veux que la 

Charte;*' 
and when Casimir Perier thus pro» 
daimed his will, and his system of 
goveramoDt, be not only represented 
the wise and the enlightened portion 
of the French people, but he knew that 
he so represented it. When he refused 
to accept office-^when he aecepted 
office — ^when he resigned office — and 
when he re-accepted office-^he did all 
he did, knowing quite well what h% 
was doinffi what he was refuftingi and 
what he was re-aoceptinr. He ap- 
pealed ** from Philip drunk, to Philip 
sober ;*' and be did not begin to govern 
till he knetD that France longed to be 
ruled. Buthegovemedher^oi!iS|f-^he 
ruled her according to the Charte^^his 
had all the law and all the constitution 
on his side, and ke knew it ; and thus, 
whilst he supported public opinion^ 
public opinien in its turn backed him 
*-and hii science of government eame 
to his aid, and enabled hhn to triumph 
over illegality^ disorder^ anar«hy> and 
^rime. 

Great men are raised up*by Provi- 
dence, and not by aeeMent ; by Hea- 
ven, and not by a mere concnrnmce of 
cihsumstancee, to meet the exigencies 
of ^rcA/ etentS) of great commotions, 
and of great chantfoe. We were much 
))leased lately with'the observation of 
a French authoress of distlnctiob. She 
said, *' It b alwayti the same man.** 
Her meaning Was thb :~It is always 
a powerftd agent— always a maeier- 
tnind— always a man hr above hb 
folloWs-^AlWays some one who has the 
science of governttent^who adapts 
his measures to the pect^ar eircum- 
stanees in which he Is pkoed^wbo 
takes acomprehensive, and yet ctoar and 
distinct view of all that surrounds hfan 
—and whOj in one word, is « Me" mau 
for the moment) and apparently the 
onfy man. This is the dbtlnctive and 
precise character aflxed by Heaven on 
(to agents. There Is nothing of doubt 
in their purposes, or of fbc^ness in 
their movements. They have a task 
to perform — a dtity to accomplM-^an 
end to attain—and they invariably 
succeed, because fSbey are special and 
consecrated agents. Now, dthough 
there would be some danger in follow- 
ing this up to the extreme point of its 
veracity, yet the general statement is 
a true one. The Pitts, the Norths, 
the Wellingtons, tho Napoleons of 
modern times have not been tmete ordi- 
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nary agents, created by circumstances 
— ^but they have been, like Casimir 
Perier, *' the** men adapted to the 
moment, and the agents raised up 
either to accomplish great and perma- 
nent good, or to prevent vast and 
coming evils. And, if we turn over in 
our memories the pages of history, 
whether sacred or profane, and whe- 
ther of ancient or of modem date, re- 
reading all our readings, and caUing 
back to our memories the leading 
events of the world which we inhabit, 
we shall find that at various epochs in 
this world*s history, " it is always the 
same man ;*' that is, a powerful agent — 
a master mind — always a man far 
above his fellows who is '< the" man 
for the moment, and apparently the 
. " onfy** man. 

And we have been forcibly struck 
with this fact in considering the sub- 
ject of this memoir — Casim ib Perier, 
A Legitimist leader, in opposition to the 
Revolution of 1830, coiud have had no 
influence with the Chambers, with the 
Crown, or with the lower orders. A 
Bonapartist would have been sus- 
pected of intentions in favour of the 
family of the Corsican usurper, and 
would have been rejected as entertain- 
ing opinions allied to those of the 
Propagandist party. 

A Republican *Chief would have 
armed against him all the nuddling 
classes, and his government could have 
been only that of the mob. It was ne- 
cessary that the conqueror of the Revo- 
lution of 1830 should be a man iden- 
tified with the Opposition during the 
Restoration — a man of fortune and 
good moral character, to inspire the 
mass with respect, and the middling 
classes with confidence — a man who 
had the power of addressing the pub- 
lic, and of causing himself to be res- 
pected by it — a man whose private 
fortune should protect him against the 
charge of wishing office for the sake 
of its pecuniary advantages, and yet 
who should in no wise belong to the 
old aristocracy of the country. It was 
necessary that this man should have a 
commanding anpearance, that he might 
feel that confidence in his person as 
well as in his mind, which it was ne- 
cessary he should feel at such a con- 
juncture, and which enabled him to * 
say, 

** Comment veut-on que je cede avec la 
taille que j'ai ?" 



It was necessary that he should be- 
long to the people — have been brought 
up amongst them — ^have made his for- 
tune in the midst of them — and have 
been associated with all the errors, as 
well as with all the mingled justice 
and truth of their cause. It was ne- 
cessary that he should have great 
powers of oratory — great personal 
courage — ^a firm confidence in the sys- 
tem he espoused — at the same time that 
he could point to his antecedents and 
say, " Was I not one of you when you 
rose against the ordinances of Charles 
X. ? and when you proclaimed Louis 
Philip the King of the French ?" It 
was also necessarv that his antecedents 
should have a still more ancient date — 
that he should be identified with the 
Neysand Manuel8,and Foys and Ben- 
jamin Constants of the Restoration — 
and that he should be able to point to 
the records of the Opposition during 
that epoch, and say, ^* Was I not then 
also one of the foremost in your 
ranks ?*' and above all this, it was ne- 
cessanr that this man of ten thousand 
should be willing to devote all the 
powers of his body and all the energies 
of his mind to the cause he beUev^ to 
be just, national, and true. Now there 
was but "one'* man in France in whom 
all these qualities and all this fitness 
were united, and that man was Casi- 
mir Perier I and when we say this, 
it is not in haste or with inconsidera- 
tion. We have looked over in our 
minds — ^yes, and with contemporary 
histories in our hands — all the men of 
1 830, with their powers, their relations, 
their defects, their qualifications, and 
their influence over the Crown, the 
Chambers, and the people; and we 
declare most positively that Casimir 
Perier was the " only" man— there 
was no other. There were too many 
preiudices against M. Guizot ; the 
Duke de Broglie belonged to the old 
aristocracy of France ; Lafayette was 
the chief of the Republicans ; Lafay- 
ette could not so suddenly rise in op- 
position to the Revolution he had aided 
in organizing; Gerard was a mere 
soldier; Lamarque was an avowed 
Bonapartist; Benjamin Constant was 
old and withered ; Dupin was nothing 
but a lawyer, rather suspected than 
otherwise by the popular party ; Odil- 
Ion Barret and Mauquinwere scarcely 
known ; Count Montalivet was too 
young ; Barthe was a mere barrister, 
of the Carbonari school in politics; 
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Thiert was unknown but to a few 
friends or cronies in the republic of 
letters ; Marshal Soult had served the 
Restoration as he had the empire> with 
equal fidelity ; Count d* Arg^ont had 
been charged by Charles X. to nego- 
tiate for him with the Provisional Go- 
vernment at the Hotel de Vilie ; and 
Talleyrand had no moral influence over 
even three individuals in all France — 
we were about to say in all the world. 
So Ckisimir Perier was the onli/ man 
who could dare— who did dare to at- 
tempt to conquer the Revolution of 
1 830 — and who, in the end, even though 
cut off in the midst of his labours^ did, 
by bis successors and dbciples, succeed 
in conquering it. 

To the life of thb man, then, we in- 
vite the attention of our readers ; and 
though his life, like those of most of 
us, will be found to be a mingled yam 
of good and evil, yet, on ttie whole, 
much benefit may be derived from the 
contemplation and study of his indivi- 
dual history. 

Casimir Perier was bom at Gre- 
nobieon the I2th of October, 1777. His 
family, originally from Mens, a small 
town in the environs of the capital of 
Isere, had become wealthy from its 
commercial and enterprising charac- 
ter, and even enjoyed a reputation su- 
perior to its fortune. The grandfather 
of Casimir Perier, about 1720, had 
transported to Grenoble the principal 
establishment of the family ; he was 
the founder of the manufactory of the 
linens of Voiron, the produce of which 
amounted to several millions of francs 
per annum at the beginning of the 
Revolution, and he concentrated at 
Grenoble, and in his house, the con- 
cem of the " Tissas de Tlnde," with 
which he supplied the centre and the 
south of France. One of his sons was 
named director of the '' Companie des 
Indes,** His eldest son, Claude, the 
father of Casimir, extended his com- 
mercial operations to the two branches 
of industry created by his father, and 
undertook to introduce at Vizille the 
then new invention of printed cotton 
goods. The position of the grand- 
father of Casimir Perier was such as 
to justify him in deciding that his son 
Augustine should become counsellor 
to the Parliament. He purchased the 
necessary qualifications— but, in order 
to exercise those rights, it was necessary 
to obtain the consent of the company. 
Another proof of the wealthy and re- 



spectable position in society of the 
family of Periers may be derived from 
this fact, that, two years before the 
Revolution of 1 789, the province of 
Dauphiny suffered much from a very 
serious famine. It was necessary, 
therefore, to make large purchases of 
provisions in neighbouring districts of 
France. Claude Perier, the father of 
Casimir, put hb capital and credit at 
the dbposal of his native province ; 
and in order to reward him for thb 
signal service rendered to Isere, the 
Parliament of Grenoble rendered spon- 
taneously a decree, by which the charge 
of counsellor was presented to his 
eldest son. The family of Perier ap- 
pears to have been destined to repre- 
sent, in the most full and comprehen- 
sive manner, the political aggrandise- 
ment of the middling classes in France. 
The father of Casimir Perier died a 
member of the legislative corps ; his 
two brothers-in-law, Messrs Pascal 
and Duchesne, were, one a member of 
the same corps, and the other a Tri- 
bun. Six of his eight sons, Messrs 
Augustine, Alexandre, Casimir, Ca- 
mille, AJphonse, Joseph Perier, have 
been Deputies ; the three last are so 
still; and M. Augustine Perier died 
Peer of France. Hb two sons in-law, 
Messrs Savage de Rollin and M. Tes- 
serie, were Deputies, the first after 
having been a Tribun. One of his 
nephews was Camille Jordan, and 
another, M. Duchesne, is still member 
of the elective Chamber. 

The family of Perier, like the family 
of Peel, belongs, then, to the mercan- 
tile and manufacturing classes of so- 
ciety ; and as the father of Sir Robert 
Peel founded a sort of dynasty of 
wealth, talent, and patriotbm, so did 
the father of Casimir Perier, both 
having one son, above all others of their 
children, who distinguished themselves 
by their senatorial and statesman-like 
talents. As Sir Robert Peel, on all 
suitable occasions, n»t only admits, but 
even boasts of the fact that he belongs 
to the industrious and trading, the 
middling and manufacturing classes of 
society — so did Casimir Perier — and 
on one occasion, when reproached by 
the French Radical party with being 
a great Sig^nior, and with being un- 
able to sympathize with the middling 
and industrious classes, he exclaimed, 
*' miserable and ignorantcreatures that 
ye are ! Do ye forget, then, that my 
grandfather was a weaver^ and my 
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father a spinner, and that I am only 
their son ? 1 know what it is to rise 
early and to work late, to eat the hread 
of carefulness and of honest labour ; 
but I know aJso that the laws are as 
essential to the workman as they are 
to the manufacturer, and as necessary 
for the middling classes as they are fbr 
the wealthy. 1 desire nothing more 
than the triumph of the laws, and with 
the laws the liberty which their tri- 
umph must assure me.** 

On another occasion^ when called an 
«* aristocrat,** and one of the privil^gfed 
classes, he replied, *' my only arisk}- 
cracy is the superiority wnich industry, 
frugality, perseverance, and intern- 
gence will always assure to every man 
in a freo state of society. I belong 
only to those privileged classes to 
which you may all belong in your 
turn . They are not privileges created 
jbr us, but created by us. Our wealth 
is our own ; we have made It. Our 
ease and prosperity are our own ; we 
have gained them by the sweat of our 
brows, or by the labour of our minds. 
Our position In society is not con- 
ferred upon us, but purchased by our- 
selves — with our own intellect, ap- 
plication, seal, patlenee, and industry. 
If you remain inferior to us, it is be- 
cause you have not the intellect er 
the industry, the zeal or the sobriety, 
the patience or the application, neces- 
sary to your advancemept. This Is 
not our fault, but your own. You 
wish to become rich, as some men do 
to become wise ; but there Is no royal 
road to wealth any more than there is 
to knowledge. You sigh for the ease 
and the repose of wealUi, but you are 
pot willbg to do that which is neces- 
sary to procure them. The hiisband- 
man who will not till his g^round shall 
reap nothing but thistles or briars. 
You think that the commotions in 
human society are useless and mis- 
directed it you do not become wealthy 
and powerful by the changes; but 
what right have you to expect^ you 
idlers and drones In the hive, that you 
shall always be fed on the honey and 
thp sweets of Ufa ? What right have 
yon, who do nothing for yourselves, 
your fiamili^s, your communes, your 
arrondissements, your departments, 
your pountry, or your kind, to imagine 
that Tou wifl be selpcted by them fbr 
their nivouf,their confidence, and their 
rewards ? I am not an Aristocrat in 
that sense of the term in which it niay 



be applied in absolute governments 
or under imperial rule ; but if, by an 
Aristocrat, you mean a man who has 
earned his promotion by his labour, 
his honours by his toils, and his wealth 
by his industry — oh, then, indeed, I 
am an Aristocrat — and, please God, I 
hope always to remain so. The dis- 
tinctions in human society displease 
you, because you have not the talent 
or the industry to amend your own 
position. You are too idle to labour, 
and too proud to beg, but I will en- 
deavour to take care that you shall not 
rob me. I throw back, then, with 
indignation and resentment the charge 
whieh is made. I belong to the 
middling classes of society. These 
classes must take their part in the 
government of society. I have been 
selected by my fellow-citizens, and by 
my king, as one of their representa- 
tives, and, by the blessing of God, I 
wiU represent them." 

On the approach of the Revolution 
in France, the tiers- etat did not per- 
haps feel the importance of its high 
destinies ; but it must be admitted 
that it prepared to merit them. It 
had reaped the harvest of nearly all 
that had been sown for two centuries. 
For it were accomplished the pro- 
gress of order, of ease, of ideas. For 
It the influence of the privileged classes « 
was weakened, and the power of royal 
authority was increased. It had raised 
itself, litUe by little, to that point of 
force and maturity, which enabled it 
to say, and justified it in saying, that 
it was the nation. In its bosom, or 
rather at its head, were to be distin- 
guished families, who allied to the 
planners of the past the opinions of 
the then present ; and one of these 
families was that of Claude Perier, 
Haring arrived at affluence by labour 
and economy, it had remained simple, 
moderate, serious. It participated in 
those ideas of independence which 
assimilated i( to the spirit of the times, 
at the same time that it preserved 
those habits of subordination, and of 
respect for the past, for the old mo- 
narchy, and for olden events and times, 
which ^ere weakening generally every 
day. The chief of this Perier family 
was an able merchant — baring an im- 
periou3 character, habituated to de- 
mand much from himself, and much 
from others, and his authority was felt 
around him. He was no believer in 
agrarian laws, in republican spolia* 
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tloqg, in f4U0 systeoui of equality ; hni, 
on the contrary* he wa$ an advocate 
fpr paternal government at home, apd 
for a firm and regular, and even a 
severe goverpmant of the natiop. ti\$ 
vife, the mother of Pa*imir Perier, 
Marie BciiQuh wa^ opdpwpd with 4 
singular mind and with » lively ima- 
gination. She was an adniir^hle 
mother of a family ; hut her religions 
opinions approached almost to my^ti- 
cism* The natural ipdep^nilence pf 
her ideas, and the sweet mildness of 
her charaoter» tended to render leas 
austere tl^e otherwise stript aspect pf 
the Perier lamUy. She wa» pne of 
those, however, who nndprstood an4 
felt in all its force the value pf mater- 
nal instruction ; and who maintained 
that the education of a child hegan in 
its cradle. She was not ashamed to 
acknowledge the obligations pf woman 
to Chrbtianity ; and, in her turn* she 
sought to hring up her children in the 
nurture and ajdmonition of the Lord. 
Around her was grouped a numerous 
family, or, as was said repeatedly* 
*^ a tribe ;*'— ten children, romark- 
able for a most depided physiognomy 1 
for a melange of new prinoipies and 
old manners, of severity and of affec- 
tion, imagination and prudjonce ; for a 
knowledge and aptitude for busin^^s ; 
for vivacity of impressions, cleamoM 
of judgment, and the santinfent* npt a 
little pronounced, oJFnersonal dignity. 
The eldest of the eight sons of Qlaude 
Perier, Auodstivk, was destined hy 
his father to inherit the best par^ of 
his fortune, and to beeome a member 
of the French magi^racy ; but ^he 
French Revolution arrived^ wil^ all its 
positive wrongs and positive injustice $ 
with its real evils and imaginary trou- 
bles; with its excesses, its horrors, 
its good, and its evil. It is known 
that it was procoded, and even as i^ 
were announced by the emeutes of the 
Parliament, and ^the resistance of 
the provinces. From ik» Peace of 
America to the Assembly of the Stated- 
General the kingdom was agitated by 
troubles as the avani-couriers of an 
unknown and approacning crisis. 
Dat^hiny was eerUinly not one of 
the provinces which were least excited ; 
and when, in 1788, the sUtes of that 
province began those conflicts whose 
ilounier dominated, and Bemave com- 
mjenoed his career, the chief of the 
Pei^ family offered tfa«m an asylum. 
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Claude Perier had purchased tbe cha- 
teau of Vizille, the residence pf Villo- 
roy, built four le^gups from Grenoble, 
in a deep valley on thp banks of the 
^maucA^, by tbo Connetable de l.es- 
djguieres. U w^ in the vast saloons 
of that la^t feud4 manor of this 
palacp, appropriated now to the hnm- 
ble and ppaopful labours of industry, 
that met openly, but illegally, that 
assembly which demanded the double 
representatiqn of the tkrs-etah thus 
precludipg the constituent assembly. 
At VizUki in the property of the 
^eriers, commouped the first portion 
of the Freuph Revolution* In vain 
did Bripnno contend against the de- 
mand of Ute Pafliamont and Peers 
of the realm in July 1787 — against 
the clergy in its assembly of Paris, 
and against the itates of Pauphiny 
in the assembly of Viinlle. Tho 
States- General bad becopae, perhaps, 
Ae only means of gOTemment and the 
last resource of the throne. The pro- 
vincial states had, partially at least, 
prepared the public mind lor it, and 
the Notables bad been its harbingers. 
The King, ator having promised, on 
}8th December, 1787, tne oonveca- 
^on within fire yearf, fixed, on the 
Sth August, 1786, that the Statm- 
General should open on die Ist May, 
)7a9. Then Necker ^as recalled, 
the Pariiament reestablished, the 
** Cour jkknih'f^' abdished; the baili- 
wicks destroyed, the provinces satis- 
fied, and the new Minister made every 
arrangement for the election of the 
Deputies, and the hohlingof the States. 
But though the &mily of Perier 
demanded the organization of the 
States- General, and p^owerfuH^ con- 
tributed to its constitntion, yet it must 
not be supposed, for a nuxnent, that 
mther in that family, or in Daupbtny 
generally, the spirit of innovation, or 
the adventurous love of change, were 
&e principles of timse movements 
whii^ brought about a Revolution. 
That pffovinoe was united to the erown 
by a contract, the conditions of which 
it befieved it was only requiring to be 
fidthluUy executed vriien it combated 
a power which ^t Srit or judged to be 
aitfcitrary. Thus, the resistance of 
Danphiny was most unlike that of 
other provinces and oth^ places, aiid 
that which others could Only justify 
by abstract maxims was defended in 
this province by texts of treatises* 
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and ancient souvenirs. So that that 
which was rebellion at Versailles was 
legal resistance at Grenoble. 

Claude Perier took great pains to 
enforce on the minds of his sonsy then 
growing up into life> what he consi- 
dered a great fact, and an important 
truthy that Dauphiny was not France^ 
in the ordinary acceptation of the 
tenn> but that Dauphiny had certain 
rights and privileges similar in princi- 
ploy though not in nature, to those for 
which the Basques are now contend- 
ing in their provinces. This senti- 
ment still exists to a certain extent, 
and we have frequently heard the in- 
habitants of Dauphiny declare, " We 
are not Frenchmen, we are Dauphi- 
nois." 

At the juncture of which we have 
been speaking, a great change took 
place in the " Opposition'* to the 
monarchical government, which had up 
to that time been unanimous. The Ad^ 
ministration under Brienne had encoun- 
tered the resistance of all the bodies 
of the state, because, in their opinion, 
it had wished to oppress them. It in- 
curred under Necker the resistance of 
these same bodies, who were wishing 
to secure the power for themselves, 
and oppression for the people. From 
being despotic, it had become national, 
and still they had opposed it. The 
Parliament had maintained a contest 
of authority, and not of public good ; 
the noblesse had reunited themselves 
to the tiers-etat, rather against the 
Grovemment than in behalf of the 
people. Each of these bodies had de- 
manded the States- General, the Par- 
liament in the hope of ruling them, 
as they had done in 1614, and the 
noblesse of resuming their lost power. 
Thus the magistracy proposed as the 
model for the States General of 1789 
their form in 1614 ; and opinion aban- 
doned it ; the noblesse refused to con- 
sent to the double representation of 
the Commons, and a division sprang 
up between these two orders. This 
led to the convocation of the Notables 
by Necker. The family of Perier 
took a deep interest in all these events, 
but it by no means joined the ultra- 
opposition. It thought well of Necker, 
and confided in the King, but yet its 
^reat anxiety was for the triumph of 
f he " tiers-etat" There can, we think, 
be no doubt of one fact, and that is, 
that the political events of the early 
life of Casimir Perier, and the political 



education he received, contributed to 
inspire him with that respect for the 
law, which regulated all his conduct, 
as well as member of the Opposition, 
as when Prime Minister ; and which 
marked his political character with an 
ineffaceable stamp of independency, 
finnness, and moderation. It was his 
love of the law, the triumph of the law, 
the domination and rights of the law, 
which led him to ask those who in- 
vited him to join them in an << illegal'* 
opposition to the '* illegal** ordinances 
of Charles X., " Who gave you tho 
mission to set yourselves up iiiegalfy 
against an iUegal measure ? No ! we 
will petition the King — appeal to the 
Chambers — resort to the Tribunals-^ 
and have recourse to all legal measures 
— but remember, the King is King, 
and we are hb subjects." If Casimir 
Perier had at that moment hastened 
to the King — confided in his So- 
vereign — and gained access to his 
person — he might have prevailed on 
that Monarch to withdraw the fatal 
ordinances. 

Casimir Perier received his educa- 
tion at the college of the Oratoire at 
Lyons, where his three brothers, Au- 
gustine, Alexander, and Scipio, alike 
studied, with their friends Camille 
Jordan and Degerando. This college 
resembled those of the same order at 
that time ; it was animated by at once 
an austere and free spirit, which dis- 
tinguished a great religious school, 
but which exists no longer. The 
young Periers received there an edu- 
cation quite in harmony with their 
natural characters, as well as with 
their family habits. Casimir, the 
youngest of the four, never completed 
hb studies. His character was too 
impressionable and agitated, and the 
events which were transpiring in the 
political world occupied his mind much 
more than his classical pursuits. This 
was much to be regretted, and Casimir 
Perier frequently deplored it in his 
after-life. He laboiu4d hard in ma- 
turer years to regain his lost time, and 
would frequently say, '' a page at 
fifteen is worth a volume at thirty." 
He was, when young, more active 
than laborious — indolence he could not 
tolerate, but regular and continuous 
labour did not suit him. His mind 
seized quickly that which was pre- 
sented to it — applied little — and yet 
was never satisfied with its attainments. 
He observed more than he learned by 
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heart. His passionate and ardent cha- 
racter from fifteen to twenty, was only 
kept in bounds by the habit of order 
and dignity which he had acquired 
under paternal disdpline. At sixteen 
years of age» the beauty of his coun- 
tenance, his fine figure, the remark- 
able expression of his face, his bene- 
volent and gracious manners, his caress- 
ing and playful habits when his pride 
was not wounded or his suspicions 
excited, interested all who knew him 
in his favour, and gained the suf- 
frages of those who had only known 
him preyiously by hb apparent frivo- 
lity, or for his want of application to 
serious pursuits. He was an amiable 
young man, not naturally gay, but 
ardent, quick, impetuous, and yet 
thoughtful, though but few predicted 
that he would ever become a man of 
note and eminence in the world. The 
gifts of nature appeared lost upon him, 
for he had no fixedness of purpose, no 
patience, no method. But yet those 
who understood best the character of 
man, and the contending or opposing 
qualifications and defects of the mind, 
did not hesitate to pronounce that he 
had a powerful nature, and an instinc- 
tive superiority and authority which 
were felt, though not admitted, by his 
elder brothers. Though their acquire- 
ments were greater, they regarded him 
as their equal, and in all political ar- 
guments, even when young, they 
yielded him the palm. In bis most 
juvenile years he was a lover of order, 
and defended on all occasions the au- 
thority of his father. During the bad 
times of the Revolution, Claude Perier 
had fixed his residence at Paris, having 
some of his sons with him, leaving his 
wife with his other children at Gre- 
noble, to watch over the precious re- 
nudns of a great fortune engulfed in 
the general deluge. He kept his fa- 
mily in a state of ultra-discipline, and 
the severity of the father had twt al- 
ways an agreeable or beneficial efiect 
on the mind of Casimir. The assas- 
sination of Louis XVI. was a subject 
of deep regret and confusion of mind 
and spirit to Claude Perier and his 
sons. They had taken a deep and 
personal interest in the first events of 
the French Revolution, and had iden- 
tified themselves with the rise of the 
middling classes. But they loathed 
the excesses of the canaille — abhorred 
the injustice of the mob — groaned be- 
neath the despotbm of democracy—- 



and not unfrequently even regretted 
the Parliament of Vizille. All this 
was at once natural and praiseworthy. 
They desired freedom, but the free- 
dom of the law — they loved liberty — 
but they -loved justice and humility 
more. 

In the year seven of the republic, 
(1798), Casimir Perier was drawn by 
the CoNscaiPTioN ; and he had to take 
up arms for a cause with which he sym- 
pathized but little. He had seen witli 
distrust the rising powers of Napoleon 
Bonaparte, his expedition to Egypt, and 
the democratic elections of the year 
six. He had rejoiced at the annulling 
of those elections by the directorial 
party, and viewed this blow aimed at 
the ultra-republicans with delight. 
And yet he could not sympathize with 
the Directory, for it was neither a con- 
stitutional nor an impartial Govern- 
ment. It displayed great activity, but 
it was of a narrow and bustling kind, 
and Merlin and Treilhaud, who had 
succeeded Camot and Barthelemy, 
were only two political pettifoggers. 
But to BarraSf the yoimg Casimir 
was especially averse. He saw that 
Barras continued his dissolute course 
of life, and his directorial regency j he 
knew that his palace was the resort of 
gamesters, women of intrigue, and 
stock-jobbers of every kind. 

Hostilities had at this moment com- 
menced in Italy, and upon the Rhine ; 
two French plenipotentiaries had been 
wickedly assassinated, at some distance 
from Rastadt, by Austrian hussars ; 
the Directory, apprized of the march of 
the Russian troops, and suspecting 
Austria, obtained from the Councib a 
law, empowering them to raise re- 
cruits ; and the military conscription 
placed 200,000 young men at the dis- 
position of the Republic. Casimir 
Perier was one of the number. At 
thb moment the troops belonging to 
the most impatient powers, and who 
formed the vanguard of the coalition, 
had commenced the attack. The King 
of Naples had advanced upon Rome, 
and the King of Sardinia had levied 
troops and threatened the Ligurian Re- 
public. Casimir left, much against his 
will, as '^ adjoint du genict* and in this 
capacity made the campaign of Italy 
from 1799 to 1801. He dbtmguished 
himself under the walls of Mantua at 
the combat of Santo- Giulio ; but he 
always looked on thb period of hb 
life as the least interesting, as well as 
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the least useful. la 160l> af^er the 
death of his father, he abandoned the 
military career to become a merchant, 
and to carry with him into the com- 
mercial and middling classes those 
prinoiples of order, obedience, and 
energy, which had dbtinguished him 
during the first forty-four years of hb 
life. 

The dispersion of the Council of 
Five Hundred by the bayonets of 
Napoleon had given Casimir Perier t^ 
distaste for political life. This was 
to him a violation of law, a final 
blow against liberty, and the precur- 
sor of the dominion of brute force. 
The ]8tb Brumaire killed the jSrsi 
Revolution. The Ministry of Casimir 
Perier destroved the secHmd. Napo- 
leon caused the death of the Jirst by 
iiiegal means. Casimir Perier en- 
sured the overthrow of the second by 
relying solely on the laws and the 
Charta. But the victory of Marengo 
was followed by a general peace, by 
the treaty of Luneville, and Casimir 
Perier returned to his hearth and his 
home. He hailed the treaty of Amieus 
with rapture : and when Bonaparte 
directed all his attention to the inter- 
nal prosperity of the republic, Casi- 
mir Perier hoped for better days for 
bis country ; ^d the act of amnesty 
in favour of the emigrants won for 
Napoleon the hearts of the Perier fa- 
mily. His father had left to his chil- 
dren not only a handsome fortune^ but 
the yet greater advantage of bis name 
and his credit. He was a man of no 
ordinary capacity, who formed fine 
and vast establishments, and took part 
in nearly all the commercial institu- 
tions and measures which were cre- 
ated and adopted in France, after the 
Revolution, to raise the commerce and 
industry of the country. He was one 
of the founders of the Bank of France. 
His ten children, in dividing equally 
among them his fortune — for the laws 
of the Revolution had abolished the 
last vestiges of the rights of eldest 
children — drew yet closer the family 
together, aqd formed between them that 
imion which has always subsbted, and 
which has kept the family in a state of 
independence and elevation In times of 
difficulty, and under circumstances of 
commercial embarrassment. Three 
brothers, who are now no more, were 
t)iep the chiefs of the family. M, Au^ 
giistin Perier joined to an enligbtcncd 
and cultivated mind tlie solid virtues 
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of a most generous heart. His ambi- 
tion was modest — ^hb soul was fiU«l 
with the most tender affections. He 
remembered that his father always 
intended him to sustain in Dauphiny 
the name he had left behind him—* 
and there he therefore fixed — and 
there divided hb time between the 
commerce of Grenoble and the manu- 
faotorv of ViziUe, where he created 
one of those positions of influence and 
of patronage which are so rare in that 
country. The French are not essen- 
tially a commercial people. With 
the exceptiofi of Lyons, Grenpble, 
Alsace, Normandy, St Quentin, Lille, 
and Paris, there are no manufactories 
in France. The manufactories of 
Lyons are undoubtedly very consider- 
able — and the muslins, and printed 
goods of Messrs Kiechlin at Malhau- 
sen, have acquired universal fame. 
But whep the roanufYMStories of France 
are coiqpared with those of England, 
or even with those of ^Belgium, their 
comparatively insignificant character 
is rendered vbible. The first French 
Revolution, in destroying largfe for- 
tunes, in overthrowing public credit, 
and in equalizing the properties of 
tlie upper and middliqg classes, ren- 
dered it wholly impossible for France 
to compete with Great Britain for a 
long series of years, unless similar 
disasters should befall the latter coun- 
try. Large fortunes are indispen- 
sable to the establishment of such ma- 
nufactories as those of Birmingham, 
Manchester, Leeds, and Sl^effield. 
They are national manufactories, 
though conducted by individual en- 
terprise, individual labour, and indi- 
vidual capital. The French have 
folt thb so much ever since the first 
Revolution, that various national and 
public encouragements have been 
given to different French manufac- 
tures with the view of rendering them 
permanent ; and the tapestry roanu- 
footories of Beauvab and of the Gobe- 
lins, as well as the porcelain manufac- 
tory of Sevres are even conducted by 
the Government itself. The French 
have endeavoured to combat with the 
default of capital by uniting together 
five or six moderate fortunes to make 
one large trading capital — but in al- 
most all cases the partners have quar- 
relled amongst themselves, and the 
large establishments have been cut up 
into half-a-dozen small ones. Con- 
tinuing to feel the evil of thb state 
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of things, the Fr^neh, at the jerj 
moment we are irFitip9» are iinitioff 
together in the commeroial wQFld to 
efltahlish joini-^ock cowpanku, or 
pirtner^pf by shares^ for the aecom- 
pUshmeDt of okyecta which no indi?i* 
dual IbrtiiiieB they posaeai would en- 
able ^em otherwise to efiPbet. But if 
we examine the prospectuses of a 
Tast Bumber of these associaftioDS^ 
whai do we see ? Whjf actually 
eompanies formed with capitals of 

POUa^ SPLf or EIQHV TH0U84M1> 

POUNDS I ! 1 The shares are L.4 each 
in many, many cases — and whereas a 
banking or comQiereial house at Bris- 
tol, Muchester, Liverpool, or Lon- 
don would sign a cheque for ten 
times tfae amount as an ordinary af- 
fair, if it were a good one, and prc»- 
mised well, taking upon itself the 
whole of the operattcm, without even 
dreaming of a partner or a ^are, the 
French will publish prospectuses, 
adTertiseosents, an4 make appeals and 
calls firom Bayonne to Boulogne, and 
from Perpignaa to St Valley, to ob- 
tain the paltry soms of four, six, of 
eight thousand pounds I And yet tfae 
sturebolders in these chandler shop 
soeieties* expect to make foftunes — 
are quite astonished that they do not 
yidd large peTennes— and point to 
England and her vast oomraercial en- 
terprises—just as if any real compari- 
son could be instituted between the 
colossal character of the one and the 
mole-bill littleness of the other. The 
incooMM, as well as the insigolfieant 
**€apitah,*' as they ase oaUed, of these 
associations are absoibed by the rent, 
taxes, salaries, and even f^ stationery*' 
consumed in the manufiMHorv, and 
the French have found, and will ind, 
that all tbeee Lilliputian attempts to 
▼ie with the fortunes and manuftic- 
torles of Great Britain will ever fait. 
The credit, fortunes, enterprises, and 
coofidoooe of a oountry are not cheated 
in years, but in ages---and when onoe 
destroyed, ages must again dapse be- 
fore tbey again exist. Look, for in- 
stance, at the present state of the 
question of iron rttiiways in FramM;. 
In Franee there is iron — but the iron 
mines are not worked. And why? 
Because there is no spare capital to 
work them on such a scale as to make 
tb^n proOtabie. In Prance there is 
eoal — and in abundance — recent ex- 
periments and soundings have proved 
this to demonstration — but the cel- 
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lieries are m>< worked— and why? For 
the same reason — there is not capital 
enough to work them on a large scale ; 
and even when tbev are worked, as is 
now more the case than formerly, there 
are no railroads down to river naviga- 
tion, and river navigation b stopped up. 
There are no canab*-or the canals are 
unfinished or blocked up. The price of 
French pig-iron is dearer than that of 
British pig-iron in the French mar- 
ket, notwithstanding all the protection 
affi)rded to the products of France by 
a heavy duty on imported iron, and 
notwithstanding the expenses of freight 
and tonnage, port duties, an4 other 
French shipping charges. And what 
U the consequence of this state of 
things ? Why, that to make French 
railroads, British rails must be used, 
as to make French hardwares, British 
coals and Belgian coals are consumed. 
The French have recently been mak- 
ing the experiments of feeding their 
furnaces and manufactories with 
French and Belgian coals — hot the 
supply was not sufficient—and the 
duty on British coals was obliged to 
be lowered, to meet the demand for 
that artiole^ — or the French manufac- 
tories making use of coals must have 
been altogether stopped. 

The reason for all this is elear. 
The French have no fortunes. They 
eannot afford to wait, they cannot af- 
ford to sink capital upon capital in 
mines and in forges, and to sink 
shafts, and to drain mines, and to pump 
out by steam-engines whole rivers of 
water. They must have the ready 
return of the penny. They have not 
a sufficiency of gold, silver, or credit, 
to wait for years before an enterprise 
shall be successful. They will find 
their L.4 or their L.20 for shares in 
an *f omnibus'* or a « cabriolet esta- 
blishment,'* because it is a r«a/fy money 
concern — the returns are immediate 
— dividends of some sort or other are 
at once paid — and the " poi au fiu^* 
of the poor renter is k^t lK>iling. 
Nothing has so much astonished the 
French— -no, not even the successes 
of their own Napoleon — ^as the perse- 
verance of the shareholders of the 
Thames Tunnel in their gigantic 
work, notwithstanding the repeated 
invasion of the hoary-beaded father 
into the works below. In Franco 
such an undertaking might have been 
conceived, and might have been com- 
menced — but if the Beine had twice 
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poured its streams into the works^ 
the old stones and bricks would have 
been sold " aux encheres,*' and the 
shareholders would have divided 
amongst them the remnant of the 
funds and the produce. And let not 
this be ascribed to the wrong cause. 
The French do not want either pa- 
tience or perseverance — but they want 
capital. It is for this reason that 
their banks and bankers are often em- 
barrassed to discount £4000 ; that their 
manufacturers and manufactories are 
at a stand instead of being in acti- 
vity ; that the Government is obliged 
to propose to take in hand all great 
works itself; and that at the very 
moment we are writing these linesy 
appeals are being made in the public 
journals of London, Brussels, and 
Amsterdam, to the English, the Bel- 
gians, and the Dutch, to come for- 
ward to take shares in the companies 
proposed to be formed for the esta- 
blishment of various railroads in 
France. When similar projects are 
started in England, are appeals made 
to the French, the Dutch, and the 
Belgians there? No— English capi- 
tal is sufficient for English enterprises 
—but this is not the case in France — 
for her merchants have neither the 
precious metals, nor the paper, nor 
the credit sufficient to enable them 
alone to carry the objects they pro- 
pose into effect. Look at the sub- 
scription-list for the shares in the 
railroad company from Paris to Brus- 
sels, and we see that though months 
have elapsed since it was begun, the 
sum required cannot be raised, though 
only one- fifth is required as a deposit. 
And when we thus write, it is not 
reproachfully, or spitefully, or vauut- 
ingly, and with haughtiness ; but 
when we thus write, it is to assert a 
great fact, that the Revolution of 
1789, or rather of 1793 in France, 
destroyed national credit, private ca- 
pital, and the means of rendering 
France a powerful commercial coun- 
try. We know well that we shall be 
told that the division of property into 
small fortunes is the developement of 
the " greatest happiness principle" — 
and Doctor Bowring, who has la- 
boured so long and so unsuccessfully 
in France in endeavouring to obtain 
equal justice for British commerce, 
and British merchants, will prate to 
us about his Jeremy Benthamism, 
and about the comfort and happiness 



of the lower oitiers in France, with 
their perch of- land and their pig up- 
on it. But we also have visited 
France, in the length and in the 
breadth thereof — and we have no he- 
sitation in saying, that the situation 
both of the manufacturing and the 
agricultural poor is far, very far su- 
perior in England^ Scotland, and 
Wales, to the peasantry or manufac- 
turing workmen of France. They 
are more healthy, cleanly, comfort- 
able, better fed, clothed, housed, and 
are more moral, and more religious. 
We have purposely made thb disser* 
tation, because, though the family of 
Perier did all they could do, with 
comparatively large capital, for the 
commerce and industry of their coun- 
try — ^yet, after all, their resources 
were very small indeed, when com- 
pared with those of a Manchester 
manufacturer. 

The next son, M. Scipion Perier, 
was a man of profound scientific 
knowledge, deep and unaffected piety 
— was so virtuous as to be even scru- 
pulous to a failing— and was uniformly 
calm and dignified in the midst of an 
impassioned and animated family. 
But Scipion was really a man of lively 
imagination, and even passionate soul 
— but he was, during his whole life, 
making one constant effort to repress 
his ardour, and maintain an external 
dignitv and serenity. 

Casimir Perier, with a character 
less equable, much more susceptible, 
and with a mind much less adprned, 
but possessing that coup d'ceil whicli 
seizes and perceives truth, which cor- 
rectly estimates the possible, and as- 
sures success, associated with Scipion, 
and founded together at Paris a 
Banking Houses known and respected 
throughout all Europe. Their spe- 
culations, however, were of a very 
different nature from those of a London 
banker. They engaged in all sorts 
of mercantile transactions, and the 
bank alone was only the means of 
enabling them to carry on their in- 
dustry with greater advantage. M. 
Casimir Perier displayed much pene- 
tration, prudence, and judgment — but 
he was never assiduous in the minute 
details of business. Whilst Scipion 
had a prudent and enlightened mind, 
the talents of an administrator, the 
love of the details of business, and 
the spirit of daily application, he yet 
often hesitated as to tbe course to be 
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adopted^ and had no confidence in his 
own judgment Casimir Perier, on 
the contrary, had decision and tact, 
and thus completed the character 
and just reputation of the house. 
There, as hereafter in public life, he 
showed that he was made to gOTorn 
and not to administer. 

The Restoration gave peace to 
France ; and great as are always the 
advantages of peace to every country, 
they were for France of greater value 
and importance than to most nations, 
under even extraordinary circum- 
stances. Peace and liberty — even 
moderate, rational liberty — were es- 
sential to the happiness and prosperity 
of the country ; and, from 1815 to 
1825, individual fortunes received an 
augmentation for which no parallel b 
to be found in the history of any 
people. They were ten years of ma- 
terial and physical amelioration, which 
Casimir Perier admitted to be unri- 
valled, and always spoke of them as 
such. The country was wearied of 
" the drum* 8 discordant sound" — was 
disgusted with glory and with blood — 
and sought not for laurels, but for re- 
pose. M. Casimir Perier devoted the 
greatest portion of these ten years to 
useful labours and to the acquisition 
of personal wealth. The Bourbons 
might have secured his affection by 
consulting him, his confidence bv con- 
fiding in him, and his devotion by es- 
teeming him. How was it that this 
did not take place ? There were two 
reasons* and they roust be recorded 
with equal frankness and fidelity. The 
Jirst was, that M. Casimir Perier was 
suspicious of the Restoration. And 
why? He had never known the 
Bourbons ; he was but a voung man 
when they were exiled ; he had for- 
gotten, in the horrors of the republic 
and in the wars of the empire, even 
the names of his princes. He had 
been taught to believe that they were 
an isolated race — that they had no 
sympathy in common with France— 
that they had never forgiven the mur- 
der of the members of their family — 
that they were surroimded only by 
pauper peers or by Papist priests, and 
that they returned to France, not as 
fathers and brothers, but as conquerors 
and tyrants. He was also taught to 
believe that the Bourbons had no af- 
fection for the middling classes — took 
no interest in the progress of trade, 
commercei manufactures^ the arts and 



the sciences — and only felt happy in 
the society of a chosen few, who were 
members of the old nobility, and who 
had remained faithful amidst all the 
infidelity and distrust of so many for- 
mer partisans. The consequence of 
this conviction was, that Casimir Pe- 
rier and the men of his party, instead 
of rallying round the throne, stood 
aloof; and, instead of devoting their 
talents, influence, and property, all of 
which thev possessed, to the strength, 
ening of the hands of the Government, 
and to enlightening the throne as to 
the wants, prejudices, and wishes of 
men essentially loyal at heart, but 
who were mist^dien as to the characters 
of their princes, they by degrees got 
up a parliamentary opposition, and 
joined themselves to men whose prin- 
ciples and doctrines they have since 
been compelled not merely to repu- 
diate, but also to repress. So far, 
then, M. Casimir Perier and his friends 
were to blame. 

But there was a second reason why 
Casin^ir Perier and the mercantile and 
manufacturing party belonged to the 
Opposition, ana that was the fault of 
the court and of the Popish clergy* 
The Royal family was made to believe 
that all who were not violent Ro- 
manists were Jacobins or Revolu- 
tionbts. Thus they viewed with dis- 
trust such men even as Casimir Perier. 
Thb exclusiveness was the fault of the 
Ultra- Papbt party. Whenever Louis 
XVIII. and Charles X. shook off the 
yoke of these counsellors, and acted as 
their warm hearts dictated, and their 
own superior minds suggested, they 
always acted wbely and well. Then 
the mercantile and manufacturing 
classes drew near to them. Then 
unions were formed between the 
wealth and rank of the country. Then 
the throne became solid as well as 
brilliant, and then France was flou- 
rishing and happy. Thus Casimir 
Perier and hb friends were to blame 
for not separating in their minds and 
hearts their princes from the Popish 
priests ; and the house of Bourbon was 
in its turn to be censured for adopt- 
ing too implicitly the opinions of those 
who represented all as opposed to the 
throne who were not Ultra- Romanbts. 

It b not true that the princes of the 
House of Bourbon ever sighed, or 
hoped, or desired, or even dreamt of 
re-establishing ' the old and absolute 
monarchy of France. Louis XVIII. 
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vr&B attached^ dajr, dtoToted to Ibii 
charter ; atid if his eottnftelldl^ otl thii 
one hatidi and the members of the 
Opposition on the other, had been 
equally sincere, his reign Wotild hate 
been more happy> and France moi^ 
united. But in this> aS in almost everj 
other page of modem history, tre read 
this fact^ that the Roihan Catholic 
Church is at once ah enemy to the 
rightful stability and true ledtimate 

SopulaHty of the throne, and to the 
iwAil, nlodet'ate, ahd rational liber- 
ties of the people. 

M. Casimir Perier liever procMmed 
himself> however, the ehemy of the Re- 
storation — never spoke with disrespect 
or disloyalty of his Idngs or princes — 
never encouraged the low ribaldfry of 
the ultra-school of politics, and kept 
his position as a man distinct iVomthe 
multitude who then hastened to attack 
unceasingly the throne and the mo- 
narchy. 

The celebrated loans of 1817 fit^t 
brought M. Casimir Petier before the 
public as A politician and a financier. 
Three hundred millions of fVancs of 
ejctraordittary resources appealed ne- 
cessary to balance the budget of that 
year ; a treaty ivas concluded with 
foreigh capitalists, who engaged to 
advance about tWo-thlrds of that sum 
in etchailge for nearly double the 
amonnt in capital, besides other Ikn- 
mediate advantages of a most burden- 
some and too lucrative a nature. Yet 
the arrattgement. though onerous, Was 
necicssary ; but it Weighed heavy oh 
the heart Of Casimir Perier. He pub- 
Ibhed a pamphlet, in Which he attacked 
it, — " Reflexions sur h proiet dEm- 
prunt** — and so great was the effect It 
produced on the public niind, that the 
Government modified the financial 
treaty it concluded, and made tnuch 
better terms. He published. In 1817 
and 1818, two other pamphlets oh this 
important question. 

On the 25th September, l8l7, M. 
Casimir Perier was, for the first time, 
elected member of the Chamber of 
Deputies by the department de la 
Seine. Wheti he was elected, he was 
not of the age, (forly/| required by the 
law, but before the Cnanibers met he 
had attaihed it. If the Government of 
that day had been disposed to be rigid, 
it might have opposed his admission ; 
but it contented itself with introducing 
a law> that in future a Deputy must be 
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fbrty years of age when returned by 
the electors. 

The conduct of CaSihur Perict* from 
1817 to 1830, as member of the Cham- 
her of Deputies, is tiot entitled either 
tb unqualified praise or to indiscrimi- 
nate censure- Whett he entered the 
Chamber it was as a Constitutionalist) 
AS a ChaHeristi and not as a meml>er 
of the Opposition. When, in 1817, 
the Govern meUt wiis popular, he sup- 
ported it, and at the beginning of his 
parliamentary career he showed a de- 
totedness to the monarchy, and ratheir 
a querulous independence than & 
downright hostilitv to the Ministry. 
Though the spirit of tlio tltaes, his 
Vivacity of character, and a ccrtaitt 
portion of distrust in his composition, 
naturally conducted hlta towards the 
Opposition, still his most profbund 
convictions, the traditions of his fk- 
mlly, and the habits of his entire life 
made him detest disorder, and dis- 
courage all attempts at overthrow. 
Even when most severe in his attacks 
on the Government, he uniformly ac- 
knowledged the respect dUe to the 
Government Itself; and at this first 
epoch of his parliamentary life his 
Opposition was moderate, and even 
sometimes benevolent. This was the 
time to have gained M, Casimir 
Perier. He Was tbett forty years of 
age ; — his popularity was consider- 
able] — ^hls fortune was great; — his 
family was respectable ; — he repre- 
sented the middling classes. Tnen 
Was the time for the throne to have 
availed itself of his talents and secured 
his deVotedness. 

When, in 1818, the Opposition be- 
came more systematic, violent, and 
personal, M. Casimir Perier did not 
oelohg to it. He occupied his atten- 
tion with subjects of a financial and 
economical character. He demanded 
that all financial operations should be 
conducted as they were then conducted 
by the Tory Governmeut of England ; 
he demanded that all contracts should 
be public, and made by tender, and 
that all reasonable retrenchments 
should be made in the public expendi- 
ture, — some which Were thought rea- 
sonable, others excessive ; but he 
asked for what he did ask with mode- 
ration and loyally. 

From 1820 to 1823, the contest bo- 
came of another character; the Op- 
position had demanded too much, and 
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Casimii* Peri«3r always admitted it. 
The Gotbhnittent ref\xs«l tdo toiifth; 
and a ctJnfliet betWebn two systehii 
brougrht about such a dlssldcnce ds to 
amount almost to a dtii War. The 
iiiottarcbjr bfecdttle too distrustflll; the 
Oppositioh returned towards the Rfevo- 
lution. The Oorertimetit granted too 
readily arid retracted too hastily. The 
Opposition afibcted a loVe hit the 
charter, thobffh to it they were really 
opposed, and pretended that they 
should be satisfied with the honest ful- 
filment of its conditions, irhen, in 
truth, they were always labouring to 
extend those conditloUs and alter its 
sblrit. The charter of 1814 Was fesseti- 
tially monarcliical ; its authors, the 
circumstances under which it was 
granted, the epoch When it was inade, 
all proved that it was intended to be, 
as it was, moUarchical. The Opposl- 
tloti wished to glr^ it ahother charac- 
ter ; they pretended that France onlv 
submitted to the Bourbons on condi- 
tion of having a charter. This Was 
false. Louis X VI 1 1, might have re- 
established the old moiiarchy without 
any charter at all, though its chances 
of duration would undoubtedly have 
diminished. It is not thie that the 
French would have made a war against 
their princes and the Restoration, ra- 
ther than have submitted, in 1814, to 
an absolute monarchy. They were 
much more wearied or the bloodshed 
and evils of the empire tbaU they were 
of its despotism. 

The Opposition was divided on the 
question of the Spanish war, as well as 
on many other questions, from 1820 to 
1823, into two parties. Casimir Pe- 
rier and M. Guizot belonged to the 
moderate and truly constitutional par- 
ty. The opposition of others was 
nothing short of conspiracy ; unfor- 
tunately the counsellors of the Crown 
too frequently induced the Throne to 
view the Opposition en masse, in- 
stead of separately, and " all who were 
not for the Administration were set 
down as enemies to the dynasty." 
This was unjust, but it was the fault 
of the Papiist party. 

Casimir Perierm 1823, as in 1831, 
wished for the Charta, and for nothing 
more than the Charta. The Boiu-bons 
held the same sentiments, but the Min- 
isters of the Crown, on the one side, 
wished for less than the Charta ; and 
the ultra- Opposition, on the other side, 
desired more than the Charta. Thus 



the bonfiict became desperate> and this 
t)ortioti of the Restoratioii was on^ 
continued scene of useless atid deplo- 
rabie eotifliets. Casimir Perier hau no 
idea of changinj^ the laWs, but by the 
laws. He had Ho notion of revolt- 
ihg against an established Charta, 
dyuastyi and laws. He had teen 
bnough of the^Hf Revolution to make 
him a sworn foe to any bthbr, and his 
inteUtioiis wer(^ Conservative, and his 
principles modiirate; Yet hoW pas- 
sionate, bitter, and ftotaetimes vehe- 
ment and satirical Were his speeches ! 
He did not spare a single faidt, he did 
riot allow to escape him a sifagle error. 
He attacked the Government without 
eeasing ahd Without pity ; and annoy- 
ed that his tnotives were misunder- 
stood, and that he was suspected of a 
Want of loyalty to his princes, because 
he opposed their counsellor^, he be- 
eame increasingly bitter, and at last 
Iras personal and violent. Yet still 
he was opposed to any thing like re- 
volution, and when his parliamentary 
fViends counselled " extra hsgal mea- 
snrrs,** he always replied, " our cure is 
in the Charta.''^ 

Casimir Perier Was not loved by the 
Lafayettes, Lamarquesj Lafittes, Sal- 
vertes, AlanUels, ftc. &c. of the Resto- 
ration. He Was too tegal for them. 
Poy was the nearest to him, after Gui- 
zot. Perier Was too honest ft)r the 
Opposition — too sincere a constitu- 
tionalist or a charterist for them. 

In 1824 the new elections were 
made, after the war in Spain. The 
elections were Royalist — Lit)era]ism 
was laid low * but Casimir Perier Was 
one of the vbty few who was returned 
to tho new Chamber. The absence 
of the idtra- Liberal party delighted 
him. He had more force, more scope, 
more influence. He Was the opponent 
of De Villele, and he conducted his 
opposition with taleht, firmness, and 
loyally. But M. De villele was too 
powerftil an adversary to be easily 
overthrown. He was supported by 
the most compact and homogeneous 
majority ever yet seen in any country. 
He was indifferent to the seductions of 
the imagination— inaccessible to those 
of passion — always present, always 
calm — ^his personal prudence Was uni- 
versally admitted— nis mlttd was flex- 
ible, and fertile in ti^sottrceS-^he had 
a flne talent and a eteat character — 
and he exercised an influence over the 
Chambers and France, which Casimir 
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erler always acknowledged with re- 
spect, and spoke of in terms of sincere 
admiration. 

From 1824 to 1827, the whole bur- 
den of the Opposition rested on Casimir 
Perier. He made many mistakes and 
adopted many errors^ but he was no 
conspirator, no roTolutionist, no ene- 
my to his King, and no rebel. He 
read the Cbarta differently from the 
counsellor of the crown, but he be- 
lieved the throne to be as essential to 
France as was France to the throne. 

The elections of 1827 changed the 
system of the Government. A new 
Ministry was formed, and the Crown, 
of its own accord, appointed an Admi- 
nistration in harmony with the sane 
and moderate portion of public opi- 
nion. The Viscount de Martignac 
was a man of a million . His eloquence, 
his good faith, his virtue, his sincerity, 
his attachment to his princes, and yet 
his love of rational liberty, pointed 
him out as " the** man of the epoch. 
But the Opposition dealt unfairly with 
him. Instead of rallying round him, 
they deserted him ; instead of second- 
ing, they attacked him. Casimir Pe- 
rier said, that it appeared to him " im- 
possible defaire vivre la dynastie avec 
toute la Cliarte — etsans toute la Charte 
de defendre la dynastie.** This was 
a remarkable truth, as it was after- 
wards reduced to practice. In ren- 
dering justice to the conciliatory in- 
tentions, and to the moderate efforts 
of the Martignac Minbtry, he doubted 
its force and its duration. He would 
not attack nor oppose it, because he 
considered its nomination a concession 
made by the throne to the opinions of 
the electoral body ; but he was one of 
those who believed that a conflict be- 
tween the Bourbons and the Opposi- 
tion of the Ultra party would, some 
day, sooner or later, be almost a ne- 
cessity ; and it was his opinion that it 
would end either in the re-establish- 
ment of the old monarchy or in the 
total overthrow of the Papist party. 

The appointment of the Polignac 
Administration led to the conflict he 
anticipated, but not to the result he 
had expected. He never would hear 
of a change of dynasty ; he never 
wrote diatribes or treason against the 
drapeau blanc. He thought that the 
priest party would be overflirown, and 
that the King and royal family would 
thenceforth be compelled to address 
itself to the Conservative portion of 



the Whig party. He never went fur- 
ther than Earl Grey, and would have 
been delighted to see England govern- 
ed by Sir Robert Peel, Lord Stanley, 
and Sir James Graham. 

Before we turn to the Revolution of 
1830, and the subsequent life of M. 
Casimir Perier, we must be allowed to 
say a word on the ordinance of July, 
1830, and on the labours, parliament- 
ary and otherwise, of the subject of 
this sketch during the Restoration. 

The Polignac Administration was 
not an isolated event. After three 
years of concession, the Opposition 
had become audaciously anti-monar- 
chical and impudently revolutionary. 
We do not mean to comprise Casimir 
Perier in this censure. But, as to the 
Opposition generally, the fact cannot 
be doubted. The cry for " the Char- 
ta, the whole Charta^ and nothing but 
the Charta" was Jesuitical and false. 
The chiefs of the Opposition have since 
admitted it. This cry was raised in 
order that France might not be alarm- 
ed. If France had had an idea that a 
revolution and change of dynasty had 
been intended, the Opposition would 
not have had a single representative 
in the Chamber, even in 1827* The 
Chamber of 1828 acted most un- 
worthily. The Opposition acted most 
dishonestly. The commercial and de- 
partmental laws of 1828, which the 
Chamber of Deputies would not pass, 
as proposed by the Government, were 
the greatest concessions ever made by 
any monarchical Government to any 
people ; and the very men who asked 
more in 1829 would, in 1831, have 
been delighted to have granted less. 
The opposition of the Opposition to 
the Martignac Ministry we call dis- 
graceful. It was senseless, unprin- 
cipled, and anarchical. It alarmed the 
throne, disturbed the country, and agi- 
tated the whole of Europe. Well 
might M, Martignac exclaim, **We 
march in the midst of anarchy." What 
was to be done ? To make further 
concessions was impossible. To with- 
draw those which were made would bo 
imprudent. Yet something must be 
done. The Government could not re- 
main stationary. The priest party 
was then called on for its counsels. 
They were listened to. A return to 
a counter-revolution was advised, and 
the Polignac Administration was 
named. The opposition, even to the 
creation of that Cabinet, vas mad, 
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roonstrousi revolutionary ; no profes- 
dons were attended to — no assurances 
were regarded — ^no measures were ex- 
amined—no proclamations were even 
read ; but one deep tremendous howl 
was set up by the press^ the clubs* the 
schools^ and the Opposition Deputies ; 
and ^ Down with the Polig^ac Admi- 
nistration ! *' was the order of the day. 
What was to be done ? The Throne 
said, *' I have the right to name my 
own Ministers." The Ministers said, 
" Wait and examine our acts." The 
Opposition sdd, " N^tmporte, rCini' 
porte, ^ bos le Ministh-e ! " and Charles 
X. dissolved the Chamber and appeal- 
ed to the Electoral Colleges. The 
Chamber met. A majority of forty 
voted an insolent address to the King. 
It was an infringement on the royal 
prerogative, a direct and palpable in- 
fringement. The Chamber was dis- 
solved again. The same men were 
returned. Associations had been form- 
ed by the Opposition of an illegal 
character : some to control tho elec- 
tions, and others to refuse the payment 
of taxes; but Casimir Perier stood aloof 
from all. He looked with sorrow and 
sadness to the approaching conflict. 
But still the question returned. What 
was to be done ? The Charta of 1814 
contained a special article, which pro- 
vided that, in special cases, ana to 
meet special difficulties, the Charta 
might be suspended by the Throne. 
No article proved more clearly than 
thb that the Charta of 1814 was es- 
sentially monarchical. The King 
now felt that a temporary suspension 
must take place ; but we know that 
we assert a historical truth when we 
declare that Charles X. had no inten- 
tion of permanently suspending it, but 
only of meeting pressing evils by a 
special and pressing remedy. He 
might, indeed, have allowed the new 
Chamber to meet,propo8ed the budget, 
and have dared it to refuse the ways 
and means to the Government. 
Though Casimir Perier was a member 
of the 221 who voted the address to 
Charles X., he always declared that 
he for one would not refuse the bud- 
get. So the ordinances of July 1830 
were made, but how they were enforced 
we shall see in another portion of this 
history. They were made in virtue of 
a direct, special, and positive clause of 
the Charta of 1814, and they were 
made with no other intention than that 
of meeting a pressin^r and g^rowing 
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evil, which threatened the total over- 
throw of the French monarchy. When 
the evil had been met and remedied, it 
was always intended by Charles X. to 
restore tlie Charta unchanged to the 
French people. 

Let us now return to Casimir Perier. 

In the Session of 1817 M. Perier 
made eight speeches, but the most re- 
markable were two which he delivered 
— one against the bill for the repres- 
sion of the abuses of the press, and 
the other in favour of an amendment, 
tending to establish the necessity for 
the contracting of public loans by pub- 
lic tenders, and, as in England, openly, 
and in the face of the world, and to 
the best bidders. 

In 1818 he pronounced ten speeches, 
nearly all of a financial character ; but 
those which attracted most attention 
were his speeches relative to the float- 
ing debts, and as to the caution money 
to be supplied by journals, as a secu- 
rity for the payment of the fines which 
might be imposed upon them fur 
breaches of the law. 

In the Session of 1819 he made 
twenty speeches. He attacked tie 
censorship ; opposed the coal- tax ; of- . 
posed the electoral law ; opposed the 
double vote ; opposed the gambling- 
houses ; and defended the rights of 
French shipping in American ports. 

In the Session of 1820 he made 
fifty-six speeches, and addressed the 
Chamber, in the course of that year, on 
the subject of the Naples Revolution ; 
the charges made against tho Cote 
Gauche by M. de Serre ; the right of 
the Chamber of Deputies to amend 
laws ; the question of dotations and 
majorats in favour of persons who had 
rendered essential service to the State 
or the King ; on the accusation 
brought against the Gauche of making 
anarchical speeches ; on criminal jus- 
tice ; on the commercial difficulties be- 
tween France and America; on the 
functions of the director of the police 
of the kingdom ; on a new censorship ; 
on the budget ; on the beer laws ; and 
on other questbns of a financial cha- 
racter. 

In the Session of 1821 he spoke 
forty-two times. Sometimes on the 
necessity of adopting a permanent 
financial position ; at another time on 
the portion of the colonists of St Do- 
mingo ; on the legislation of the press ; 
on the censorship ; on the Ministerial 
responsibility resulting from the frauds 
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committed by Mattb^o^ tbe sub-casbier 
of tbe Treasury ; on tbe alleged irre- 
gularity of certain financial operations 
at tbe Bourse by tbe Covetto Minis- 
try ; on tbe expenses attendant on tbe 
collection of taxes ; on pensions to tbe 
widows and orpbans of soldiers in 
active service ; and, as usual, on other 
subjects of a financial cbaracter. 

In tbe Session of 1822 he only 
spoke twenty-two times; and in tbe 
Session of 1823 only nine. In that 
of 1822 tbe question of tbe negotia- 
tion of new rentes was debated by 
him with talent, and be distinguisbed 
himself by bis conflicts with M. de 
Peyronnet, He defended, also, Gene- 
ral Bertin against M« Maugin, and 
opposed some reductions in tbe budget 
proposed by tbe Finance Commission. 
The Session of 1823 was that in which 
Manuel was excluded from the Cbam- 
ber. M. Perier spoke frequently on 
this questioui and but seldom on any 
other. It was one of tbe errors of tbe 
Restoration, and tbe recorded protest 
of Casimir Perier is an unanswerable 
ft morceau** of logical argumentation. 

During tbe Session of 1824 M« 
Casimir Perier delivered twenty-eight 
speeches. The principal topic of dis- 
pute was tbe proposed conversion of 
the 5 rentes, which M. de Vill^le 
proposed, and M. Perier opposed, 
with so much of sense and of truth. 
Casimir Perier was a decided and 
energetic enemy to every system which 
tampered with the public credit ; and 
he was, undoubtedly, one of those who 
most powerfully coQtrlbuted to the 
subsequent rejection of that measure 
by the Chamber of Peers. 

In the Session of 1825 be spoke 
very frequently. No less than fifly-six 
speeches did he deliver that Session ; 
and the subjects which most occupied 
his attention were tbe law of indem- 
nity to the emigrants— tbe new bill 
on the public debt and sinking fund-^ 
tbe conversion of tbe 5 per cents — 
tbe expenses of tbe Spanish war — the 
debt due by Spain to France — tbe 
eonsolidated debts — and tbe recogni- 
tion of tbe new states of South Ame- 
rica. 

In tbe Session of 1826 he addressed 
tbe House fifty^two times, and on a 
Tariety of interesting topics. Amongst 
them were the questions of the gam- 
bling at tbe Stock Exchange — tbe 
citation of the director of the Journal 
dH Commerce tg the bar of the House 
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— the right of petitioning — tbe indem- 
nity to tbe St Domingo Colonists — 
as to the right of tbe King to modify 
a law by an ordinance — as to the con- 
tracts for tbe Spanish war — ^the bink- 
ing fund — and tbe foreign corn bill. 
During tbb Session, also, the ecclesias- 
tical budgets, and the conduct of the 
" congregation** and tbe ** Jesuits,*' 
came under debate ; as likewise an in- 
teresting debate on tbe right of tbe 
Chamber of Peers to intervene in tbe 
discussion of tbe budget. The finan- 
cial situation of tbe country, tbe post^ 
office, and the immoralitv of tbe lot- 
tery, also furnished him with materiala 
for very good and useful addresses. 

In the Session of 1827 M. Casimir 
Perier spoke forty-four times. The 
Session commenced by an attack on 
tbe then new tariff of the post-office^ 
and on its operation on tbe journals 
of tbe country, as well as on tbe 
transport of gold and silver by means 
of tbe post-office. Then came a dis- 
cussion on tbe laws as to tbe press* 
which occupied much of bis time 
and attention. Tbe whole question 
of tbe securities to be given by, and 
to be offered to tbe press, was debated 
with talent and enerppy, and M. Pe^ 
rier bad to contend with two able an- 
tagonists in tbe persons of M. de 
Corbiere, and M. Dudon. The re- 
pression of tbe slave-trade was also 
debated, as well as a proposal of a 
member of tbe Opposition to appoint a 
commission to watch over tbe preroga- 
tives of the Chamber, and to see they 
were not infringed on. The whole 
question of the woods and forests of 
the Crown, and the complaints urg^ 
against tbe civil list for having felled 
too great a quantity of timber, were 
examined, and led to angry and per- 
sonal debates. The financial situa- 
tion of France was likewise discussed 
by M. de Villele as by M. Perier. 

In tbe Session of 1828 M. Casimir 
Perier abstained nearly entirely from 
-appearing at tbe Tribune. Tbe Mar- 
tignac Ministry bad been named^ and 
a new era commenced for France 
and her King. Its glorious but un- 
successAil mission was to keep within 
bounds the exaggerated pretension of 
faction — ^but to satisfy all tbe Just exi- 
gencies of real public opinion. Two 
great measures marked this Session — 
one was destined to prevent electoral 
frauds, and tbe other to abolish the 
censorship. The oharaoter aad sen* 
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timents of the majority were now 
changed. The priest party waa de- 
feated. The true royalist party for 
1828 was represented by M. de Mar- 
tignac. No one felt this more strongly 
than Casimir Perier, and no one ac- 
knowledged it more honourably. He 
belonged^ then, no longer to the Op* 
position, and was placed on the list of 
candidates for the post of President 
of the Chamber of Deputies, and 
named member of the commission of 
the budget. He spoke but eight times 
during the Session, and would eren 
have lent to the Government his im- 
portant aid, but that his health was 
much affected, and required repose. 

The Session of 1829 was the last 
for constitutional France and the old 
race of the House of Bourbon. M. 
Perier spoke but thrte times during 
that Session ; and, on each occasion, on 
the same subject — ^the debt due from 
Spain to France. He had Count Roy 
for an antagonist, but he sustained the 
conflict with great talent and spirit. 
On all other questions he was silent. 
He perceived with sorrow that the 
Martignac Ministry was not supported 
by the majority, and, to avoid the ap- 
pearance of being factious, he did not 
oppose the passing of the law confer- 
ring on the Crown the right to grant 
" dotations'* to poor peers. The clos- 
ing of the Session of 1829 was pro- 
nounced the 31st July, and eight days 
afterwards the Martignac Ministry 
existed no longer. 

The Session bf 1830 opened the 2d 
March. The Polignac Ministry had 
been appointed. The general elec- 
tions had taken place. The Chamber 
of Deputies voted, on the 15th March, 
the memorable address of the 221 • 
but, though M. Casimir Perier voted 
in that number, he did not onoe ad- 
dress the House. He was no rebel, 
no exciter of sedition, no lover of 



tumult. He voted what he believed 
to be right ; but he even did that, on 
this occasion, with fear and trembling. 
He was no infringer of the royal pre- 
rogatives, but he had an energetic ha- 
tred for the priest party. The reply of 
Charles X. to the address of the221did 
not surprise M. Perier, but the dissolu- 
tion of the Chambers on the 16th May 
was a great fault on the part of the 
Crown, and was felt to be so by the sub- 
ject of this memoir. No one knew better 
than did Casimir Perier that the Cham- 
ber was not prepared to refuse the 
budgetto the Polignac Adndnistration, 
but that, on the contrary, having satis- 
fied its convictions or its passions, by 
the passing of the address, it would 
have voted the ways and means, and 
even have passed other laws which the 
Government was prepared to submit. 
The dissolution of the Chamber on the 
16th May, 1830, was then a capital 
fault — and the result of the next gene- 
ral elections demonstrated its folly. Of 
course, the same men were returned ; 
of course, they were exasperated at 
having been put to the vast trouble 
and expense of two recent elections ; 
of course, they returned to Paris with 
hostile intentions j and it now did be- 
come rather questionable whether the 
Chamber would vote the budget if 
presented by the same Ministry. 

M. Casimir Perier felt, hoWever^ 
little doubt upon the subject ; he thought 
to the end that, notwithstanding the 
result of the two elections, if the King 
resolved to maintain his Ministry, the 
Chamber could not refuse the means 
for canning on the Government, so 
long as the acts of the Government 
were not illegal. But the King was 
persuaded to take another course — fo 
act upon the 14th article of the Charta 
of 1814, and to make the memorable 
and fatal ordinances of July, 
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HTMN TO DIANA. — CALUMACHUS. 

By the Translator of Homer* s Hymns, 

1 LET US hymn Diana ! — she loves her shafts to throw 

On the mountain top, and the beasts they drop under her swaying bow. 

*Tb her delight in wood and wild to lead her Virgin throng ; 

Wo to the Bard that to her regard pays not the meed of song. 

And hence will we begin. — When a prattler on his knee» 

She thus addressed her Father : — ** O ! grant me aye to be 

A Virgin Queen, and titles great thy little daughter claims ; 

That Phcebus ne*er may taunt mine ear with aU his many names ; 

And let me bear the quiver, and let me bear the bow ; 

Nor ffifts I ask, all these I task the Cyclops to bestow. 

For they shall point my barbed shafts, and they my quiver fill ; ^ 

With tunic bare below the knee let me go forth to kill, > 

And bear the light throughout the night as the deer*s red blood I spill. ) 

And of Ocean, six^ daughters, O ! grant to me, their Queen, 

That yet are in their virgin bloom, and but summers nine have seen ; 

And let the banks of Amnisus their twenty Virgins send, ^ 

My buskins to prepare and my weary dogs to tend, > 

When lynx and deer no longer fear, and I my bow unbend. ) 

Let all the mountain range be mine-Hind but one city give. 

Rarely my feet shall cities greet, on mountains let me live ; 

Then cities only will I see when women on me call. 

In child-birth pdn, for I retain the lot to succour all ; 

The lot the Fates assigned me when first my mother bore. 

And without labour laid me down her gentle arms before.** 

She spake, and stretched her little arms to stroke her father's beard. 

But could not reach ; then at her speech the father's heart was cheered ; 

He gave his nod approving, and bending down his head. 

He sweetly smiled upon his child, and thus in joyance said :— 

^* O ! when such darling offspring shall to my loves be bom» 

The jealous wrath of Juno I will but laugh to scorn. 

Have all thou wilt, sweet daughter, thy wishes perfect be. 

And more than thou art aski^ now thy father gives to thee : 

Not one, but thirty cities, my daughter, shall be thine ; 

Thrice ten of fame to bear thy name and pay thee rites divine ; 

Thrice ten shall worship Dian, nor Deity beside 

Shall share with thee the bended knee, the sanctity, the pride. 

And more, in isle and continent with Phoebus shalt thou share 

In due renown of many a town, of many a city fair ; 

To thee, in all, thy worshippers altars and groves shall raise ; 

And thou Inspectress shalt be called to guiurd all ports and ways.** 

The father spake, and bowed his head, and ratified assent. 

Then straight to the Cretean hill, wood-crowned, the Virgin went ; 

And thence to Ocean, and her choir she chose, herself the queen. 

Unspotted virgins all that thrice three summers scarce had seen. 

Cseratus, River God, was glad — nor Tethys could restrain 

The flood of joy their daughters fair to see in Dian*8 train. 

And hence to Lipara she fared, erst Meligunis named. 

And there she found beneath the ground the brawny Cyclops famed^ 

All standmg roimd a mightpr mass, a mighty work to make, ) 

From whose broad brink nught coursers drmk, — this did they undertake > 

All to fulfil great Neptune's will, and laboured for his sake. ) 

But when the timid virgins the fiery monsters saw — 

Each one a mountain Ossa — ^they stood awhile in awe ; 

Each in his swarthy forehead one burning eyeball raised. 

Vast as a shield that heroes wield, and wondrously it blazed. 

And when they heard the dreadful din from all the anvils round. 

As out it broke from every stroke and did again rebound ; 
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And the bellows blasting windy roar under their labouring hands, 

** And the deep * pant-ho* at every blow** * that shook the neighbouring lands 

Of Italy and Cymus* isle ; huge ^tna roared and rang 1 

As the ponderous hammers high they raised, then down with a mighty bang > 

On bursting brass, or the livid mass, that shook with an iron clang. ) 

Then Ocean*s gentle daughters they coiUd not bear the sight. 

And at the din, those caves within, they trembled with affright. 

As well mav be ; for even queens celestial, when long past 

Their childhood years, with shuddering fears behold ^e monsters vast ; 

And often in their infant state, and difficult to please. 

Hard to obey a mother's sway, they hear such words as these : — 

** Come, Cyclops, Arges, Steropes, come take the wayward child ;*' 

Theu Hermes he witMn besoots his face, and looking wild. 

Comes forth a Cyclop grim and gruff; the affrightened infant flies 

To her mother's breast, all closely pressed both hands before her eyes. 

But thou, fair Queen Diana, when scarce three summers old — 

When thee Latona in her arms, thy mother, yet did hold. 

And bore thee, Vulcan calling, to Brontes to bestow 

A natal gift, with dauntless thrift, to Brontes thou didst go — 

And when he took thee on his knee, and to his bosom clasped. 

The shaggy hair was growing there, thy little hands they grasp'd ; 

And tore away, and from that day, hairs grew not on the skin^ — 

As *twere disease alopeca had kill'd the roots within. 

Then spakest thou, still undismay*d — " A good Cydonian bow. 

All for my sake, ye Cyclops, make, and arrows keen to throw. 

And make for me a quiver large, wherein my shafts be slung, 

For I, no less than Phoebus, am from Latona sprung: 

And if some bristly mountain-boar, or lonely wandering beast 

I chance to slay, oe yours the prey — the Cyclops it shall feast.** 

Thou spakestr— -and the task was done, thou stoodst in arms complete. 

Then for thy dogs to Arcady thou faredst — Pan's retreat ; 

He then a large Mcenalian Lynx in pieces did divide. 

For whelp and hound that fed around, as he the flesh supplied. 

And willingly the bearded God did then on thee bestow 

Two from his pack, half white, half black ; three with ears hanging low. 

And forward — and one brindled dog, all stanch and hounds of note. 

For they woidd dare the lion's glare, and drag him by the throat. 

Yet living, to their home. — Soon more, the Cynosuris breed. 

Of scent most true, and to pursue swift as the wind in speed. 

To track the antler*d forester, or drive him from his lair — 

Or bounding fawn, at early dawn, or scent the sleepless hare — 

To find his secret hiding hole, and drag him from below. 

With his bristly chine, the porcupine, and chase the mountun roe. 

Then forth thou wentest with thy dogs to the Parrhasian mount. 

On whose high crags there stood five stags — they oft had drank the fount 

Of dark Anaurus' rocky stream, and on its banks had fed. 

All large as bulls, a glorious sight, and their wondrous antlers spread. 

Strange to behold, of beaming gold from each majestic head. 

Awhile thou stoodst in mute surprise, till words of triumph came, 

** worthy prize to greet mine eyes, first fruits of Dian's fame'* — 

Five were the stags^but four didst thou o'ertake in fleetest race. 

Nor yet did hound before thee bound, thine only was the chase. 

Four, only four, were thine to take, to draw thy chariot wheels. 

The fifth one fled. Awhile the bed of Celadon conceals 

His panting sides — thence him received the Cerynean Hill 

In its defiles — for such the wiles, such jealous Juno*s will 

Reserved, the last of toib forecast Alcides must fulfil. 

Hail, Artemis, Parthenia, hail I thy hands the giants slew : 
All golden is thy virg^ zone — thine arms of golden hue. 



^ See the beautiful lines, *' The Fprgiog of the Aochor," in Ma^,^ Fl»h., 1Q3% 
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And golden is thy chariot seat^ and golden are the reins 

Thy stag^ to guides that in their pride, do champ their golden chains. 

And wMther did thine antler*d team first hear thee» virgin Queen ? 

To Thracian Hoemus — where the hlast of Boreas, rustling keen, 

Benumhs th' unhous'd inhabitants. Where didst thou cut the pine. 

Thy torch ? the fiame — say whence it came, that shone with light diyine ? 

The pine was on Olympus cut, the flame that round it spread 

It came from the rays of the fiery blaze thy father*s lightnings shed. 

How often didst thou try thy bow, what creatures felt the stroke — 

The first shaft shot was in an elm — the second in an oak. 

The third it struck the mountain beast^the fourth for nobler game — 

Nor wounded trees nor savages — the wicked were its aim. 

Thine arrow sped — it reached the ways of miserable men. 

That truth deny, and justice fly, and make their homes a den 

The helpless stranger to despoil — that do all earthly wrong : 

O wretched they in their dismay, that feel thine anger strong — 

Their cattle perish with disease ; dire hailstones crush their com ; 

And fathers o*er their sons bewail, that ever they were bom. 

Their women die in childbirth pains — or captives, or dispers'd. 

With dreadful throe, bring forth in wo, babes never to be nurs*d. 

But blest are they on whom thou deign*st to look with gentle eye. 

Their home and field abundance yield — their com is waving high. 

Their flocks are on a thousand hUls, all plenteous is their store. 

In peace they dwell, and discord fell is banishM from their door. 

That curse of homes : kind stepmothers beside their daughters sit^ 

Together feast, of fear releas'd, nor dare a crime admit. 

Nor do they die till ripe old age the boon of quiet craves. 

And death comes like a gentle thing to bless them in their gp^ves. 

O Venerable, O Revered, grant such myself to be ; 

My friends be sure, with bosoms pure, and share like love from thee. 

O grant me aye the love of song — the strength, the gift, be mine. 

Fit to rehearse in sacred verse Latona's race divine — 

To hymn the Love of mighty Jove and the twin birth recall — 

And O that chant unto me grant, where thou art all in all — 

And there Apollo shall be sung — be all thy deeds my theme. 

Thy dogs, thy quiver and thy bow, and eke thy antler'd team. 

That bear thee to the courts of Jove, bright-shining all the way. 

And at whose gate two Gods await, and homage to thee pay. 

Fir»t, Hermes takes thy quiver — and Hermes takes thy bow. 

And erst if aught thy chariot brought, Apollo laid it low. 

'Twas his to take the slaughtered beasts ere yet Alcides came ; 

At Heaven's high gates Tyrinthius waits that oflBce now to claim. 

Expecting waits. If aught might be, wherewith good feast to make. 

Then all Heaven's Host, and Juno most, with mocks Olympus shake ; 

When they behold the lumbering God drag up th' Olympian floor ^ 

The carcass of a monstrous bull, or savage slaughter*d boar > 

Dragg'd by his hinder legs, and pant and groan his load before : ) 

Then Dian she thus tauntingly Alcides would address : 

" Thine arrows fling on noxious thing henceforth, that men may bless. 

And call thee, too. Preserver, a name to me they give ; 

Be thine to spare the kid, the hare — let guiltless creatures live. 

But wild-boars rend the tender plant, and tear it by the root ; 

Wild-bulls despoil man's care and toil, and tread it under foot : " 

She said ; and dragg'd the monster beast, still toiling as he spoke. 

For when the Godhead he put on, in Phrygia 'neath the oak. 

He put not off" his gluttony — but keeps his hunger now. 

As from that day Theodamas he slew beneath bis plough. 

For thee thy loosened stags the Nymphs Amnisian comb and feed, ^ 

Sweet trefoil heap, the wnich they reap from Juno's precious mead, > 

Such provender the Coursers eat of Jove's celestial breed. 3 

The Nymphs their golden buckets fill from Heaven's pure crystal pool. 

That (torn Qme brink tho Stegs may drink, and keep them fresh and cool. 
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Thou enterest to thy Father's court— the Goda thy presence greet> 

There all, to gpiye thee place« arise before thy gentle feet i 

But only by Apollo*8 side hast thou thy golden seat. 

O never on that festive day, when thee thy Nymphs surround^ 

All to resort in wonted sport to thy loVd hallowM ground r 

Whether upon Inopus* banks, fair river, or the mead 

Of Pitane, devote to thee, thou shalt their footsteps lead : 

In Limnae, or the reAige-seat thou seekest in thy flight 

From Scythian Taurus, there to shun abominable rite. 

In Alse Araphenides — O never on that day 

Let Oxen mme their yohM incline for hire, though large the payi 

And they, of the Stymphalian breed, the best to turn the soil. 

Of nine years' strength, with horns of length, and fitted for the toil. 

For weary would they bow their necks, and weary would they go. 

Back to their stall at even-^fall, o'er-labour*d, spent, and slow. 

For never yet great Sol, that sheds abroad celestial ray. 

That beauteous train on hill or plain beheld, but he must stay 

His steeds, and draw his chariot up, all in the heavenly way. 

To see the glorious spectacle, and lengthen out the day. 

Tell me wlmt Isle thou lovest best, what Mountain, City, Port, 

What Nymphs or Maids of heavenly birth that join thy huntress sport ? 

Inspire me, thou Diana, that I to all may tell. 

Best lov*d by thee is Doliche of Islands ; passing well 

Thou lovest Perga, chiefest Town — nor mountain may compare 

With thy Taygetus— haven-stored Euripus is thy care ; 

And of all thy nymphs and maidens, that lovely are to see^ 

The Huntress keen, the Cretan Queen, is most belov*d by thee— 

Chief Huntress Britomartis, and sure the prey she slew. 

Her, Minos, struck with burning love, did nine long months pursue ; 

0*er all the many hills of Crete the raging lover sped. 

The savage rock, the rugged oak, the marish was her bed i 

Nine months he walk'd the mountain-tops, till from a rocky height^ 

He nigh had seized the flying maid, that rush'd in wild affiright, 

And from that mountain precipice herself in terror threw—- ; 

Into a Fisher's net she fell — her safe to land they drew. 

Th' admiring Cretans hence the name of Britomartis change. 

And from that fall *Dictynna call. And that high mountain-range. 

Scene of her flight and that pursuit, preserving still the fame 

Of the Maiden's leap into the deep, bears like Dictasan name. 

There the Cydonians altars built, and annual rites renew ; 

But pine and mastic boughs ^one the festal day must view ; 

No chaplet of the myrtle leaf, nor wreath must any bear ; 

The myrtle caught her in her flight, nor did her mantle tear. 

Hence myrtle is a hateful tree, and none may myrtle wear. 

Thee, bright-eyed Upsis, heavenly Queen, that givest lig^t 1 

Dictynna from the lovely nymph the wondering Cretans call— 

Nor didst thou love Cyrene less, th' HypsSan nymph, to whom 

Two hounds thou gavest : in good stead they served her at the tomb 

Of old lolchian Pelias, when sne the victory won ; 1 

And Procris, spouse of Cephalus, thy loved, thy chosen one, S 

Is at thy side, her joy, her pride, o'er wilds with thee to run. ) 

More than thine eyes beloved, thy g^ce fkir Auticlela knew. 

All these for thee first bared tiie knee, and o*er their shoulders threw 

The quiver fiU'd with arrows keen, and bore the bended bow, 

And the bared breast above the vest shone out a heavenly show. 

lasian Atalanta, swift-footed maid, was thine. 

Taught by thy art to fling the dart, and kill the bristly swine. 

Nor yet will generous hunters blame thy skill, recounting o*er 1 

The deed was done in C^ydon — ^the hunting of the boar — j 

For the trophies lie in Arcady, the mighty tusks he wore : J 
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Nor Rboecus, nor Hylaeus, in Hades though they rave. 

Could, metbinks, deny her archery, or the deadly wounds she gave— 

For the envious Centaur*6 entrails the truth would surely tell. 

And the bloody rill on Menalius* hill attest whereon they fell. 

Hail, many-shrined Chitdne, with all thy cities, hail I 

Thou guardian of Miletus — ^when Neleus raised hb sail. 

And put from the Cecropian shore, thou, Chesias, wert his guide, 

Imbrasia, thou of the heavenly race first-throned, and undenied. 

To thee, great Agamemnon, from vengeance long detain*d. 

All to assuage thy fatal ra^e, for thou the winds hadst chained. 

Suspended in thy temple high the helm his vessel bore. 

When for Rhamnusian Helenas sake they sought the Trojan shore. 

And the Greeks they lay in Aulb bay, when Troy should be no more. 

Two temples grateful Proetus rear'd, fair Artemis, to thee. 

This Corian, from his daughters named, from their mad wanderings free. 

And lowiogs o'er the iEgenian hills ; this, Hemeresian, rose 

Near Lyssa, for that thou hadst given their frenzied minds reposor 

For thee the warlike Amazons, great Queen, a statue made. 

In the sea-commanding Ephesus, beneath a beech-tree*s shade ; 

There Hippo, thy first priestess, served— and as the rites advanced. 

First dosing round, with a martial sound they clang'd their arms and danced ; 

Then to ampler space expanding, the full-form'd chorus beat, 

With Saliar skill, as the pipe blows shrill, the measure with their feet — 

For not as yet a foe to stags, Minerva from their bones 

Had formed the flute, and the notes acute assumed their richer tones. 

The noise was heard at Sardis — their madd*ning tramplings tore 

The Berecynthian fastnesses, that echoed back the roar ; 

At every bound they shook the ground, and mighty was the clang 

Of their loud-rattling quivers, that over their shoulders rang. 

And soon around thy statue a stately temple rose 

With deep and large foundations — nor the Eastern splendour shows 

So sumptuous sight ; nor with it vies the far-famed Pvthian shrine. 

O, mad and lost was Lygdamis, threatening these walls divine ! 

He from the Inachian Bosphorus his hosts Cimmerian led. 

And as the sands on countless lands his rushing myriads spread, 

O thou, lost Lygdamis, nor thou, nor of thine armed ranks, 

Cimmerian brood, whose chariots stood upon Cayster*s banks. 

Shall one to Scythia e'er return — for Ephesus is thine. 

And firm shall stand beneath thy hand, and on thy strength recline. 

Munychia — Port^protectress hail, O fair Phersea hail ! 

O who thy might, thy love, may slight, thy worship, and prevail ! 

When Dian's dtars OBneus spurnM, then wretched CEneus knew 

What troubles press*d around his breast — how hard ill deeds to rue I 

Let none with great Diana dare rashly to contend, 

To chase the mountain deer, or the yielding bow to bend ; 

For dreadful was the penalty the avenging Goddess laid 

On Atreus* son, and to the full that penalty he paid. 

And never may presumptuous man e*er court her to his bed — 

Let Otus and Orion tell how weU their wooing sped. 

Let none neglect her annual rites — when Hippo*8 self declined 

The choir to lead, what bitter meed did the loved priestess find 1 

Hail, Goddess, hail, all-powerful hail ! thus I thy praise rehearse ; 
Do thou the whUe vouchsafe to smile propitious on my verse. 
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MY FIE8T CIRCUIT : LAW AND FACTS FROM THE NORTH, 
IN A LETTER TO CBRISTOPHEE NORTH, ESQ. FROM AN OLD CONTRIBUTOR. 



Most Excellent Sir, — I, who 
erewhile recouoted to you, and — 
through your favour — to the whole 
civilized world, divers matters which 
happened in the course of an adven- 
turous day's trip to Calais,* do now 
sit down, in a humour of the like 
communicativeness, to tell you, ' at 
your special instance and request* — 
as we lawyers have it — what chanced 
to me on a late excursion of a some- 
what different description. Since 
then, and since you and I met in the 
flesh, I have become the proprietor of 
a wig and gown, cum pertinentiis : 
lo, I am even an Utter Barrister! 

• • • * So you may 

now write to me, if you think fit, and 
direct thus : — 

X. Y. Z., Esq., 

ire 8fc, ffc. §rc., 

Barrister at Law : 

that is, if you wish my clerk — a stick- 
ler for etiquette — to take the letter 
in, or my sublime self to read and 
answer it ! 

Having attained this exalted rank 
of Counsel Learned in the Law, — 
Heaven save the mark ! — and belong- 
ing to the Common Law Bar, — which 
is the Bar Itinerant, going the circuit 
seemed to follow as a thing of course; 
and when I came to exercise the dif- 
ficult choice of a circuit, and found 
that one of them — the Northern 
Circuit — ^would bring me twice an- 
nually three degrees nearer to your- 
self, dear and venerable sir ! — can 
you wonder that I at once attached 
myself to it ? From the which cir- 
cumstance having been thus brought 
to your knowledge, it would seem to 
follow as a thing of course, that my 
patent will soon be made out as — 
Christopher's Counsel ; or. Standing 
Coimeel to Maga I — But, in sooth, 
why jest thus at starting ? Going a 
first circuit is not a very trifling af- 



fair, but, on the contrary, a matter of 
some interest and anxiety, as you 
may see in due time. Permit me, 
then, to take you along with me — even 
from my own door — telling you the 
truth, and nothing but the truth, but 
not the whole truth : for, first, I shall 
omit all mention of the weadth and 
distinction which I earned ; secondly, 
I shall not presume to take in vain 
the names of the Most Reverend 
Judges, or describe the characters 
and doings of my dear brethren — 
whatever I may at any time think fit 
to write on that subject I shall deal 
with a la Talieyrand-^kee^p it secret 
till thirty years after my decease I 
Then be ye on the look out, ghosts of 
my brethren ! If so — what is left 
me to despribe ? Why, to a man 
with his eyes open, even a common 
journey to and from, and a few days* 
sojourn at Liverpool, cannot be des- 
titute of interest ! But listen, on 
this point, to the gay and gifted 
Sterne : — 

<f — What a large volume of ad- 
ventures may be grasped within this 
little span of life, by him who inte- 
rests his heart in every thing ; and 
who, having eyes to see what time 
and chance are perpetually holding 
out to him, as he joumeyeth on his 
way, misses nothing he csnfairfy lay 
his hands on ! I pity the man who 
can travel from Dan to Beersheba, 
and cry, 'Tis all barren ; — and so it 
is : — and so is all the world — to him 
who unit not cultivate the fruits it 
offers/' Aliens ! 



Circumstances which it is not ne- 
cessary to mention prevented me from 
going the whole circuit ; so, by way 
of making a beginning, I determined to 
join at Liverpool^Uie last stage of 
the circuit — where the commission-day 
was fixed for the 22d of March. As 



• See No. CCLXV., voL XLII., p. 621. 

f t. e. Pleaders * ouster the Bar, to distinguish them from Benchers, or those who 
have been Readers, who are sometimes admitted to plead within the Bar, as the 
Qqeen's Counsel are.-^AC09* 
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soon as I had formed this resolution 
I persuaded a friend, who will flou- 
rish under the designation of Q. in 
this letter, to accompany me, it be- 
ing also his first circuit. Then 
came the doubts as to stage-coach, 
mail — or railroad and mail — ^to Bir- 
mingham. After due deliberation, 
we resolved to go by coach to Bir« 
mingham, and thence on to Liverpool 
by railroad. I sent, therefore, imme- 
diately by a trusty friend, and took 
three outside places — (whether out- 
side or inside had been a matter of 
dire debate between us) — Q. carrying 
his servant with him. The coach 
was the ** Estafette,*' and it started, we 
were told, at ten o'clock — mind that 
— on the 20th of March, from the 
Swan with Two Necks, Lad Lane, 
Cheapside ; by which means, wise 
men as we were, we purposed reach- 
ing Liverpool on the 2 1st ; little 
dreaming, till a chance encounter 
with an experienced circuiteer, of the 
fixed rule of the circuit that no bar- 
rister shall make his appearance in an 
Assize Town before the commission- 
day ; a salutary rule, aimed at the 
prevention of divers obliquities — 
What was to be done ? We had paid 
our fare ; * so we resolved to let it 
stand — start as we had proposed on 
the Tuesday, and spend the Wednes- 
day at Birmingham, a town I had 
never seen, save once for a few hours 
some seventeen years before, when 
being whirled through it on mj way 
home from school. We obtamed a 
letter of introduction to a banker 
there, who, it was hoped, would en- 
able us to amuse ourselves during our 
stay, by seeing what Q. called the 
smutty Lions of Birmingham. Then 
I had my portmanteau packed up, 
containing, in addition to my clothes, 
some eight or ten practical books — 
Ro8Coe*s Civil Evidence, Selwyn's 
Nisi Prius, Burton's Real Property, 
Harrison's Digest, Byles on Bills of 
Exchange, and Roscoe*s Criminal 
Evidence — wherewith I might be en- 
abled to despatch the great business 
which doubtless awaited my coming ; 
while my gown and bands I saw 
neatly spre^ along the surface of the 
ingesta. *' Have we forgotten any 
thing ?" said my poor wife, who was 
plainly not quite calm that morning ; 
" Are you^iirc that every thing is in?" I 
was quite certain of it ; and in a 
twinkling the servant had closed and 



strapped it up. About nine I sat 
down to breakfast; my good wife 
giving me sundry earnest cautions 
concerning damp beds, unaired linen, 
and the like, and hinting grievous 
misgivings about " that odious rail- 
way, on which we were always hearing 
of accidents happening;*' moreover, 
enjoining me to go to church regu- 
larly on the Sunday, and extracting 
many solemn pronuses from me that 
I would write to her, at least every 
other day, a very long letter, what- 
ever my other engagements might be 
— and that she should be quite miser- 
able if I did not : adding something 
indistinctly about the wretchedness of 
being a barrbter's wife — as bad as a 
soldier's, &c. &c. &c. Breakfast was 
soon over ; and the hackney-coach 
drew up to the door. The time had 
arrived when I was to start upon my 
first circuit. *' Won't you see the 
children, Mr — , before you go ?** 
said my wife ; and presently two little 
things— my son and daughter, the 
one a year or two, and the other a 
few months old, were brought down. 
My heart yearned towards them as I 
felt their little fingers playing over 
my face : but time pressed. " Fare- 
well—God bless you all I" said I, 
kissing them fervently. 

" Think of us /" said my wife, as 
we parted ; and the next moment I 
was enclosed in the hackney-coach, 
opposite the large portmanteau which 
contained my little a//. 'Twas a truly 
mberable vehicle, and the sight of 
the skinny feeble horses made one's 
heart ache. " Where shall I drive to, 
sir ?" enquired a husky voice, out of 
a heap of old clothes from the coach- 
box. The Jarvey was a small spare 
fellow, with a thin face, and sharp 
watery eyes, and keen red nose — he 
looked as if he had been drinking gin 
all night. *' Where to, sir ?" he re- 
peated. ^' Oh — Plowden Buildings, 
m the Temple, to take up a gentle- 
man and his servant : ana heark'ee — 
make haste, for Heaven's sake I — 'tis 
a quarter past nine already, and we 
must be at the Swan with Two Necks 
by ten o'clock exactly. D*ye think 
we can do it easily V' ** Oh yes, 
sir — but ye see, we han't a hap'orth 
o' time to lose. Go it, ye cripples — 
go it I" he added, addressing his 
horses, at the same time tenderly re- 
commending his suggestions to their 
attention by sundry blows upon their 
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bony flankft—aBd off we rambled from 
the door. Ah me, how curious I be- 
came ! for we could not be going at 
a less rate than half a mile an hour ; 
and it was only to imagine a stoppage 
in some of those infernal sinuosities 
leading from Cheapside to the coach- 
office ; or e?en a break down 1 with 
an eye to the ayoidance of which lat- 
ter mishap doubtless it was that Jar* 
vey went the gingerly pace he did — 
and which kept me hi a ferer of ap- 
prehension. Then there were my 
friend Q. and his serrant, with Hea- 
yen knows how much luggage, to be 
got into and upon the rickety fabric I 
Q., however, was ready and waiting 
for us^and in a very short time we 
drove off, having exactly nineteen 
minutes in which to go firom almost 
the extremity of the Temple to Lad 
Lane by ten o'clock. Oh ! Christo- 
pher, why will mortals push off every 
thing to the eleventh hour ? Why do 
they take so little care to set out on a 
journey calmly and comfortably — 
loving rather to pass the precedent 
hour in a stew and perspiration — 
curses rising momentarily to their 
lips from a soul boiling over with irri- 
tability ? Ah me I Up Fleet Street 
and Ludgate Hill we positively crawl- 
ed. When we reached St Paul's it 
wanted ten minutes to ten o'clock. 
Good; but we had to go round St 
Paul's Churchyard — and I did not 
know in what part of Cheapside Lad 
Lane was; and our horses seemed, 
th rough mere exhaustion, to be slacken- 
ing even the sorrowful pace at which 
they had hitherto gone. The line of 
somebody on the death of somebody — 

** Tha weary whe«k of life at length stood 
•tiU'^ 

was present to my mind every mo- 
ment. Q. and 1 made many good re- 
solutions'—as we kept our eyefi on our 
watches, and popped our heads out of 
the windows erery half minute to ^ee 
whether the road was clear — that we 
would never run so near the wind 
again. We got into Cheapside, how- 
ever, duly ; — there we were only ooee 
intamipt«d for about half a minute ; 
and just M our watches showed four 
minutes to ten, wo turned down a very 
narrow street on the led hand-side, 
leading down directly to the coach- 
office. When we had got about three 
quarters down this street we were 
stopped by two large and most enor- 



monsly-laden cartSf "standing one on 
each side — and how to get on we knew 
not. In vain our little Jarv^ soueak- 
ed out curses against the lubberly car- 
ters, who listened with a contemptu- 
ously indifferent air, and deignea no 
reply. In an agony I opened the 
coach door, jumped out, and ran down 
to the coach-office to tell the people 
there where we were. It was much 
farther down than I had suspected; I 
rushed breathless into the yard. 

«' Does not the Estafitte Birming- 
ham coach start from this place ?" I 
enquired eagerly of a man slashing 
water over the mud-bespattered wheeb 
of a mail-coach. 

** Yes, it does ; but it's off this ten 
minutes and more.*' 

u offl" 

« Yes, sir." 

« What!—GO!fE!" 

" Yes — starts worry ponctnal in- 
deed — at a quarter to ten, and doesn't 
stop no time for nobody, never, sir !" 
Obstupuit 

** Do you really mean that the 
coach is gone ?" 

** Yes— -^ilap went another pail-fbll 
over the wheels of the mail-coach. 

** Why, the people told me, when 
the places were taken, that the time 
was ten o'clock exactly.*' 

" Did they. Indeed, sir? Then they 
was quite wrong, sir, and no mistake,^' 
he replied, phlegmatically. 

«< Good God ! what shall we do ? 
We've paid our fares." — 

** Never returns no money, 
bOieve.** 

" Have we a chance of catching the 
coach, any where ?" 

«« Why — not much," said he, taking 
off his cap to scratch his head — " but 
if you like you may try, sir ; if you 
goes uncommon quick you may have 
a chance of catching the coach at the 
Angel, at Islington." 

A hopeful beirinning this of iajfir$t 
circuit, \ came baoK to the coach, 
wbieb I found had jiiet got past the 
two earts above tpokeo of, and eom- 
omnieattd the disauying inteiligenee 
to Q. and tiie eoaehraan. I looked 
at the horses, and my heart smote me, 
as I said, ^ Come, off 1 — off for the 
Angel as fhst as ever vou can go! 
— our only chance:" In a trice we 
were on our way, and soon got Into a 
long broad straight street or road that 
led directly towards the Angel. We 
really galloped all the way. How 
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the poor beasts contrived to go such 
a pace I know not, though I could 
hear the grievous thwacks incessantly 
" raining influence " on their lean 
hides. My heart ached for the wretch- 
ed beasts ; and I thought, thank God ! 
we shall, at all events, have nothing 
of this sort upon the railroad — the en- 
gine can*t draw on one*s sympathy I 

But at length, as we dashed round 
to the Angel, there stood a coach — 
tJie coach — ready to start, the coach- 
man with his foot on the wheel, and 
the whip and reins in his hand, and 
the guard evidently looking out for 
some one. '* Come, come, gentlemen, 
really but this an*t the correct thing ; 
Tm a quarter of an hour behind my 
time with waiting for you! Come, 
jump up, gentlemen — jump up — the 
porter will put your luggage on; 
quick, Jarvey, quick T* The offended 
Jehu was obeyed ; we paid the Jarvey 
seven shillings, the scamp demanding 
ten (!) — the servant got up on the 
front, Q. and I behind — crack went 
the whip, off were whisked the cloths 
from the horses, cheerily blew the 
guard his horn — and away we went at 
a rattling pace ! 

Hurried as had been our latter 
movements, I had contrived to pur- 
chase a Tifnes newspaper before the 
coach set off, but, on attempting to 
read it, found that the wind was too 
high ; so I was obliged to put it into 
my pocket for a more couvenient sea- 
son. " Ah ! " thought I, as we rattled 
rapidly along, " every step carries us 
further away from the centre of action 
and influence — glorious London I To- 
morrow morning, and for the next 
three weeks or so, I shall be a day be- 
hind the world; I shall get every 
thing at secondhand — I shall be gloat- 



ing over that which has been forgotten 
in London !'* The sky wore a bleak, 
mottled appearance, and the weather 
was very squally. Gusts of a keen 
north-easterly wind swept searchingly 

East us, accompanied with occasional 
ail and rain, and made us very soon 
regret having taken outside places. I 
had a large blue cloak — two, in fact, 
made into one — with an ample cape, 
which, hood-like, I threw over my 
head when the weather was sharpest, 
and 80 in a considerable measure 
sheltered myself from the sleet and 
rain and cutting wind. Q. had an 
old greatcoat, and an immense ** com- 
fortable*' round his neck. He and I 
sat with our backs to the horses. 
Next to him sat a man having the 
appearance of an elderly commercial 
traveller. Opposite to me sat the 
g^ard on a pile of coats and Mackin- 
toshes ; next to him sat two men of 
humble appearance, who were going, 
it seemed, only half way. As the 
weather became more and more dis- 
agreeable, the guard gave us all a couple 
of thick greatcoats to spread over our 
laps ; but they were insufficient to 
keep my legs warm, for the wind 
rushed through below wretchedly. 
Our umbrellas were next to useless, 
the wind was so high, but my cape 
did me good service on the occasion 
of one or two violent hail-storms. By 
the time that we had got about twenty 
miles we were quite benumbed with 
the cold ; and whenever the coach 
stopped to change horses Q. and I 
jumped down and ran on as fast as we 
could to warm ourselves again. The 
other passengers had, as frequently, 
recourse to brandy, and brandy and 
water.* On one of these occasions 
we were joined by a fellow who cooUy 



* A recollection of the following sensible observations it was that*prevented me from 
ever reeorting to the use of spirits on such occasions :— 

" I may here allude to the common practice of * taking a dram ' of some kind of 
spirits before exposure to cold, a practice both foolish and dangerous ; the stimulatiug 
effect of the spirit soon goes off, and is followed by a degree of languor proportioned 
to the amount of stimulation. This is the state in which the body is most easily chilled ; 
the secretion of the skin most easily checked ; in which the person is most liable ' to 
take cold,' and, if he is exposed to the influence of cold after the stimulating effects 
have subsided, the chances are very strongly in favour of his suffering f^om it. Spirits 
.ought not to be taken before such exposure, unless the person is to be exposed but for 
a very short time, or unless the dose is to be repeated as often as the effects of the 
previous dose begin to subside. Coffee does not seem liable to this objection ;*its 
stimulating effects are much more lasting ; and its warming effects seem to me to be 
even greater, and the subsequent languor is certainly less. Its cordial effects — the 
duration of the stimulus it affords ~w^s, I believe^ first noticed by Dr Hush^ in his 
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squeezed himself between Q. and his 
left-band-sidecompanion« though there 
was hardly room for him, and whose 
appearance and demeanour afforded 
scope for rather amusing observation. 
He seemed about thirty or thirty-two ; 
was rather good-looking ; wore large 
and well-trinmied whiskers; his hat 
was stuck on one side with a devil- 
me-care kind of air; he had a rich 
green silk comfortable round his 
neck — and was> in short, very showily 
dressed, as he sometimes enabled us 
to see by very unnecessarily opening 
hb crack topcoat He possessed a 
most impudent volubility and Bang- 
froid. He gave out his ** damme* s ! ** 
and ** God damme* sl^* with infinite 
frequency, fluency, and zest in his 
conversation with the guard, and there 
was that in his manner which satisfied 
me that he believed himself exciting 
a most favourable impression among 
us. Not so, however, with Q. and 
me, who received all his overtures and 
sallies in frigid silence, with an air 
that soon d^concerted him. The 
g^uard, a steady matter-of-fact fellow, 
at length seemed influenced by our 
demeanour, and talked less and less 
with the intruder, who eventually had 
to smoke his cigar in silence. Dis- 
gusting fellow I he never once thought 
of askuig any of us whether his doing 
so might be disagreeable, though he 
must have seen that the smoke often 
came in our faces. I was a long while 
balancing in my mind whether or not 
I should request him to desist, but at 
length thought it prudent not to incur 
the risk of an insolent answer; for 
what good could come of quarrelling 
with such a being ? He held his cigar 
in his right hand — a huge coarse red 
hand — on the thick little &iger of which 
glittered a massive gold ring, while 
another sparkled on tibe little finger of 
his left hand, which, that we might 
observe, he kindly took, several times, 
out of the double-glove in which it 
was enveloped. This gives me occa- 
sion for a brief, and pleasant, and 
very learned 



DIGRESSION CONCERNING RINGS, 

which, for my part, I do not like to 
see on a maris hand, except in the 
single case of a plain moummg ring ; 
yet, nowadays, how general is the use 
of them becoming ! I lately stood for 
some time close beside the Right Hon. 
Mr Rice, the Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer, for instance, while he was 
speakmg, and observed that he had a 
couple (1) of thick ring^ on the little 
finger of his left hand, and also, un- 
less I am mistaken, two similar ones 
upon one of the fingers of his right 
hand. Now, why might he not as 
well have a hole drill^ in his nose, 
and a ring hung there ? I protest that, 
not long ago, a common cab-driver 
opened the door of his vehicle for me, 
with a hand, on the little finger of 
which was what seemed a gold ring I 
Really this is too bad, going beyond 
even his plebeian pals in ancient 
Rome, who, as you know, dear Cbris- 
topher, wore only iron rings [Stat. 
Stlv. m, 2, 144] ; to distinguish them- 
selves from whom, the patricians were 
led to wear golden and gemmed rings,* 
and at lengUi carried their coxcombry 
to such a pitch as to have their rings 
for summer and their rings for winter 1 
as you recollect in Juvenal : 

*' Crispinns Tyriu hnmero revocanti la- 

cemas, 
Ventilet <utivum digitis sudantibus avritm, 
Nee sufferre queat migoiis pondera gem- 

m«."-.(I. 28.) 

Again — then ancient dandies origi- 
nidly wore only one ring, and that 
on the last finger but one {digitus an- 
nularis) of the ^left hand ; then they 
wore several rings ; and at length, 
precious prigs! several rings on the 
same finger ; as testify Horace and 
MartiaL The barristers, it seems, 
were particularly partial to them. 
Quoth the stem satirist already quoted, 

Ut redeant veteret, Ciceroni nemo dacen- 

tot 
Nunc dederit niiinmos--itut/ii2ffm/ anfitt- 

hu ingeiMi."-.(VIL 188, 9). 



* Enquiry into the effect of ardent spirits.' He says tbat he once knew a country phy- 
sician who made a practice of drinUng a pint ofstronp coffee previous to long-continued 
exposure to cold, and found it more cordial to him than spirits in any form.*' — Robirt- 
80N on Diet and Regimen, pp. 44, 45. 

■ Often of immense value. Poor Nonius was proscribed by Antony for the sake of a 
gem in his ring, said to be worth 40,000 sesterces. A full account of rings is to be 
found in Facdolati's Lexicon, sttb voce* 
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Nay, very great was tlio confidence 
which clients reposed in the rings of 
their counsel — so that one who hired 
a handsome one got a larger fee than 
his betters : — 

.^** Condueta Paulas agebat 
8ardonye0t atque ideo pluris quun Cossus 

agebat 
Quam BasllasI" (VIL 143^.) 

.—But all this is a parenthesis. I re- 
turn to ray road-side swell* After 
sitting with us for a stage or two, we 
found him to be an occasional coach- 
man on that line of road ; he drove us 
some fifteen or twenty miles* and in 
such a wild harum-scarum style as 
made us all quake several times for 
fear of being overturned. He did not 
deign to apply to any of us for the usual 
gratuity ; and I think he would have 
failed if he had. 

A few miles further on we picked 
up another passenger — apparently a 
decent kind of mercantile man, of mid- 
dle age. He soon got upon talking 
terms with the guard, and also with 
us, and disclosed himself, in a confident 
and zealous manner, to be a tee'totaller^ 
Most eager, indeed, he was, both in 
season and, it would seem, out of sea- 
son, to propagate his principles. It 
was quite laughable the abrupt dash 
he made into his faTourit« subject, 
which was thus. " D'ye know, Mr 
Guard, Tve not tasted a drop of spirits, 
wine* or malt liquor, this seven years 1** 

« You look like it!*' replied the 
guard, in such a quaint bitter way, 
that we all burst Into laughter. But 
the tee-totaller was not to be dismayed : 
and at length Q. and I got embroiled 
in the discussion. He was evidently 
a good-natured, but foolish fellow, 
with only a sort of little slang about 
" temperance,** — which he said meant 
" tee-totalism*' — ^in defence of hb most 
unpopular doctrines, and which he 
kept repeating over and over again. 
He said that he himself waa a Imppy 
instance of the efiects of tee-totalism ; 
for wheretB bo had once been very 
subject to headaches, he now never 
had them-^post hoc, of cownet propter 
hoc. He contended that it was a sin 
to touch either spirits, or wine, or 
malt liquor. 

** What! wine tiiat maketh glad the 
heart of man ?** quoth I. He seemed 
a little staggfered, for he evidently 
k&fir that I had quoted Scripture. 
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" Ah, yo8,** said he, after a slight 
hesitatioui " but that means*'— ^ 

*' Come, old gentleman," interrupt- 
ed the guard, triumphantly, " don't 
like it, eh ? Answer it 1** 

" And so I will ; d'you think I don*t 
know how to answer it? It means 
that it's good where it*s taken. — as 
physic 1" 

" What did God Almighty make 
barley for ?** gruffly enquired a pas« 
sengper that had not hitherto spoken ; 
and received no answer to his ques- 
tion. 

" Don't you think." said Q., " that 
they are all good and allowable things, 
but that the sin lies in our abusing 
them, as in abusing any thing else T 

" No, oh no ; they're all liquid 
poison r* 

*' Ah, ha, old chap— you're hard up 
for an answer to any thing these gen- 
tlemen say!'* interposed the guard, 
with an exulting air. " Now lookee, 
sir,** he continued, earnestly, <*you 
see I'm often out all night long, in 
bitter cold nights^-like last night, for 
instance — and wet through often 
into the bargain for fifty miles to- 
gether; now you arn't such a muff 
as to say that I mayn't now and then 
get down and take a drop of some- 
thing warm to keep the life in me?'* 
" Oh dear, no 1 you may take a dish 

of tea'* 

" Go to 1 *' ftiriously growled 

the guard, turning away as far as he 
could his whole bodv from the holder 
of such damnable doctrines. In an- 
swer to a question of mine, our tee-' 
totaller declared it his opinion that it 
was-* wrong to have wine for the 
sacrament ! ! That cold tea, or even 
cold water, ought to be substituted for 
it ! I — I asked the simpleton if he had 
never read his Bible, and found that 
our blessed Saviour did " drink of the 
fruit of the vine, and give it to his 
disciples?" He replied that that 
didn't prove wine to be a good thing, 
and that he had never had a headache 
nnce he had left it offl-^Here our 
' discussion ended. It was now about 
three o*clock in the afternoon, and Q. 
and I were almost perished with cold. 
The bitter wind kept blowing at ud 
with omel constancy, frequently ac- 
companied, with hail and sleet. Not 
a gumpse had there been of genial 
sunshine all the day; hot far and wide, 
OTer thtf ttttTd nuidoirfiiui emnlt}^ 
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stretched the gloomy wintry »ky with 
which we had Bet out. I felt the cold 
most in my leffs. Throwing my cape 
over my heady 1 strove several times 
to ffo to sleep and forget it; hut I 
could not do so for mure than a few 
minutes together. How often did I 
curse nov folly in coming on the out- 
side 1 — By the time that we had ar< 
rived at the inn where we were to 
dine I felt so henumhed — as evidently 
did Q. and hb servant — that I could 
hardly get down. In the parlour of 
the inn was cheerfully crackling and 
hlazing a large wood fire ; and hungry 
as 1 was, I let ^ve out of our precious 
twenty minutes pass in warnung my- 
self before attempting to eat. I then 
partook heartilv of some excellent hot 
boiled round of beef and mealy pota- 
toes. You should have seen the face 
of our tee-totaller^ who dined with us« 
when he saw me raise to my lips a 
larg^ glass of famous, clear, amber- 
huei ale, with a snowy crest upon 
it I 

** Hadn*t you better pour some out 
for that gentleman ?" said I, smiling- 
ly, to the buxom wench who waited 
on us. 

** Oh DO, thank you, sir,** said he, 
with at once a bitter and a sheepish 
air — " I — I — prefer <Ai«/" pointing 
to a glass of water that made my teeth 
ache to look at. 1 am sure that had 
the poor fellow been alone — or had 
he not been so far committed to us by 
the disclosure of his opinion — he would 
in a twinkling have given tlie go-by 
to all his fantastical fiddle-faddle about 
temperance, and toped off a quart of 
the generous beverage. As it was, 
he bolted his three quarters of a pint 
of cold water with a rueful air I 

When the guard entered to summon 
us off we both paid ten shillings to 
ride the remainder of the journey in- 
side. There was only one passenger 
within beside ourselves — a respects 
able gentleman, a West Indian ; with 
whom we gossipped pleasantly enough. 
How I felt fbr those outside! The 
night was clear and bright, but, oh, 
how cold I We got on very comfort- 
ably, except that the coachman, at 
one of the places where we changed 
horses, put inside an elderly woman*— 
apparently a friend of his — who had 
on her lap a small basket, w*hence is- 
sued an cmIout like that of a fowl de- 
composing, — and which was so disa- 
greeable as to require opening the 



window, cold as it was. Then she 
would talk I I, who was her vis-ci-vis, 
answered her only in reluctant, ungra- 
cious monosyllables, being very sleepy 
--"Deari^Ah! Yes I — Indeed r 
wishing her all the while any where 
but where she was. At length she 
kindly ceased, and we all seemed drop- 
ping mto a nap ; I, at least, was ^t 
forgetting the woman opposite and her 
abominable basket^ when — a thought 
suddenly Hashed across my mind--- 
" Good Heavens! — My wig I** I ex- 
claimed, with a start. 

" Eh !— what— what's the matter ?" 
enquired Q, startled out of his doze. 

** Q., my wig ! my wig I ** 

Our West Indian friend laughed, 
and said to Q. — " He's dreaming 1 *' 

" What is the matter?** enquired 
Q. 

" Alas-^rve certainly left my wig 
behind after all I " 

" Your wig— of all thmgs !" 

« Yes— my wig!" 

" You don^t say so ! ** pointedly ex- 
claimed our West Indian, good-na- 
turedly. He could have had no notion 
of the nature of my calamity. 

** La, sir, excuse me, but you seem 
to have a good enough wig on now ; 
what's the use of two?*' enquired the 
woman with the stench. 

" What shall I dot** I exckimcd 
with a sigh of vexation. 

<' How do you know,'* said Q., 
" that it is not in your portmanteau ? ** 

'* Oh, I am sure of it ; I now recol- 
Icct where It must be — in a place that 
would be very unlikely to occur to lis 
in the hurrying of packing up. It is 
lying on the top of one of the book- 
shelves in my study I How very — 
very provoking! I recollect now 
seeing my gown lying along the top 
of the things in the portmanteau — I 
wonder it did not suggest "— 

" Oh, now I see what you are, sir ; 
you're a counsellor, sir, ar'n't you ?'* 
politely enquired the woman with the 
stench. 

" You are hi a fix," quoth the West 
Indian, with a giggle^-" that is, if 
the wisdom's in the wigl*^ I could 
not just then exactly relish the joke, 
or admire the taste of it. What was 
to be done ? Visions came o*er me of 
the crowds of clients who would be- 
siege my lodgings with armfuls of 
briefs as soon as my arrival in Liver- 
pool had become known— the court 
opening on Uie next moming««4uid I 
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wigless ! an object of which the judge 
could not take judicial notice I He 
could not see or hear me ! And if so, 
what was to become of the interests of 
my numerous clients ? After we had 
fully discussed the matter, it was 
agreed that the best thing I could do 
would be to get out for a few minutes 
at Coventry, which was then about 
eight miles off, and if possible send off 
a line to town, in time for the mail, 
which would pass through Coventry 
about twelve o'clock, on its way to 
London. If I succeeded in doing so 
my letter would be delivered on the 
ensuing morning at ten o'clock ; the 
wig could be despatched by the three 
o'clock coach, directed to me at Liver- 
pool ; and thus I might find it await- 
ing my arrival. But then, again — 
suppose my wife should be from home I 
For I recollected that she had talked 
of gping immediately to spend a day 
or two with a friend at some distance 
from town ; or suppose she should be 
unable to find my wig ;— or suppose, 
after all, it should be at that moment 
in my portmanteau — how could I as- 
certam this latter fact without losing 
the opportunity of rectifving the error 
by the first coach, if it should turn out 
that my wig was not there ? Titilla- 
ted by these pleasant possibilities I 
reached Coventry, and, the moment 
that the coach stopped, jumped out, 
ran into the booking-office, ana scrawl- 
ed off the following, which, as pleasing 
evidence of my thoughtfulness, my 
wife has preserved : — 

" My wig f — Forgotten ! ! — In the 
tin box, on the lowest shelf of books 
in the study. Tie it up securely di- 
rect it distmctly to ' on the 

Northern Circuit, at the Adelphi, Li- 
verpool ; * accompany the servant with 
it, by two o'clock, to the Swan with 
Two Necks, book it, and pay the full 
carriage on to Liverpool. Herein 
fail not, as you love me. Yours, 
X. Y. 

"Coventry, half past nine, p. m.. 
Addressed—" To Mrs X. Y. ; or any 
of the servants,** 

Having secured its due transmission 
to the post office, and thanked the 
civil booking-officer, I re-entered the 
coach, somewhat relieved from my 
anxiety. The chattering woman with 
the stench had gone ; so we all began 
to doze and sleep ; for where is there 
a better incentive to sleep than rolling 
smoothly along inside a coach, in the 



dark, and when you have been travel- 
ling the whole day ? For a while I 
fixed my eyes on the lantern nearest 
me, shedding its dusky circumscribed 
light over the empty high-road, which 
alone it rendered visible, and nothing 
was audible but the monotonous clat- 
tering tramp of the horses and dull 
rumbling of the coach wheels ; I be- 
came gradually less and less sensible 
both of the one and the other — and at 
length — saw, and heard, and thought 
of nothing at all. 

I was roused from sleep some time 
afterwards by hearing the voices of 
persons shouting and swearing violent- 
ly. I found that the coach was stand- 
ing opposite a public-house, where we 
changed horses ; and Q. informed me 
of what was going on. We had been 
waiting there upwards of a quarter of 
an hour ; for, as the two leaders were 
standing ready to be harnessed to the 
coach, one of them took it into his 
head to bolt off towards Birmingham 
at his top-speed. The other, as soon 
as he saw the ostler pelting after his 
companion, turned round — the droll 
brute ! — and- scampered off, similarly 
attended, in an opposite direction : as if 
it had been a trick concerted between 
them 1 You should have seen the fat old 
owner of the public-house at the time 
when this happened I He was stand- 
ing, said Q.,againstthedoor-post, lean- 
ing on a sort of crutch, having appa- 
rently the gout— and shook his cane- 
stick, and cursed and swore after the 
horses " errant*' in ludicrous and im- 
potent rage. In about ^ve minutes' 
time the first horse was brought back ; 
and the already- winded ostler, after se- 
curing it, had to start off again in search 
of the other I He was gone so long* 
without any signs of returning, that a 
third was ordered to mount the first 
fugitive and ride after the second ! 
This was the state of things when I 
awoke. The first words which I heard 
the old man utter, after stretching his 
head and straining his ear in the di- 
rection taken by the last-mentioned 
horse, were, " I can't hear 'em I 
D — d, if I don't think the brute's got 
up into a tree, and hid hi'self 1 Lord, I 
only wish I had'em here !" said he, sha- 
king his stick with direful significancy . 

At length, however, the horse was 
brought back again, having been, it 
seemed, a most infernal way up the 
road ; and, after waiting for upwards 
of twenty-five minutes, we again set 
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off on our journey, Q. and I consoling 
ourselyes with the reflection, that this 
sort of thing, at all events, could not 
happen on the railway. We reached 
Birmingham about half-past eleven; 
and, as the coach put up at the Sw(m, 
and the hour was so late, and our stay 
in the town so short, we did the same 
— though we had purposed going to 
the Hen and Chickens, We were 
soon seated in an excellent coffee- 
room beside a roaring fire : and Q, 
and I, together with our West Indian 
companion — the only tenants of the 
room — ^haying partaken, with infinite 
relish, of coffee, toast, and collared 
tongrue, and chatted together for about 
half an hour about snakes, slaves, and 
sugar, retired to our respective rooms. 
I slept like a top till nine o'clock the 
next morning, and rose refreshed. On 
returning to the coffee-room, I found 
it almost filled with anxious mercantile- 
looking people, in travelling costume, 
hurriedly swallowing breakfast, in pre- 
paration for resuming their journey to 
Liverpool or to London, from one or 
other of which places they had just ar- 
rived, most of them having the jaded 
squalid aspect of night-travellers. As 
all the tables were filled, I had to wait 
some time before one was vacant for 
Q. and me — one comfort of putting up 
at a commercial inn. We had brought 
with us, as I before intimated, alerter of 
introduction to a banker in the town, and 
despatched it to him while we were at 
breakfast ; the object of which, next to 
the pleasure of seeing him, was our 
being put into the way of seeing some 
of the sights in Birmingham. He very 
politely called upon us, accompanied 
by a relative, in about half an hour's 
time — a compliment we felt, from men 
in important business ; and one or 
other of them accompanied us, during 
the greater portion of the day, to va- 
rious places of interest — especially 
manufactories ; giving us an invitation 
to dinner in the evening. The first 
place we saw was the Town-hall, a 
fine large building, with an imposing 
exterior, standing out well and grace- 
fully from amidst the somewhat mean 
shops and houses which surrounded it. 
The interior is striking, but the win- 
dows are far too numerous, and greatly 
detract from the general effect; the 
ceiling and walls being, also in equal 
bad taste, as I conceive, painted white, 
or very nearly so, and the pipes of the 
most enormous organ I ever saw being 
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of a colour conformable. We were 
very anxious to hear the voice of the 
monster ; but he would not, as he was 
being got ready for a large musical 
party on the morrow, when Braham 
and a few others of his class were — 
vain mimicry! — to strain their tiny 
pipes before him. He weighed I for- 
get how many tons, though we were 
told ; and his largest pipe was Z in 
three fiats, or something of that sort. 
When we got outside it was coming 
down a drizzling rain, and nofhing could 
be more dreary than the aspect of things. 
A great manufacturing town, with 
high chimneys smoking in all direc- 
tions — the houses and shops, great and 
small, being of a dirty reddish hue, and 
seeming only subordinate and auxi- 
liary to the manufactories — ^but few 
people to be seen in the streets, which 
were bad and dirty ; add to all this, 
the thick, hazy, smoke-laden atmo- 
sphere, and the small searching rain 
coming down unintermittingly^and 
you may suppose that there was nothing 
particularly calculated to elate our spi- 
rits. We were, however, exceedingly 
interested in the several manufactories 
which we visited. The first was a 
glass-house — how dark and hot it was I 
— especially when contrasted with the 
cold and wet without. Of course you 
and many of your readers must have 
seen a glass-house ; I shall not, there- 
fore, trouble you with adescription of it. 
I know, however, and you can gueisp, 
what the intense and blasting furnace, 
which, out of small apertures, shot its 
lurid rays through the gloom, remind- 
ed one of— but will not mention it to 
*' ears polite.** It is curious to see a 
swart fellow poke a long hoUow rod 
into tiie furnace, attach to the end of 
it a small quantity of the pliant mass, 
all red and glowing — ^blow it out, roll 
it about a litUe — and lo, in a twinkling, 
a saltcellar, a tcunbler, a wine-glass, 
a decanter ! In another part of the 
works a great number of women were 
grinding glass for lamps, ko. &a, an 
operation which seemed to me to re- 

3nire both care and dexterity. A third 
epartment was that of the glass-cut- 
ters, most of whom were little boys, 
who sat at their respective machines 
working as gravely, silentiy, and me- 
thodica&y as their fathers. This also 
is an interesting process. The last 
room was an outer one, on the door of 
which might have been inscribed, — 
*' Gather up Uie fragments, that no* 
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thlngr be lost,** for in it two elderly solid cylinders, of polished steel or 



women wero busily engaged sorting 
and most carefully washing all the bro- 
ken glass of the establishment, for the 
purpose of its being used up again. 
Practice,otcowne, makes per fect,hnt 1 
shuddered to see the haste and reckless- 
ness with which they handled the sharp 
fragments— thrusting their hands into 
great baskets-full as carelessly at a 
child into the heaps of pebbles on the 
sea-shore. One of them informed 
me that 0he had npt cut her hand> 
nor hardly scratched it, for a twelve- 
month. 

The next place which we visited 1 
hardly know how to describe. It con- 
sisted of extensive premises, principal- 
ly occupied by a very large steam- 
engine, at full work when we entered^ 
whose powers were chiefly applied to 
the rolling of brass, iron, and copper 
into rods, bars, and plates, even of the 
greatest tenuity. They rolled a penny- 
piece — save us from the Attorney- Ge- 
neral I — into a thin slip of copper, some 
third of an inch in width, and I don'i 
know how many yards in length. Q. 
has it still by him. I shuddered as I 
stood in the midst of the machinery—. 
immense wheels and cjlinders all in 
full action, the former whirling round 
sixtj times a minute, and keeping in 
rapid motion a vast number of smaller 
ones, which again communicated mo- 
tion to numerous other portions of the 
machinery, some of them very remote^ 
and belonging to various persons in 
different trades, who rented the use of 
the steam-engine of the proprietor ol 
it — all working at the same moment. 
Whilst I was gazing in silent appre- 
hension at the tremendous fly-wheel 
making its fearfully rapid revolutionSf 
a shrill whistle was heard, and within 
a moment or two every thing was at 
an absolute stand-still. Notice had 
been given that some small matter re- 
quired rectifjing. So easily is this 
huge agent controlled ! I always feel 
great nervousness When amidst steam- 
machinery — a horror of being sudden- 
ly entangled and crushed to death, as 
I heard, on this occasion, of one or 
two frightful instances ; and, gather- 
ing the tails of my surtout closely 
around me, I "walked circumspectly,'* 
and with some trepidation^ dose past 
the enormous fly-whcd already men- 
tioned, and who9e motions it made one 
dizsy to look at. The process of roll- 
ing out the metal was the most strik- 
ing of those I wltQ03socl« Fancy two 



iron, plac^ parallel norizontally, roll 
ing round, say one set within three 
inches of one another, the next an 
inchf &c. Between them is pushed a 
solid bar of copper or iron, which, 
in passing through, of course snflers 
a certain degree of attenuation, and 
comes out proportionally flattened and 
elongated. Thus it would be passed 
between cylinders closer and closer 
together, till, if re<|uired, it might be 
reduced to the tenmty of tinfoil 1 As 
I stood watching the men who, with 
such an indiflerent and apparently 
careless air, thrust the metal between 
these riq)idly revolving cylinders, I 
could not help a frequent shudder at 
the possibility of their' fingers going a 
little too far, as had several times been 
the case. In one of the rooms at- 
tached to the central one, in which the 
engine stood, were a number of boys 
and women, sitting each at their ma- 
chine, making iron heels for boots and 
shoes. How easily and rapidly it was 
done I Tlie little straight bars of iron 
seemed like wax in the hands of a mere 
boy or girl, who moulded them into 
the proper shape, and punched the 
nail-holes in, and polished the rim, with 
surprising rapidity. 

The next place which we visited 
was a serew-manufaetory. The pro- 
cess was very curious and interesting 
to witness, but difficult to describe. I 
had no idea that screws were made in 
the way I saw. Here again women^ 
chiefly young ones, were the principal 
performers, and did their work with 
the utmost ease, rapidity, and effect. 

By this time it was nearly three 
o'clock. The rain still came down 
steadily, and therefore we thought it 
best to return to our hotel, especially 
as we had letters to write. My wig 
had been bobbing before " mv mind's 
eve** fifty times during the day. 
Would it arrive in time, and safely ? 
Suppose the man at Coventry, though 
fee*d for his trouble, had neglected or 
forgotten to put my letter into the post 
— or suppose my wife to have gone 
from, home, and the servants to be un- 
able to find the wig, or to take proper 
means for sending it on, as directed— 
or suppose — but it was useless to bo- 
ther one's self about it any further. I 
wrote ofi^ a long letter home, and then 
we dressed and set ofl' to dine with our 
friends, as we did right pleasantiy. I 
found that we had omitted to see one 
or two leading sights^the gun-barrel 
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manufactory and Mr Miintz*i whis« 
kers, Imt tbe thing could not, th«n, bt 
helped, 

I rose at half- past six o*olock in the 
morning — the train starting from a 
place two miles otf at eight o'clock. 
It was bitterly cold, and the snow waa 
fluttering down fast and thick. I waa 
in the coffeeroom about seven^ add 
found it crowded as on the previous 
morning by travellersy most of whom 
looked coldi and wearied, and hungry. 
As before, too, I had to wait a consi- 
derable time before 1 could get my 
breakfast. 1 had barely finished my 
second ef^^ and cup of cofiee whea 
the omnibus which was to convey as 
to the railroad was announced. We 
hurriedly discharged our bill, threw 
our cloaks around us, and succeeded 
in getting to the omnibus just as, being 
fuU, it set oft. We were obliged, 
therefore, to have a fly, and stood» 
while it was prepming for us, by our 
luggpage at the door, in the cold and 
snow, cursing our constant ill luck* 
We reached the railroad station, how- 
ever, in good time ; and having in our 
turn — for there was a crowd of appli- 
eants^-paid a gfuinea a-piece for our* 
selves, and fourteen shillings for the 
servant, for which we received tickets^ 
niAnbering both our carriage and the 
particular seat which ire were to oc- 
cupy, we went forthwith to the train 
— I. e. a series of the bodies — as they 
seemed — of handsome and commo- 
dious stage-eoaobes, hooked together 
— say. fourteen of them — each con- 
taining ample room for six passengen^ 
the seats being separate* and which^ 
being also numbered, secured regu- 
larity and a good undentanding as te 
their rights among the passengers. 
This cireumstance I learnt thus:^« 
** Sir, I beg your pardon," said a gen* 
tleman entering, and looking at dm 
and the seat 1 had chosen, ^ but I ana 
eighty." 

** Really, sir, I don't understand," 
I replied, with a smile, wnd great sur- 
prise I '* what if you are eighty ?— you 
don't look as much." 

" Oh, my seat is number 80--that's 
all," herej(Mned, smiling in his turn, 
and poin^ng to the number, whieH 
glittered in brats letters immiediatriy 
over me* 

Of course I immediately surrom- 
dered my seat, and took one just op- 
posite to Q., each of us sitting near 
the window. This matter settled, I 
was getting out to look about me Ifor 



a moment, when I heard the sound of 
a trumpet, and in a moment after saw 
a ponderous structure roU slowly and 
hissing past ;--it was the engpne, just 
taken out of his shed, and gomg to be 
attached to the train. He bore the 
startling name, ** Siaocco,** in large 
gold letters, on his flank, and looked 
quite splendid in his polished brass 
and steel. He carried his food and wa- 
ter after him I Presently our tickets 
were called for; then a man went 
along from carriage to carriage, care- 
fhllv fastening the doors and acyusting 
the bandies safely, while another placed 
palm-oil on the wheels. There was 
none of the noise and bustle ordinarily 
attending the starting of a stage-coach i 
OB the contrary, all was quiet and me- 
thodical. Again the trumpet sound- 
ed I jmd just at eight o'clock we felt 
a gentle motion^ noiseless withaL— and 
Ibund that we had oommeneed our 
journey, but as slowly as we could 
well move at first. Gradually wo 
quickened our speed till we had got 
uurly on our way and were dear of all 
interruption, when, as Q. expressed 
it, we certainly *' went the pace / " I 
let down the glass and put out iny 
head to see the length and ^pearanee 
of the train, but quickly withdrew it ; 
for, what with the sleet, and the draught 
occasioned by the rapidity wiUi wldch 
we were passing through the bitterlv- 
cold air, it was unpleasant enough. 
How dreary tbe country looked 1 I 
shut the window and wrapped mysdf 
up in my cloak, leant back in my seat, 
and. together with Q., enjoyed for a 
while, in silence, the novelty of our 
sensation and situation. The motion 
was pretty uniforin — gentle, slightly 
vibrating, with now and theil a jerk i 
we could have written all the way we 
went. So long as we looked only at 
distant oljeets, we did not seem to be 
going mueh quicker than in a fast 
stage«coaoh ; but as soon as we looked 
at any thing nearer— at the fence of 
the nul-road, for instance — ^we became 
instantly sensible of the prodigiom 
rapidity of our motion. It was really 
pamM to look down for a minute tc»* 
getiier. While I was diinking about 
the rapidity and pleasure of our rate 
and mode of travelling — 

^' Confound it!** exclaimed Q., 
" where* » my umbreUa ? " 

Certei we were a precions pair of 
travellers 1 He had left it at the Swan! 
I pdnted ugnifieaiitly to mine, which 
I had in my band; but ho dashed my 
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triumph by saying briskly — " Your 
wig', you'll remember 1" 

We stopped once in about every 
twelve or fifteen miles at ** Stations,'* 
in Older to give off or take in passen- 
gers, as also to let our good Sirocco 
drink — (a rare draught, merry mon- 
ster ! was his — a hogshead at least !) 
— and feed, when he snapped up se- 
veral sacks of coals, apparently with 
great relish. What a digestion must 
be his ! Well may his breath be hot 
and his system feverish 1 He general- 
ly panted a little at starting and 
stopping, but it soon passed off, and 
he ran the remdnder of his journey 
without any apparent effort or ex- 
haustion. 

The word *' explosion" flitted of- 
tener through my thoughts, I must 
confess, than I could have wishedi and 
always occasioned a momentary tre- 
mor, especially when my fancy would 
fly forward and image forth some such 
pleasant paragraph as — ** Frightful 
Accident and Loss of Lives on the Li* 
verpool and Birmingham RaH-road, 
ffc, — Boiler burst, &c. &c. ; engine- 
man blown to atoms, his remains 
falling at several fields* distance. 
Amongst the sufferers, we regret to 
say, two gentlemen of the bar, going 
for the first time on the Northern Cir- 
cuit, &c. — now lying in an utterly 
hopeless state at the Cat and Cock- 
chafer, near Stafford ; rejoice to add, 
no fault to be attributed to any one," 
&o. &c. 

Have jrou never, my dear sir, expe- 
rienced smiilar feelings ? — or have you 
ever ** steamed it f*' I would give a 
trifle, if you had, for your description 
of it — of your feelings while being 
whirled along at such an astounding 
speed, and in such a novel manner. 
For about twelve miles we went at the 
rate of at least forty miles an hour ! 
To prove the verj great rapidity with 
which we were nying along : — there 
was not a breath of air when we start- 
ed from one of the stations ; in a few 
minutes* tune, happening to put my 
head through the window for a mo- 
ment, I seemed to encounter a hurri- 
cane, and yet I observed that the 
small branches of the trees near the 
road-side did not move in the least. 
Q. sate lazily back in the comer ; 
and since he could not put his head 
through the window to try the expe- 
riment, in order to show him how 
matters stood, I fastened one end of 



my pocket-handkerchief round my 
finger, and put mv hand outside-^ 
when the handkerchief instantly flew 
and fluttered along, crackling like a 
pennant at a mast-head in a strong 
wind. Indeed, I was very nearly 
losing it. It was reallv painful to the 
eyes to look out a-head, the draught of 
air was so strong ; and, as I observed 
before, it was dizzy work to look 
down immediately upon the road, and 
see the velocity with which we passed 
over it. Object after object — rails, 
posts, trees, &c., glanced like light as 
we shot past them. On one occasion 
I had just thrust mv head out, when 
something huge, black, tremendous, 
rushed h&ing close past me, within a 
fbw inches of my face, and I fell back in 
my seat as if I had been shot. It was 
another train which was coming in 
the opposite direction. After only a 
few moments* pause, I looked out 
after it ; but I protest it was almost 
out of sight. At one place there were 
several horses in a field near the road, 
all of whom, afirighted at our mon- 
strous appearance, galloped off, ex« 
cept one, who remained behind, look- 
ing at us, I could imagine, with a sad 
air ; possibly repeating to himself the 
words of our great poet — 

** O, farewell, 
Farewell the neighiog steed ! 
And, oh ! you mortal engine* /— • 
Farewell ! Othello's occupation's gone ! ** 

When we had considerably abated 
our speed, I observed a droll evidence 
of the rapidity with which we were 
still travelling. A good-sized dog 
suddenly popped out of a shed on the 
roadside, and literally ran a race with 
us for about two minutes, evidently 
as fast as he could lay his feet to the 
ground : but 'twas in vain ; he could 
not keep abreast of the carriage op- 
posite to which he had started ; but 
carriage after carriage quickly passed 
him, till the whole train had got a-head 
of him, when he stopped — a mere 
speck in the rapidly-increasing dis- 
tance. This is certainly quick work, 
but why should we not go far quicker ? 
Why not a hundred miles an hour ? 
What is to prevent it,^xcept the in- 
creased danger arising from any pos- 
sible interruption or obstacle, or the 
expense of increased wear and tear ? 
I was told that, not more than a month 
before, an experimental trip was made 
on the same line of road by some en- 
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gineer» with only one carriage attached 
to the engine^ and they went seventy 
miles in one hourl We had to go 
through a tunnel on reaching the con- 
fines of Liverpool^ and which passes 
directly under the town. The engine 
was detached from the train on arriv- 
ing at the mouth of the tunnel, and a 
rope, or ropes, attached in its place — 
but I did not see the process — by 
which we were to be drawn through 
the whole length of the tunnel ! It 
was dreary enough work, plunged as 
we were, instanter, out of broad day- 
light into black Cimmerian gloom — 

" Shot up from oat ward light. 

To incorporate with gloomy night.'** 

A lamp here and there shed its pallid, 
circumscribed light over the damp 
low sides and roof of the tunnel, which 
is very narrow, and so long, that if 
you put your head through the win- 
dow you could not see light at either 
extremity — at least, only as a kind of 
speck. And there we were labouring 
heavily along, not at our former speed; 
nothing being heard but the dull 
rumbling noise of the wheels upon the 
rails, and the vapours striking so raw 
and cold, that we were forced to close 
the window ; when divers pleasant 
thoughts crossed my mind. Suppose 
some accident should happen to us-« 
just then ! The tunnel fall in, and 
bring half Liverpool about our ears — 
we should not be dug out in less than 
three years* time, if any one had cu- 
riosity enough to set about such a 
task. Suppose some of the queer in- 
visible mechanism by which we were 
drawn along should give way — in 
short, Aow I hate tunnels ; especially 
tunnels a mile and a quarter in length I 
Hear this, and remember it, all ye 
constructors of railroads; or dread 
ye my displeasure, and also yours, re- 
vered Christopher North. Right glad 
was I when, after an eight minutes* 
incarceration in pitch-darkness — and 
six hours and a nalfs journey from 
Birmingham — a much longer one than 
usual — we emerged into the dear day- 
light again, when the train stopped 
at a handsome and commodious sta- 
tion, where were numerous porters 
and flys awaiting our arrival. We 
got into one of the latter, with our 
luggage, in a trice — having to encoun- 
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ter no pestering about gratuities, &c. 
on quitting the tram, a circumstance 
which almost always throws a dash 
of unpleasantness into the. close of a 
stage-coach journey. Every thing 
was then as silent and systematic as 
it had been on our starting at Binning' 
ham. We drove first to tlie Adelphi, 
where I jumped out to enquire about 
py ^ifiT ; and— joy indeed !— soon had 
in my hands such a little parcel as I 
desired — plainly my wig-box, most 
'* carefully packed.** The direction 
was in my good wife*s handwriting — 
*• distinct** enough, in all conscience — 
my name being in letters more than 
half an inch in length, and elaborately 
painted (as we called it at school), to 
prevent all possibility of obliteration 
or mistake. We then drove to the 
office of a merchant, a friend of Q.*s, 
who had most good-naturedly hunted 
out excellent lodgings for us in a very 
pleasant part of the town — Mount 
rleasant — and whither we went im- 
mediately, passing in our way the 
Judges* procession — with scarlet- coat- 
ed javelin men, mounted and on foot, 
and a band of music ; a show which 
I am glad to find has just escaped 
abolition at the hands of some small 
Radical in the House of Commons, 
owing to the 'interference of the At- 
torney-General. 

Well, then, here were Q. and I at 
Liverpool. But a truce with all ge- 
neral refiections. After surveyiug 
our spacious and convenient apart- 
ments, we ordered dinner at six o'clock, 
and then set out to make enquiries 
as to our future movements of any 
friend we might chance to meet. One 
of them soon put us in the way of 
duly indicating our arrival, t. e, set- 
ting down our names and address in 
the Bar list at the Adelphi hotel, where 
the Bar dined together daily. This, 
of course, we did at once ; and then 
walked about the town a little to view 
the scene of our speedy triumphs ! 
Liverpool is a far larger town than I 
had imagined, even laying aside the 
most important part of it — the ship- 
ping, which we did not see on that 
day. We were very much struck with 
the size and style of some of the pub- 
lic buildings, and especially with the 
truly noble monument to Nelson, in 
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4he square at the back of the Town- 
hall. But why should I mention more 
about a town which, though quite new 
to me» you and most of your readers 
must be fomiliarwith ? I am no sight- 
seer> being indolent and incurious about 
such matters; so that I am neither 
disposed nor able to say more about 
the town of Liverpool In general, ex- 
cept that almost all the chief people, 
bless them ! are Tories good and true, 
and gloriously carried both members 
at the last election. On our way back 
to our lodgings we passed the church 
— St George's — where the Assize ser- 
mon was being preached by a grey- 
headed clergyman, in the midst of a 
pretty crowded audience. The only 
Judge prc'sent (Mr Justice Coleridge 
having not yet arrived from the last 
Circuit town^ was Mr Justice Pattison, 
who sat in his robes, under the grave 
indqctrination of tiie reverend teacher, 
with an air most attentive and devout, 
as did also a few of my brethren whom 
I observed there. After dinner, Q. 
and I were persuaded to go to the As- 
size ball : he, being a gay bachelor, 
enjoyed it : but I, being a grave Be- 
nedict, could scarcely keep my eyes 
open — 

** at my sac^ age, saeh sights 

The eye looks heavily on ; the graceM 

dance 
And jocund song, the foot responsive rouse 

not, 
Nor the ear delight, as they have done.*' 

The next morning, about ten oVlock, 
we made our appearance in court. 
Whether or not the Judge bowed, and 
the whole Bar rose to receive us, as 
we entered, are matters which my 
modesty will not let me enter into 5 
nor doth it particularly signify to state, 
just at present, how many briefs were 
eagerly thrust into our hands by 
clients whose anxious faces brightened 
when they saw ours — for even as iron 
sharpeneth iron, so doth the counte- 
nance of a counsel his client / I may 
as well, however, intimate that I dis- 
oovered that there were several re- 
spectable bankers in the town with 
whom any amount of fees might be 
safely deposited, and duly transmitted 
to Londop. 

Mr Justice Pattison, a patient, mer- 
ciful^ and very learned judge, presi- 
ded m the criminal court, the first in 
which we made our appearance. Wa 
soon dropped into the fitde circle of 
*'old familiar faces,"— our brethren 



'' of the long robe,** — ^nodding and smil- 
ing at us, and wMch could almost have 
persuaded one that one was in one 
of the courts at Westminster I A 
hulking, beetle-browed Lancashire fel- 
low stood at the bar on an indictment 
fbr manslaughter, by driving careless- 
ly over some one and kilUng him ; 
but he was acquitted, after a very duU 
and somewhat lengthened trial. The 
next was a case of bigamy. The pri- 
soner was a short young man of about 
five-and-twenty ; of so very mean 
and insignificant an appearance, that 
I wondered how he could ever have 
persuaded ofM woman to marry him— 
to say nothing of tuH) I He had light 
close-cut hair, just like pig's bristles 
in colour and coarseness, sans eye- 
brows, beard, or whiskers ; with sharp 
grey eyes, that peered about him anx- 
iously from out of two rather large 
sockets. He stood very patiently in 
the dock, with a kind of quaint com- 
posure, his hands disposed behind 
nim, under the tails of a decent blue 
coat, while the clearest case in the 
world was being proved against him. 
When called on for his defence he 
gave a quiet ?iem ! and in a calm, busi- 
ness-like way, with much self-pos- 
session and mfinite quaintness, aeli- 
yered himself thus : — 

" Hem ! — Sir, my Lord, and you 
gentlemen there," (the juryj) " this is 
the meaning of the whole thing, you 
see, I tuk a fancy to Sally — that's 
my first wife — ^'cause she and me was 
workers l' the same factory, and she 
did seem then a good girl, and likely 
to make me a good woife. So I says 
to her one day — says I, Sally, will't 
ha* me for thy nnsband if Til tak thee 
for my woife ? Yea, says she, I will 
— so we kip coompany for some toime, 
an' I giv her money and things, ye 
see, to mak her loike me moore and 
moore — and I tiiowt she did; so we 
got married to each other. Well" (with 
this word, uttered with a kind of sigh, 
he commenced almost every sentence), 
♦• well, you sec, sir, I got married, aa 
I said, and we got on well enough for 
about a month, when one day, what 
d'ye think, gentlemen? I coomed 
hoam fro' my work, and behold Sally 
was gone. I wonder what's this, says 
I ; and, putting together a few things 
as Sal had said to me now an' then, 
you may depend on*t, aays I to my- 
self, Sal is gone whoam to her awld 
^ther an* mither (they lived ten miles 
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off, sir) ; for she wti very p*tic'Ur fond 
e' them ; fonder nor she were o* me 
a dom*d deal ; an' she'd often said to 
me, Tummasy fidther an* mither must 
eoom an* lire wi* vm. But I said na ; 
if I'ye married thee, Sal, I han't mar- 
ried all thy fiunfly s which was tiie 
troth, gentleoMn, an* every one of 
you wmdd ha' said the same. Well, 
a p'tic'lar friend o' mine and me talk- 
ed the thing oTor together; and he 
says to me, ' Tummas,' savs he, * I'd 
go arter 8al, and bring her whoam 
again ; for if thee's married a woife, 
thee'sa reet to ha' her ii?e wi' thee, and 
I thowt the same.*' 

"To be sure yon had — ^you were 
quite right,'* interposed the Judge, 
who seemed listening to his statement 
wiA siHne interest ; <'goon.** 

<« Weil, I set off dbectly, an' walked 
the whool way theere and baok, wi' 
only tenpenoe i' my pocket, and toir- 
ed and hoongry I wer, I reckon, when 
I coamed whoam again. WeU, I saw 
Sally, sure enough ; and I savs to 
her, in a very proper way, * Sally, is 
this good o' thee ? Am*t thee my la- 
fid woife ? And iui*t I a reet to ha' 
thee?* — * Na, na,* says she, « I won't 
coom back, without faither and mi- 
ther coom wi' me,' — an* she stuck to 
thi^, an* we'd a good deal o' talk 
about the matter, an' she abused me, 
and so did t' ould ones, and they said 
I might go back, for Sal shouldn't g^ 
wi' me unless b\1 went togither, an' 
lived loving- loike togither. I wam't 
gc^ng to do thi$ neither, any how ; 
so I went whoam without her, an* did 
my work as usual. Well, howsever, 
in a week's toime Sally coom'd back, 
and I thowt ^e*d thowt better on*t, 
an' was going to live comfortable and 
proper-loike wi* me. Well, she were 
a reet loving wi' me fior some tolme, 
when one day, to be sure, I found 
^'d pawned aad sold a' my things, 
an' gone off wi't money to f ould ones 

agin*' 

€« Tfaeer't leeing, Tnmmu t— tfaeer^t 
leeing, an* thee knows it," suddenly 
squaUed out a female voiee from the 
further end of the court. *' I'm thy 
lafol woife, an' I've got the 'tificaCe 
pf our maniage wUh me hece^ tboiL 
leer I** 

Uhfi was soen «i)eafled# aii4 the pii- 
soner calmly proceeded :-^ 

f^ But Sal]^ coom'd baek again idien 
the moaaf wer all gone, and what a 
loife she did lead me, to be sure I She 



took to drink, and sold all my tUngs 
to get it, even a noice silver watch, 
that had been giv me by ray faither 
<>— all went for drink. She went on 
i' this'ns for about a year, gentlemen, 
and 1 got toired o* my loifo. Some- 
times she'd come an' live wi* me, and 
sometimes qotf I do'ant say Sally 
kep coompany wi' other men, but she 
mur no coompany to me. WeU, at 
last I says to her— « Ssllv, wil't a live 
wi* me lotkd a wife should, or wil't a 
not ?* < Na,* says she, snapping her 
inger. * Well then,* says 1, * coomo 
before a magistrate, and let's get part- 
ed in a lawful way.' " 

" (let parted in a lawful way I — 
What do you mean by that?** inter- 
posed the Judge, wi^ a kind of stem 
furiosity. 

** Get divoareed, sir, acconfin' to 
la." 

Mr Justice Pattison* leaned back, 
with an air of mingled surprise and 
pity. 

^' WeU,'^ added the prisoner, after 
a short pause, " Sally wouldn't do one 
thing nor t'other^she'd neither live 
wi' me nor stop away — leastwise, 
whenever she did, it were only for 
mischief, to pawn and sell my goods, 
d'ye see. So at length I says to her 
— ' Sally, since thee won't part law- 
fully from me, Tve done wi* thee, an' 
rifpajt wi' thee; and since thee doen*t 
know what a good husband is, I know 
them that does, an' I'll give thee leave, 
once for idl, to go to thy awid faither 
and mi^er — an' marry 'em, if thee 
loik'st — but I've done wi* thee. Weil, 
I went and tould all this to my pre- 
sent woife.*' 

« Your present wife I She isti't 
your wiffe,* interrupted the Judge. 

«« And 1 said to her,** continued the 
prisoner, '' will thee object to marry 
me, an' live wi' me, and be a good 
woife ? And she didn't say me nay ; 
so we got married, an* we've lived 
very diffDrent-wise to Sally and me. 
So I thowt I'd a reet to do it ; and 
this second woman's my woife ; and 
Salhr isnt my woife any longer, an' 
that s the truth o' the whole matter, 
and I've got nothing more to say, gen- 
tlemen.** 

All tbi« had bflen aaid in a firm, 
earnest, resfieatfid tone and manner, 
which satisfied Me that the prisoner 
had been tdMng the troth ; and if so, 
he was, indeed, to be pitied. If it 
were 9)1 false^ tiien he must be a clever 
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scamp to haye been able to keep up 
9uch a plausible consistency — such a 
vraisemblante air — throughout. Some 
letter was handed up to the Judge in 
favour of the character of the first 
wife, whom it represented to be a so- 
ber and industrious woman. It was 
also admitted that the prisoner had 
fairly told the woman whom he had 
last married all that he had represent- 
ed himself as having told her. The 
Judge, having made some just remarks 
upon the deplorable ignorance on the 
subject of marriage and divorce which 
seemed to be evinced by the piisoner, 
and which he sincerely hoped were 
not prevalent notions in those parts, 
instructed the jury that their verdict 
must of course be guilty, as the pri- 
soner had confessed all that he stood 
charged with. He was immediately, 
therefore, found guilty. The Judge 
pointed out to him fully and distincUy 
the heinous nature of the offence of 
bigamy, and the utter absurdity of his 
notions respecting the relation of mar- 
riage, and the mode of dissolving it. 
He might be transported for what he 
had done ; but as ne seemed to have 
acted ignorantly, and had, especially, 
frankly told the woman whom he 
called his second wife of the fact that 
his first wife was living, and as he had 
already suffered several months' im- 
prisonment since his committal to 
gaol, his Lordship thought the ends of 
justice would be answered by the in- 
tUction of a lenient sentence — that of 
six weeks* further imprisonment. He 
was then removed from the dock. 

Nothing further, of interest, I un- 
derstood, would transpire in the court 
that day; so I went into the civil 
court, where Mr Justice Coleridge 
presided. Here you might listen to 
very different matters — a painfully in- 
teresting dispute, for instance, be- 
tween a landlord and his tenant as to 
which of them was entitled to an old 
rusty padlock; or whether a brass 
farthing, which had been discovered 
between the boards of the floor, be- 
longed to the heir of the reversioner. 



as having been annexed to the free- 
hold, or to the administrator of the de- 
ceased tenant, or to a creditor of his, 
who held a bill of sale of all his goods, 
chattels, and effects— or to the vendee 
of the sheriff who had seized it under 
ajiju ! — Whether little sweeps were 
distrainable for the rent due from the 
master chimney-sweeper ;* and if so, 
who was to feeid them while they were 
in custodia legis ;t and whether it was 
a conversion of them, for the distrain- 
er to set any of them about sweeping 
a chimney of his own ;% or whether, in 
such a case, their master, the tenant, 
being entitled to their earnings, ought 
to sue for them, in case, or assumpsit ; 
or, if the little sweeps should be sold 
towards satbfaction of the rent, and if 
one of them should not go away with 
the vendee, whether the latter could 
justify an assault in compelling him ; 
who was entitled to the clothes of one 
of the little sweeps, if he should die 
while under distress — and who would 
be bound to bury him I — Who was en- 
titled to a small slip of land which it 
was impossible that any one could use, 
— and other the like grave and impor- 
tant matters. But as I heard enough 
of them in town, I did not see any par- 
ticular reason for waiting to see them 
dealt with on that particular occasion, 
especially as I happened to have no 
retainers in any of the above interest- 
ing causes. So, about three oVlock, 
I went to see the Docks, and also to 
bathe in the Baths, erected by the late 
corporation, on the quay. The former 
were a wonderful object ! Dock after 
dock, of very large size, of most com- 
plete construction, was crammed with 
ships of all sorts, sizes, and countries, 
so closely packed, that the only won- 
der was — 

" how the d— I they got there I" 
—or were to get out again. It was 
certainly a proud and splendid spec- 
tacle for ihe eye of an Englishman. 
What an idea it gave one of our com- 
mercial greatness 1 What order and 
system were evident every where I — 
An hour had passed away before we 



* See all the authoritief, as to the power to distrain cats, parrots, monkejB, rabbits, 
and canaries, coUected in WoodfalVa Landlord and Tenant, p. 816 (2d ed.) 

t See now ttat. 5 and 6 Will. IV. c 59, § 4, requiring parties impounding oatde 
to provide sufficient food for them. 

X A man shall not abuse a distress. — Com, Dig^ Distnts (D. 6.) So a man cannot 
work cattle distrained, 1 X«<m. 220; and see the hite case of Seott v. Newington, 1 
Mor. and Hobnuon, 252. 
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seemed to have seen aboye a fourth of 
the shippiDg ; BO I harried back to the 
quay, to bathe in the cold salt-water 
bath before going to dinner. There 
were five or six steam-boats hissing 
and sputtering alongside in the Mer- 
sey, as if furious at the violent wind^ 
which curiously intermingled the 
smoke and steam ; there was also a 
most horrid squeaking of pigs, great 
and small, in the act, — gentle suffer- 
ers 1 — of being landed, on their ar- 
rival from Ireland. There was also a 
bronzed Italian woman, accompany- 
ing herself on the guitar, on board of 
one of the steamers preparing to cross 
the water ; and it was droll to see the 
indignant air with which she occasion- 
ally turned towards the quarter whence 
proceeded the concord of sweet sounds 
that drowned her own, and rendered 
her singing a matter of mere dimib 
show. On enquiring at the baths, I 
was vexed to find the large swimming 
bath under repair. The only one at 
my service was one little more than 
six feet square, and which it required 
some courage and caution to plunge 
into, for fear of breaking my head 
agidnst any of the sides. Neverthe- 
less, I bathed in it almost every day 
that I was in the town. On return- 
ing to my lodgings, I saw a little 
crowd collected round a low doorway 
in the church-wall, near the river, 
which I found, on enquiry, to be a dead- 
house, where were placed the bodies 
of those who had been found drown- 
ed, or had otherwise met an unex* 
plained death. There had been just 
placed in it the body of a man who 
had been, only a quarter of an hour be- 
fore, taken out of the water. Whether 
his death had been wilful, or acciden- 
tal, was unknown ; but there, poor 
soul ! he lay, in a large common black 
shell, his silk handkerchief spread over 
his face, and his hat, apparently a new 
one, with his gloves in it, "placed upon 
his breast. He was dressed very re- 
spectably — in a blue body-coat, light 
waistcoat, black trowsers, and Wel- 
lington boots ; and, as far as we could 
conjecture, he seemed of middle age. 
What a miserable object he looked t 
thus, in the garb of the living, en- 
closed in the narrow dwelling of the 
dead! Who was he? What friends 
and relatives were suddenly bereaved 
— what wife and children were at 
that moment unconscious widow and 
orphans? expecting him home, per- 



haps, as usual — wondering, it might 
be, that he kept the family meal so 
long waiting — or perhaps the dismal, 
dismaying tidings were being at tliat 
moment communicated — I hurried 
away! 

The whole of the Bar dined together 
that evening at the Adelphi — and a 
grand muster we made ; it would have 
rejoiced the cockles of your old heart 
to see us. But do you think, my dear 
sir, that, with all my communicative- 
ness, I am going to describe that din- 
ner ? What 1 divulge the sacred mys- 
teries of the GaAND CouaT? The 
secrecy of a freemason must be a joke 
to that which is implicitly imposed 
upon me and every member of the 
Northern Circuit with reference to 
that same Grand Court ; and if the 
unhallowed curiosity and cupidity of 
her Majesty *s present misleaders [I 
like to call people and things by their 
true names] should really, as is ru- 
moured, be prompting them to send a 
commission of enquiry into the mys- 
teries, customs, and revenues of the 
Northern Circuit, and its Grand Court 
— let those who may be selected for 
such an office — ^poor devils ! — look to 
it ; they will never be commissioners 
again — at least on Mis side the grave! 
—A glorious body of Tories, by the 
way, is the Northern Circuit! On 
making minute enquiries, there are 
certainly to be discovered a few who 
fancy themselves of opposite opinions 
— it may be that they do it to prevent 
the wearisomeness of a circuit unani- 
mous in politics ; or they may have 
really persuaded themselves that 
Whig and Radical opinions are the 
best to live by ; if so, they are never- 
theless very quiet and inoffensive peo- 
ple, and we do not interfere with 
them!! 

Can an observer of human nature 
have a richer field laid before him than 
a Court of Criminal Justice ? Amongst 
mankind there is nothing so solemn 
and affecting as — startling adumbra- 
tion of hereafter I — man sitting in judg- 
ment upon bis fellow man, searching, 
as far as his means will allow him, 
into the hidden springs of action, pro- 
tecting innocence from the imputation 
and consequences of guilt, detecting 
and inflictmg proportionate punbh- 
ment upon guilt, even to the taking 
away of life itself! There, at the 
bar — all eyes anxiously settled upon 
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bim— stAodiy in terrified or sullen 
tUence, an indindoal whose oonduet 
in a particular transaction is the sub- 
ject of enquiry ; who knows, and pro« 
Dably alone, among men, knows that 
he is guilty of the crime with which 
he stands charged | one word from 
whose damp and rig^d lips would in- 
stantly clear up the whole mystery, 
supply the essential link of evidence, 
throw light on the darkest train of 
circumstances, and reeoncile the most 
discrepant and inconsistent facts. He 
stands cold and benumbed within the 
panoply of leg^ protection against 
self-crimination — ^knowing that not a 
siffu or a syllable can be extorted from 
hmi. His heart, nevertheless, sud- 
denly shrinks — the blood deserts, for 
a moment, his flushed cheek — as his 
guilty soul fbels that his pursuers are 
pressing, though in the dark, closer 
and closer upon the truth of the trans- 
action I He is, perhaps, inwardly 
cursing himself for his folly in having 
said or done, or omitted to do, some- 
thing while about the perpetration of 
bis crime, which his accusers have got 
hold of, and are pressing home upon 
him, and upon his jury, with dreadful 
strength of inference and conclusion. 
And there is his Judge, well versed in 
such enquiries — the oecasional glance 
of whose practised eye, which hefeeis 
upon him, shoots a thrill of terror 
into his soul, for he knows that he has 
found him out, and that a few words 
of Ms wUl presently clear away the 
previous doubt and uneertainty that 
may be felt by the jury, who, charged 
wim the issues of nfe and deaths will 
soon utter the teaxM word — 

'* That summoDs him to heaveo or to 
heU 1" 

Such is an imperfect expression of the 
dioughts whicn were passing through 
my mind when, one morning, a litUe 
after nine o'clock, I entered the Crown 
Court, which was crowded to suffoca- 
tion ; but the only sound that met my 
ear was the voice of counsel stating 
to the jury the facts of a frightful 
case of murder, while he pointed, as 
he went on, in Ulustration of his state- 
ment, to an elaborate model of the 
g remises where the alleged crime had 
een perpetrated. At the bar stood 
he whose Ufe depended on the issue of 
that day's enquiry. He was a young 
man of apparently four-and-twenty 
years of age, of average height and 



build, with light hair, rather pro- 
tuberant cheek-bones and upper-lip. 
His countenance wore an air ofmingled 
Bullenncss and anxiety, but its general 
expression and character would not 
have led me to imagine him ciq)able 
of committing such crimes as he was 
charged with. I knew a member of 
Parliament whose oountenance is the 
exact counterpart of the culprit's. He 
was dressed respectably, in a blue body- 
coat, widi brass buttons, a black stock, 
Valentia waisteoat, which was very 
open, displaying a full plaited shirt- 
front. He stood at about a foot's dis- 
tance from the front of the dock, 
holding a coloured silk pocket-handker- 
chief between his closed hands, from 
which he sometimes slowly wiped the 
perspiration — a posture which he ne- 
ver varied during the whole time of 
his trial. He seemed a young man of 
slow and dull feelings, which conse- 
quently he had little difficulty in con- 
trolling. He never raised hb eyes 
towards the jury, judge, or witnesses, 
and only once or twice evinced any , 
emotion ; drawing a long heavy 
breath, and his cheek flushing, as one 
or two of the most striking points of 
the evidence made their appearance — 
to him probably unexpectedly. • His 
name was Hill ; and he stood charged 
with having committed the threefold 
crime of nmrder, rape, and robbery, 
upon the person of an elderly female, 
one Betty Minshull, at Warrington, 
under circumstances, many of them 
unfit for detail — all of them of horrid 
atrocity. One's flesh crept as one 
looked at the man standing so near us, 
and supposed him capable of commit- 
ting some of the acts with which he 
was charged. The evidence against 
him was entirely circumstantial. One 
of the witnesses proved an admission 
to him, by the prisoner, of his having 
committed two of the three ofiences of 
which he was accused ; and it was 
when this was being deposed to that 
his cheeks suddenly flushed all over. 
He had, probably, till that moment, 
forgotten having made such a damning 
acknowledraent. 

Betty Minshull was, if I recollect 
rightly, the landlady <^ a small public 
house, in one of ihe outhouses of 
which her body had been found early 
one morning— -death having been ef- 
fected by strangulation. It was prov- 
ed that, late on ^e preceding night, 
the prisoner had been at the public- 
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hoose ; that he wm the last of the 
few Tisiten who had theo heea there; 
and that she had, good-naturedly, 
given him a glass of ale which stood 
on the tahle just as he was going. 
Shortly afterwards a woman living 
in one of the adjoining hooses heaid 
violent screams issuing from that 
quarter of the premises in question 
where the l>ody had been discovered. 
They were at first loud and violent, 
but became g^dually lainter till 
thev ceased. Though these sounds 
haa surprised the witness, they had 
not sufficiently alarmed her to induce 
her to suspect any thing so serious as 
turned out to have taken place ; so 
she did not rise from b^ to en- 
quire about them. On the morning 
of that day the prisoner had met a 
man whom he linew, and whom, with 
a strange and fatal communicative- 
ness, he told a parC* of what he had 
been doing ; that he *' had been hav- 
ing a la^ with Betty Minshull"— 
and had left her asleep, having first 
taken out of her pocket some money, 
a knife, and a snuff-box ; that he had 
thrown the last article into a mill- 
pond in the neighbourhood of the 
spot where they were then standing. 
It was subsequently searched, on sus- 
picion being excited against Hill — 
and discovered lying at the bottom. 
The knife he had given away. Both 
of them were produced in Court, and 
clearly identified by one or two of 
the relatives of the unfortunate de- 
ceased as having been her property. 
The prisoner evinced no emotion 
when they were handed about, wi& 
serious scrutiny, between the Judge, 
the jury, the witnesses, and the Bar. 
His den^eanour diroughout appeared 
to me ^at of a man consciously 
guilty, and deserted by hope. One 
of the vritnesses was the head-con- 
stable, or keeper of the house of cor- 
rection — I forget wldeh — at Warring- 
ton ; and he spoke to a most import- 
ant examination by himself of the 
prisoner, when first brought into his 
custody. The prisoner^ counsel 
having elicited the fact that the wit- 
ness — a huge, brawny, overbearing- 
looking fellow — had conceived himself 
entitled to examine the prisoner^ with 
a show of authority for doing so, and 
closely and sternly — and now came to 
state the results, most importapt and 
even decisive, of the answers so wrung 
from the prisoner, — 



^ Do you mean to say, sir,*' sternly 
interposed Mr Justice Pattison— 
turning towards hfan, *' that you pre- 
sumed to examine the prisoner at the 
bar as soon as he eame into your 
custody?" 

« Yes, my Lord, I did,** he roplied, 
with a confident air, *f and can state 
exactly" 

^< Then let me tell you, sir,** inter- 
runted Mr Justioe Patlison, with an 
indignant air, ^'that you have act- 
ed with the highest impropriety, con- 
trary to the law of the land — and 
have taken a sliameful advantage of 
your situation. How dared you to do 
so, sir ? Pray is this a practice of 
yours ?" 

<« Yes, tey Loid, it is," replied the 
witness, doggedly, but with a sadly 
crest-fallen air. 

«< Then I tell jrou, rir, that I have 
a very great mind to cause you to be 
dismissed immediately from a situation 
which you don't know tlie duties of. 
You have been guilty of misconduct 
in your office, sir. You ought to know 
that thelaw gives yen no au&oritywhat- 
ever to ask a single question oi any 
prisoner committed to your custody, 
with a view to finding out whether he 
is guilty of what he is charged with. 
G^ forbid, indeed, that persons of 
your description should ever have such 
\ power. Your duty is to keep them 
safely, and not to abuse your power by 
worrying them into confession, and ex- 
torting from their fears matter which 
yon may afterwards come here, as you 
do this day, to swear to ag^ainst them. 
If a prisoner voiunteert a confession, a 
statement, you may hear it, and after- 
wards state it here ; but at your peril 
ever again presume to continue your 
present cruel and oppressive practice ! 
Do you hear me, sir ?** he sternly 
added, observiDg the sidlen conceited 
air with which the fellow listened to 
the merited and ^gnified rebuke in- 
flicted upon him. 

« Oh, yes, my Lord." The tone 
and air in which diis was said did not 
escape die Jiidge. 

" I am by no means snre," added 
Ids LoHbdiip, '^ th^ I shall not even 
yet feel it my duty to recommend 
your dismissfd from your present si- 
tuation." 

" Then I hope, my Lord, rou wHl 
not allow this examination to be given 
in evidence P" enquired the prisoner's 
counsel. The prisoner's heavy, gloomy 
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eye was lifted for an instant anxiously 
upon the Judge^ on this question being 
.-Lsked ; but his Lordship, after repeat- 
ing his opinion of the improper man- 
ner in which the evidence had been 
obtained, observed, with a manifest 
reluctance to such use of evidence so 
unfairly obtained — " Why, yes, — 
they are, nevertheless, admissions of the 
prisoner, and I do not think myself 
warranted in altogether excluding 
them ; but I shall take care to remark 
upon them to the jury.**. 

The prisoner's eye was instantly 
cast down, and his chest heaved with 
a long, deep-drawn sigh. After a 
strong chain of circumstantial evidence 
had been laid before the jury, the pri- 
soner's counsel addressed them on his 
behalf. What could he say ? He had 
no witnesses to call ! The only point 
he attempted to make was, that though 
the prisoner might have been guilty 
of two of the three grievous crimes 
charged upon him, yet he had not 
intentionally, or even knowingly, oc- 
casioned the death of Betty MinshuU; 
pressing upon them, with much energy, 
the statement of the prisoner which 
had been given in evidence, that *^ he 
had left the deceased asieep ;** and 
also urging, for the honour of our 
common human nature, the incre- 
dibility that the prisoner, or any one 
living, could have been guilty of one 
of the atrocious acts with which he 
was charged. The Judge then sum- 
med up ; stating it to be " perfectly 
settled and unquestionable law, that 
all homicide is presumed to be TnaU- 
cious, and amounts to murder until 
the contrary appears in evidence — 
which must be made out by the pri* 
soner to the satisfaction of the Court 
and jury. It was for them to say 
whether they thought that the deceased 
had come by her death in consequence 
of any felonious act of the piisoner ; 
and if so, he was clearly guilty of 
murder, although he might never have 
intended it, or thought it possible to 
have been the resiUt, or nave been 
aware of it. Of this there was not the 
slightest doubt.** His Lordship then, 
Xith great patience and perspicuity, 
recapitulated and commented upon the 
evidence ; and, though he had done so 
with the most rigorous fairness, it was 
dear to every one what the issue must 
be. The jury withdrew to consider 
their verdict, and the prisoner was 
removed from the dock till their re- 



turn. They were absent for more 
than an hour ; and as one of them was 
a Quaker, we began to suspect that 
the well-known repugnance of that 
sect to the shedding of blood afforded 
a chance to the prisoner of their ver- 
dict mitigating his crime into man- 
slaughter. Immediately on the former 
one retiring, another jury was sworn, 
and another prisoner placed at the 
bar. 

The prolonged absence of the jury 
greatly strengthened our above-men- 
tioned suspicions. What a dreadful 
interval must that have been to the 
prisoner ! At length it was announced 
that the jury were returning into court 
to deliver their verdict. •' Remove 
this prisoner, and place John Hill at 
the bar 1*' said the Judge, as I fancied, 
slightly changing colour. I am sure 
that 1 did, especially when I saw the 
prisoner led forward by two of the 
officers and placed in front of the 
dock to hear his doom. He stood ex- 
actly in his former attitude, with his 
handkerchief in his hands; but his 
face was turned, and his eye directed 
with dreadful anxiety to the spot where 
his jury were collecting ; in whose 
downcast faces, as they one by one 
made their way through the breathless 
crowd, he too plainly read his fate. 
His chest heaved several times slowly, 
while he endured the agonizing sus- 
pense occasioned by the jury being" 
twice called over, and answering to 
their names. As soon as the twelfth 
had responded — " Gentlemen, are you 
agreed upon your verdict?** enquired 
the officer of the court ; " do you find 
the prisoner at the bar guilty, or not 
guilty f •* 

Amidst profound silence, the fore- 
man pronounced the fatal word — 
«« Guilty.** My eye was fixed at the 
moment on the features of the miser- 
able wretch whom that word had 
doomed to a speedy and ignominious 
death. It blanched his countenance ; 
his eyes drooped, and he leaned heavily 
against the two officers who had led 
him in, and then stood close behind 
him. Immediately on the foremaD*s 
pronouncing the verdict, the Judge 
placed upon his head the ominous 
black velvet cap, and with much so- 
lemnity, amidst the breathless silence 
of the Court, thus addressed the pri- 
soner : 

*^ John Hill — after full and anxious 
consideration, the jury of your coun- 
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try> upon which 70a put yourself for 
your tria]» has found jou gniilty of the 
crime with which you stood charged. 
I am, and every one present, yourself, 
even, must be satisfi^ that the verdict 
is a just one. You stand convicted of 
the threefold crime of murder, rape, 
and robbery ; and you must die. There 
is not a ray of hope for you on this 
side of the grr&ve; your enormous 
crime has rendered you unfit to con- 
tinue any longer among your fellow- 
creatures. 1 charge you to cherish 
not for an instant the slightest expec- 
tation of mercy ; it cannot, it will not 
be extended to you. The interval 
between the present moment and your 
death, an interval which the law has 
lately mercifully extended, I implore 
of you to spend in constant prayer to 
Almighty God for His forgiveness, 
Uirough repentance and faith in your 
Saviour Jesus Christ. His mercy you 
may obtain. 

*' I do not intend to harrow up your 
feelings by dwelling upon the details 
of your cnme ; they have horrified all 
who heard them, and you must know 
it. It is enough for me to discharge 
the awful duty which the law has im- 
posed upon me— reminding you, un- 
happy man, once more, that your 
moments on earth are numbered, and 
very, very precious to you, 

** The sentence of the Court upon yon 
is, that you be taken from the place 
where you now are, to the prison 
whence you came; and thence, on 
some day to be hereafter appointed, 
to a place of execution, where you 
shall be hanged by the neck until you 
be dead ; and that your body be buried 
within the precincts of the prison.*' 

As these last words were uttered, 
the prisoner, whose face had become 
ghastly pale, and whose eyes had 
closed, leaned heavily against the ofil- 
cers who stood behind him, and who 
led him down, apparently stupified, 
as soon as the Judge had ceased speak- 
ing, out of the dock into the prison. 
He was executed about three weeks 
afterwards, and died with firmness and 
penitence, denying, however, that he 
had intended to cause, or was at the 
time aware of the death of his victim. 

I had never before seen sentence of 
death passed. It is a most solemn 
and painful scene. Mr Justice Pat- 
tison discharged his trying duty ex- 
cellently well. His words were few 
and weighty ; and his manner was 



characterised by simplicity, firmness, 
and feeling. 

There was, I am sony to say, a 
countryman of yours tried some days 
afterwards for forgery on a grand 
scale-^I mean the notorious Kinnear, 
whose name has made many a mer- 
chant's heart ache. 

He came originally, I believe, from 
Gksgow, where, as well as at different 
periods of his career in London and 
Liverpool, he carried on an extensive 
business, and failed at the last-men- 
tioned place, some seven or eight 
years ago, to an immense amount, 
leaving nothing whatever for his duped 
creditors. He had lived iu great 
luxury and splendour, being a man of 
very expensive habits and ambitious 
tastes. Finding it impossible again 
to establish himself in business,— -to 
obtain credit in an ordinary and open 
course of dealing, his fertile invention 
and determined spirit pointed out to 
him more secret and tortuous courses. 
He organized a skUful scheme — a 
compact confederacy (or alliance) \ 
for the purpose of issuing fictitious 
bills, which soon made their appear- 
ance in all directions, especially in 
Birmingham, Liverpool, and Manches- 
ter, and took in even the most know- 
ing. His own name, of course, never 
appeared ; but suspicion was at length 
roused, and pointed at him ; diligent 
enquiries were set on foot after the 
alleged parties to these bills— indivi- 
duals and companies ; and the result 
was that, one fine day in October last, 
he was seized, together with a port- 
manteau containing danming evidence 
of his doings, and committed to prison. 
One Jones, also, ahoary-headed scamp, 
his chief confbderate, was arrested 
about the same time. 

The Court was crowded with mer- 
cantile men. When Kinnear was put 
to the bar I was much stmck with 
his appearance. One cannot help a 
transient feeling of sympathy towards 
a man in the garb, and with the bear- 
ing of a gentleman, dragged to the 
felons* bar, however one may believe 
him to be a scoundrel. He appeared 
upwards of fifty years of age ; and his 
countenance bore a very strong re- 
semblance to that of Mr Joseph Hume, 
the Member for Kilkenny, only that 
its features were more refined, and 
betokened intellect. His face and 
demeanour would have taken in any 
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one. '* Should /ott hate suspeetedi'* 
whispered a friend to me, as we irer© 
both scrutinizing the prisoner's coun- 
tenance, '* that man to have been a 
villain ?*' ^ Not I, indeed, nor would 
any one,*' I replied, and those lines of 
Medea*s oceurred to mj mind, in 
which she laments that we have not 
equal facilities for detecting base coin 
and base men, 

Ttxfuift* Afdfmmitrsf Stmus Tafi 
AfifiJf i\ oTM Xf^ rhiutnXf A l E I A ]£ K A 1 

His face was a little flushed as he 
was brought to the frost of the dock, 
to stand where he knew that the mur* 
derer Hill had stood a short time be- 
fore ; and though he was evidentlj 
making a great effort to appear com'> 
posed and attentive to what was going 
forward, and so grievously eoncemed 
him, yet the restless anxiety of Ids 
eyes, and momentary changes of his 
colour, showed that he was not insen* 
sible to the ignominy of his situation. 
He^ who had lately been among the 
most active and emment merchants of 
Liverpool, now stood charged with 
felony at the bar of the coutt, which 
was crowded, as he saw, by them with 
whom he had once been on terms of 
intimacy and equality^ nay, supe- 
riority ; of them who felt, as they 
looked at him, a keen and just resent- 
ment towards him for the gross frauds 
and ii\juries he had committed upon 
them, whose only fault had been their 
too easy confidenoe in his integrity. 
While the jury were being sworn, he 
looked at each of them with a soruti* 
nizing and anxious eye, but — to my 
surprise — challenged none of them. 
He had a number of pq>ers with him, 
which he arranged carefully before 
him while the usual formalities were 
going on ; and it soon appeared tbti 
he had retained no counsel, but intend* 
ed to defend himself. Never wu 
there a more signal instance of the 
follv of such a procedure, of the truth 
of the saying, Uiat he who is his own 
counsel has a ibol for his client. A 
layman to conduct his own defence 
on a prosecution for forgenr«^one 
which IS usually environed with tech- 
nical difficult!^, such as no one could 
reasonably be expected to comprehend 



or deal with but a lawyer, and an 
experienced I one 1 QtMM Deu$ vuti 
perdere prius dementatl At length 
he was called upon, in the usual 
manner, to plead to the indictment. 
** Not $uUtyt\ said he, firmly and 
readily, thereby unoonsciouslv wavingr 
the preliminary oljection to the indict- 
ment on whicn he had been mainly 
rdiying ! Just before counsel rose to 
state the ease to the Jury, Klnnear, 
. in a strong Scottish acoenti and with 
an air of mingled anxiety and confix 
deuce, thus addressed the Judge« 

** My Lord, I presume the time has 
now arrived at wnich I may take an 
exception to the form of uie indict* 
ment?" 

*• The exception to the form of tho 
indictment, do you say ?*' enquired the 
Judge. 

" Exactly so, my lord.** 

" No, you are too late 1 If ^ou con- 
sidered the indictment defective, why 
did you plead to it?** enquired the 
Judge, mildly. *' By so doing you have 
admitted that you have no ground for 
oljjecting to the sufficiency of the form 
of it. Whydidyoupfcarftoit? You 
should have demurred.*' 

Kinnear seen^d thunderstruck. 
" You might have been better advis- 
ed,** continued the Judge, kindly, « if 
you had chosen ; you should have con- 
sulted some one who would have ap- 
prised you of the oonseqiiences of the 
step you have taken — of the proper 
time and mode of bringing forward 
and shaping your defence. Judging 
from vour appearance, you must have 
had the means of doing so. Surely 
you have no one to blame but yourself.*' 
Kinnear, with earnest pertinacity, 
< pressed the Judge to entertain, at least 
to listen to, his " legpal objection,*' and 
succeeded. '< Well — ^let Us hear it} 
if it be really a substantial one, you 
may hereafter avail yourself of it in 
arrest of judgment I have looked at 
the indictment, and cannot give you 
much hope. But go on.** 

** I am charged, my lord," he 
commenced, with deliberate emphasis^ 
'< with forging a bill of exchange ) and 
if I can prove the instrument, as de- 
scribed in the indictment, not to be a 
bill of exchange I must be acquitted. 
Is not that so, my lord ?" The Judge 
assented. " Now, my Lord, I have 
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always understood, in my experience 
as a mercantile man, and it is laid down 
in all the law-books, that to a bill of 
exchange three parties are necessary — 
a drawer, a payee, and an acceptor ; 
from which it follows that an accep- 
tance is an essential part of a bill of 
exchange/* 

«* If that is your point, there is no- 
thing in it at all ; and you must know 
it yourself, if you are acquainted, as 
you say, with commercial matters," 
said the Judge; " hundreds and hun- 
dreds of bills are noted and protested 
daily for non-acceptance ; how could 
that be if they were not bills ?"* 

Kinnear, however, could not part 
with his " point** so easily — but 
urged it again and again with a most 
provoking pertinacity, till the Judge at 
once put an end to it by say inff, sternly, 
— even his patience being exnausted—- 
** Silence, prisoner 1 what do you 
mean by standing chattering there in 
this way ? I have heard you again, and 
again, and again, repeating the same 
tmng, and have tried till I am tired to 
satisfy you of its futility. I cannot 
permit the time of the public to be 
any longer wasted. Let the case go 
on ; you will have every proper oppor- 
tunity of defending yourself.*' 

Kmnear, with an air at once dogged 
and chagrined, gave up the contest ; 
and the counsel for tne prosecutor 
proceeded to state as clear and strong 
a case against the prisoner as could 
well be made out. He had gone 
by several names, under all of whicht 
however, he was most distinctly iden- 
tified. He was arrested on one of the 
Manchester trains, the officer, at the 
same time, seizing, as already intimat- 
ed, his portmanteau, which bore on it 
in conspicuous brassletters," J. K. D.*' 
(t. e, John Kinnear Donaldson, the 
name by which he most frequently 
went, as was shown beyond all possi- 
bility of doubt.) This portmanteau— 



alas, for him ! — contained numerou* 
memoranda in his own handwrit- 
ing ; the stamps with which the 
Erinted parts of the bills in question 
ad been effected ; correspondence 
with his various confederates, dis- 
closing a complete organization for 
swindling and forcing; prospectuses 
of sham banks in nis own handwrit- 
ing. To what do you suppose his 
most vigorous fire of cross-examination 
was directed? To the demolition of 
all that abundant and impregnable 
evidence by which his portmanteau 
and its contents were connected with 
him, as they were, step by step, be- 
yond all doubt, in defiance of all eva- 
sion or denial on his part. Never was 
any thinff more hopelessly absurd; 
he had clearly no notion of the true 
mode, especiaUy the true object of cross- 
examination, either to break down hit 
prosecutor's case, without, at the samo 
time, prematurely disclosing his own ; 
or to make out even by anticipation 
that which he intended to let up in 
oppositioii to it. His questions were 
aU loose and miscellaneous ; ,and yet, 
in form, they were neat and terse. It 
was plain that he had no clear notion 
of his position, no settled purpose in 
view. He produced no beneficial ef- 
fect whatever, nor did he, in his speech 
to the jury, once allude to the matters 
which he had seemed desirous of ex- 
tracting. In fact, his own questions 
had served only to strengthen the evi- 
dence against him where it was weak, 
and supply what was deficient in it. 
I found that the prisoner confidently 
calculated on the prosecutor's being 
unable to show the handwriting of the 
alleged drawer's name (John Wat- 
kins) to be his, the prisoner's ; guess 
his consternation when there came mto 
the box a Frenchman who gave the 
most direct and decisive evidence 
against him I a man whom Kinnear 
believed at that moment to be far away 



• ** A bin of exchaDge Is a wriUen order for the payment of a certain turn of money y vn- 
cnndilionaVy,** Blackstone'f definition is fuller, but to the same effect, pointing more 
to the origin of a bill of exchange, ** an open letter of request, firom one man to an- 
other, de«iring him to pay a sum named therein to a third person, on his account ;" 
either definition etcluding the necessity of an acceptance, and consequently disposing 
of the prisoner's objection. The instrument in question was in this form :— . 

** Three months after date, pay to my order (without acceptance), L.70. 

" John Watxiks." 

** To the Flintshire Banking Company" 

In this form (as far as the words in itaUa are concerned) are aU bills drawn by 
the Bank of Ireland on the Bank of England, So, at least, it was stated ia Court, 
though the prisoner donied it. 
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in Prussia, and hb name ev5n un- 
known to the prosecutors I 

Q. "Do you know the handwrit- 
ing of Mr Kinnear ?" 

A. " O yea, ver well indid ; I ave 
mosh reason to know it.*' 

Q, " How do you know it ?" 

A. " How? Ave I not see him 
write ver many often times ?" 

Q. '^ Have you received letters from 
him?'* 

A, " Ver gret nomber indeed ; too 
many." 

Q. " Look at that bill of exchange, 
and say in whose handwriting is the 
name, • John Watkins.* *' 

A, " O, yea, it is Mister Kinnear's, 
there can be no doubt.*' 

Q. ** Is it his natural and usual 
hand, or a feigned one ?'* 

A, •* No, no, it is a disguise ; Mr 
Kinnear write two or tree hand when 
he choose.** 

Q. " Have you ever seen him write 
thbkmdofhand?*' 

A. " Ver frequent. There can be 
not any de least doubt that it is Mr 
Kinnear's handwriting — no, none at 
all.*' 

Kinnear gave him a withering look, 
but did not dare to put a question to 
him. 

At length the case for the prosecu- 
tion closed, and the prisoner was call- 
ed upon for his defence. Again he 
started his point about the misdescrip- 
tion of the instrument, as if he expect- 
ed that it would tell with the jury, 
where it had ftiiled with the Judge. 
He then proceeded to the body of his 
defence, such as it was. His chief 
point now was to make out that the 
Flintshire Banking Company (^shown 
clearly by the prosecutors to have been 
a pure piece of fraud and imposture) 
was being established bom fide, and 
had actusdly commenced doing busi- 
ness ; that the bonafidts of a newly es- 
tablished joint-stock bank was not to 
be judged of by the smallness of its 
capital at starting, and cited several 
instances to show the truth of his as- 
sertion, that " small beginnings often 
made large endings." Above all, he 
should be able to show, beyond all 
doubt, that the man who had sworn 
that the name " John Watkins ** was 
in his, Kinnear* s, handwriting, had 
sworn falsely— that it was written by 
John Watkins himself, whom he should 
put into the box to prove it ; and then 
he should, he apprehended, be imme- 
diately entitled to an acquittal." 



** Indeed, but you are very much 
mistaken, prisoner,** interposed tho 
Judge, to whom Kinnear had looked, 
as if expecting what he had said to be 
corroborated from the bench. ** You 
are not to suppose, that if you address 
a bill of exchange to a person or a 
company that has no real existence — 
to a sham bank, for instance, which 
has been set up only for the purpose 
of giving currency to their fraudulent 
instruments, and then pass it off into 
the world — that it will avail you, even 
if a person calling himself John Wat- 
kins should come and swear that these 
words were in his handwriting. I 
mention this, only because you seemed 
to appeal to me, and I do not wish to 
mislead you by my silence. Go on, 
and call your witnesses.** 

" Well,** replied the baffled swind- 
ler, quite chop-fallen, ** I will pro- 
ceed to prove my case. Call John 
Jones." 

Who do you suppose this "John 
Jones*' — his sole witness — ^was ? The 
confederate already spoken of, who 
had been put up at the bar with Kin- 
near that very morning, and who was 
to be tried immediately after him on 
a similar charge ! Here was a credible 
witness for you ! I could hardly help 
bursting into laughter when I saw him 
led out of the prison into the witness- 
box in custody of the officer I by his 
sole testimony to neutralize all that 
had been already given, and secure 
his friend's acquittal! Kinnear pro- 
ceeded to examine him in a novel man- 
ner — by putting the speech which he 
had addressed to the jury into palpable 
leading questions, which were all, of 
course, readily answered by the wit- 
ness just in the manner which Kinnear 
wished, neither the Judge deigning, 
nor the counsel for the prosecution 
thinking it necessary to interpose at 
all ! He got the man to swear that 
his name was "John Watkins Jones,** 
but that he more frequently dropped 
the last name, and passed as " John 
Watkins ; ** why, he left to conjecture. 
At length he came to his grand point. 

" Now, Mr Jones, take that bill"— 
the one in Question — " into your 
hands, and look at the name of the 
drawer.** 

*' I have, sir,** he replied, holding 
it in his hand, and looking at the pri- 
soner, waiting for the next question. 

•* Now, tell us,** continued Kinnear, 
confidently, *' in whose handwriting 
are the words, ' John Watkins ?* *' 
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'* In yocrs, sir," replied the wit- 
ness as confidently, not knowing the 
case which Kinnear had heen present* 
ing to the jury, but speaking, probably, 
in accordance with some former story 
concerted between them; Kinnear 
also forgetting,' obviously — if such 
were the true state of things— his al- 
tered plot I He turned perfectly pale 
when this most unexpected and con- 
founding answer was given ; but, with 
a presence of mind and readiness 
worthy of a better cause, calmly con- 
tinued,— 

** Now, Mr Jones, when I wrote 
that, did I, or did I not write it in 
your presence, and by your direction f '* 

" You did, sir,*' replied the ready 
liar. 

*« By procuration ?" 

" Yes — by procuration.*' 

«* Can you write, Mr Jones?" en- 
quired the Judge, half smiling at the 
larce that was being carried on by 
this pur of worthies, and was an- 
swered readily in the affirmative. 

" Why did you sign by procuration 
if you could write, and were present ?" 

*« I don't know, sir." 

He made a most absurd figure under 
cross-examination ; disclosing such a 
scheme of villany between himself 
and the prisoner as even, in the ab- 
sence of all other eridence, must have 
secured a conviction. The Judge 
summed up very shortly, and the jury 
almost immediately found him guilty. 
He heard the verdict with perfect 
composure. The Judge proceeded to 
pass sentence upon him ; telling him 
that, but for the alteration in the law 
lately effected by the lenient legisla^ 
ture, his life would have been that day 
forfeited; that such was his — the 
Judge's — opinion of the prisoner's 
guilt, that, had death been then the 
punishment of forgery, he should cer- 
tainly have left the prisoner for exe- 
cution. As it was, he would find the 
punishment inflicted upon him to be 
dreadfully severe ; which was, that he 
should be transported beyond the seas 
for the term of his natural life. Kin- 
near listened to the sentence with an 
air of deep anxiety, but with calmness. 
He deliberately gathered up his pa- 
pers, which seemed to have been, 
however ostentadously arranged, of 
no manner of use to him ; the officer 
tapped him on the shoulder, motioning 
him away, and he followed. Many 
curious stories are. told of thb most 
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successful swindler. He once drew 
and got discounted, when he was in busi- 
ness at Liverpool, a bill for £80,000. 
It is now framed and glazed as a cu- 
riosity I was told by a banker who 
knew it as a fact, that Kinnear, on the 
occasion of one of his bankruptcies, 
audaciously came to a meeting of his 
creditors in a carriage-and-four ; and, 
on their mildly intimating to him that, 
under circumstances, a chaise and pair 
might have sufficed, be replied, with 
smiling sang-froid, ** Gentlemen, my 
time, which is your time, is so yery 
yaluable, that I could not think of de- 
priving you of a moment of it I" 

He is now on his way to New South 
Wales, and I hope he may have health 
to enjoy hb pleasant and novel situa- 
tion and the many gratifying thoughts 
and recollections it vml occasion. 
When I looked at him he brought to 
my recollection — not, howeyer, from 
any personal resemblance — ^the figure 
of the ill-fated Fauntleroy, as I saw him 
standing, some dozen years ago, — with 
a high-bred air, a most strikingly gen- 
tlemanly figure and handsome fea- 
tures, which were blanched with agony 
and terror, — at the bar of the Old Bai- 
ley in London, for a similar offence ; 
and for which, as you may recollect, 
he was shortly afterwards hanged, a 
most miserable spectacle. I think he 
must have been already dead when he 
was brought out upon the scaffold ; he 
was certainly insensible, and obliged 
to be supported to the yery last mo- 
ment of the brief and frightful prepa- 
rations. 

The last trial of interest that I 
witnessed in the Crown Court was one 
which took place on the next day, or 
the day after. It was that of a man 
for the murder of his wife. He seem- 
ed about thirty-five years old, and was 
dressed in respectable mourning. He 
stood at the bar with an air at once 
of firmness and depression. He was a 
little under the average height, and 
bis countenance rather prepossessing 
than otherwise. From the evidence in 
chief of the first two witnesses it 
would have appeared clear that he had 
been guilty of a most barbarous mur- 
der. On their depositions before the 
coroner a verdict of manslaughter only 
had been returned ; but, in reading 
them, Mr Justice Pattison had felt it 
his duty to instruct the Grand Jury to 
bring in a bill for murder; a step 
which, seemed most amply justified by 
p 
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tho evidence which thoy now gave, It 
appeared from their testimouv that 
the deceased had been very far ad- 
vanced in pregnancy ; that the nri- 
soner had had some tUstpute with her 
— being a most violent man* they said 
— and luoooked her down> her h^ad 
falling against the sharp comer of a 
chest of drawers, which cnt it open^ 
and the wound bled profusely; and 
thatf while she was thus prostrate and 
insensible^ the prisoner furiously kick- 
ed and struck ner repeatedly-^atb> 
on the samo evening* or the evening 
after* I forget which* being the conse- 
quence. As far as this evidence went* 
nothing* of course* could have been 
more brutal than the conduct of the 
prisoner ; but* on cross-exanunation of 
the first witness* a little ilMooking old 
woman* the mother of the deceased* 
and whp gave her evidence manifestly 
under the influence of the most bitter 
resentment towards ihe prisoner* the 
case began to assume a very different 
aspect. It was wrung from her* after 
great prevarication* and also was esta^ 
bUshed by other witnesses* that she had 
herself, on the evening in question* 
been drinking gin with the deceased* 
at the residence of the latter, a mise- 
rable cellar ; that she had herself 
fetched five quarterns of gin for the de- 
ceased on that occasion ; that the de- 
ceased* and the witness* at her request, 
had frequently pawned all her hus- 
band's clothes* and those of her child- 
ren— *whom she had once or twice sent 
to bed early in the afternoon, to enaUe 
her so to dispose of their clothes I That 
the prisoner was a pilot* a remarkably 
steady and hard-working man* and 
earned ampl^ sufficient to enable him- 
self and family to live in very oomfbrt- 
able circumstances ; but this accursed 
propensitv of hb wife's had beggared 
them* and driven them from their for- 
mer comfortable dwelling to the 
wretched'cellar in which had occurred 
the catastrophe then the sul\jeot of en- 
quirv. That on the evening in ques- 
tion he had come home from Sie sea wet 
and wearied, but found that every ar- 
ticle of his clothing had been pawned 
by his wife, and that his children were 
lying In bed almost naked, their little 
clothes having shared the same fate ; 
and that his wife was drunk, as was 
also the first witness. Furious wqihIs 
very naturally ensued ; and it was un- 
der these truly exasperating circum- 
stances that he had struggled with his 
vif<^ so as to occasion--but; it was 
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clear, unintentionally — her fall ; and it 
certainly did appear that* either while 
she was falling, or immediately after- 
wards* he had more than once struck 
her with some violence, but not in a 
way to have alone caused her death, 
which the medical evidence showed to 
have been occasioned by the injuries 
which she had received upon her head, 
in falling upon the drawers* added to 
the effects of violent excitement and 
excessive liquor upon a person in her 
situation. The third witness brought 
forward against the prisoner was^^ 
alasl-^his own daughter* a little girl 
about five or six vears of age* decently 
dressed in blaclu When her name 
was called, the prisoner, with an ago- 
nized countenance* looked away from 
the spot where she was to stand i his 
lip quivered* his chest heaved i and, in 
spite of his efforts* the tears forced 
themselves from his eyes. Mr Justice 
Pattison observed his agitation* and 
seemed himself not a Uttle affected 
when he beheld the Uttle thing that* in 
obedience to the summons of the loud- 
voiced officer* was brought into court* 
and placed close beside him* to give 
evidence which might seal the fate of 
her father. She was so very short* 
that he handed over to the officer the 
fbotstool he had been using* in order 
that she might stand upon it| and 
even then the head of the litt^ wit- 
ness did but just come above the top 
of the witness-box. She was rather a 
pretty-looking girl* and her faoe was 
very sad and pale. She did not* how- 
ever, cry, though her eyes seemed 
glued to the figure of her miserable 
father, who never onoe ventured to 
look towards her, and whose tears, 
silent evidence of the anguish he was 
enduring, fell frequently. In all other 
respects he preserved a stem conq^ 
sure throughout the proceedings. 

«< My child," said the Judge, as I 
thought with a little emotion, as he 
bent down his ear to her,—** do you 
know that you have come here to speak 
the truth?" 

« Yes, sir.'' 

** And will you, my dear* speak the 
truth — and tell us all the truth, and 
nothing else?'* 

» Yes, sir.'* 

*» What will become of yon, do you 
think, if you tell a lie? •• 

She paused ; the Judge repeated the 
question I and she answered distinctly, 
" I shall be burned in everlasting fire.*' 

*' Where did you learn that?** 
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" The Bible, sir." 
" Have jrou ever been at scbool?" 
" Yes, sir, at the Sundav school.*' 
" She mar be swornj said the 
Judge ; and the oath was immediately 
administered to her. 

Was not this, dear Christopher, a 
grievous sight to see ? The little 
daughter called to give evidence against 
her father, on his trial for his li^, for 
the murder of her mother ! Though 
in a melancholy tone, and with a sad 
manner, she gave her evidence with 
great propriety, clearly and firmly. 
Her tiny voice could be heard dia* 
tinctly in all parts of the crowded but 
silent court. She evinced, as was to 
be expected, a strong leaning towards 
her father ) but she admitted that he 
had twice struck her mother when she 
was lying bleeding on the floor* She 
also stated that her mother had several 
times actually taken her — ^the little 
girFs — shoes and stockings off her feeL 
that she might pawn them for gin ; and 
that she and the other chil£en had 
been often obliged to lie in bed, be- 
cause their mother and grandmother 
had taken away their clothes for the 
vile purpose above mentioned ! Who 
coula listen to all this without feeling 
the deepest commberation towards the 
nnhappjr prisoner ? Till he had been 
hurried into the act with which he then 
stood charged, he had always borne 
an unblemished character as a auiet 
respectable man, who laboured nard 
to support hb family, and who could 
have kept them in comfort but for his 
wife*s ruinous propensities to drink. 
Hb counsel addressed the jury on his 
behalf with much earnestness, con- 
tending that, on the whole of the evi- 
dence, the prboner was entitled to an 
acquittal, or, at least, to a verdict of 
manslaughter. The Judge, however, 
directed the jury that there was no 
evidence to support the charge of 
murder, but that tne prisoner had been 
clearly guilty of manslaughter. He 
then recapitulated the evidence ; and, 
after a quarter of an hour's co n s i d e ra* 
tion, the jury pronounced a verdict of 
manslaughter. He was sentenced to 
eighteen months' imprisonment, with 
hard labour ; which, I must confbss, 
seemed to me, under the circumstances^ 
a somewhat severe sentence. 

The only case in the Civil Court 
which possessed any thing worth no- 
ticing here was a very interesting. pro- 
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secution for a nuisance, instltnted by 
the Corooration of Liverpool agidnst 
a Mr Muspratt, the proprietor or some 
extensive works for the manufacture of 
alkali within the town of Liverpool. 
The alleged nubance was thus de- 
scribed by the counsel for the prosecu- 
tion (Cresswell) : — ** The works car- 
ried on by Mr Muspratt are for the 
manufacture of alkali, in the course of 
which two processes are necessary: 
they first of all manufacture sulphuric 
acid ; and, using it together with com- 
mon salt, they manutacture salt-cake, 
for the purpose of converting it into 
what b called black ash, or al&ali, that 
being employed in the making of soap, 
as a cheap substitute for kelp, or Spa- 
nbh barilla, which were formerly im- 
ported from foreign countries, and 
used in the manufacture of soap. I 
understand that the process by which 
this article b manufaotuied b so con- 
ducted as to dlscharp^e into the air, 
from the lower part ofthe works, more 
or less of sulphuric acid ^as, and firom 
the hb^h chimney, in which the other 
part of the process b carried on, b dis- 
charged a large quantity of muriatic 
acid gas. No person oon pass within 
sight of these works without observing, 
not only a quantity of black smoke 
•scaping from the cnimney, but abo a 
white vapour, looking like a eloud of 
steam, which b carried along a consi- 
derable dbtance from it in dear wea- 
ther, still remaining a compact body, 
not mixed with the air on either sidle. 
I understand that thb vapour comes 
originally from the chimney in the 
form of muriadc acid gas, but, speedily 
combining with the moisture of the 
atmosphere, it assumes the vaporouo 
state, leaves the gaseous state, and b 
driven along in the state of vapour, as 
a stream, whichever way the wind may 
blow, and, being heavier than the at- 
mospheric air, soon descends, produc- 
ing the consequences which I will de- 
scribe to you. In the first place, with 
respect to vegetation, I am told that it 
witiiers and destroys vegetation wbere- 
ever it falb ; that the leaves become 
shrivelled up and embrowned by it, 
and ultimately fkU ; and, if it contmues 
in that dlrecaon for a sufficient length 
of time, they will crumble into powder. 
Upon metals it has a very peculiar ac- 
tion. Brass is speedily tambhed by 
it, and a rust, or rather a bright red 
iiist, is produced by it, upon alT metal*' 
lie articles— fenders, fire-irons, and all 
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polished metallic articles, are speedily 
rusted by it ; so much so, that in half 
an hour after any metallic article is 
submitted to its action, you will find 
that it is entirely rusted. To the 
senses it is particularly dinagreeable. 
There is a pungent, acid taste ; it is 
extremely irritating to the lungs ; it 
produces a coughing as soon as it is in- 
haled, and a smarting about the eyes. 
In short, it irritates wherever it comes 
in contact with the mucous membrane. 
You may easily imagine that all this 
is a source of great annoyance and of 
Joss." 

It was impossible to mix in Liver- 
pool society without hearing com- 
plaints on all hands — whether well or 
ill founded — of the injurious effects 
here alluded to ; and the greatest in- 
terest was excited by the trial ; during 
the whole of which, lasting nearly 
three days, the Court was excessively 
crowded. Society, in short, took up 
arms against Mr Muspratt, and you 
may guess the result. He fought 
stoutly, however, desperately contest- 
ing every inch of ground. The pro- 
secutors brought forward a host of 
witnesses to support the statement of 
Mr Cresswell; to prove that their 
health had suffered sensibly, grievous- 
ly, in consequence of these hated 
«* works ;" and their property, of al- 
most every description, had been also 
injured thereby to a very great extent. 
Pawnbrokers said this abominable gas 
played the mischief with their various 
deposits ; nurserymen and gardeners, 
that it utterly blighted their fruit, 
flowers, shrubs, vegetables, and trees ; 
dyers, that it discharged all their 
colours, and frustrated and confounded 
all their doings; cow-keepers, that 
their cattie languished and died — both 
their grass and their water being 
contaminated by this execrable gas. 
There was, in short, a *' whole army** 
of sufferers, if not of martyrs. What 
a singular conflict of testimony there 
was, to be sure I One class of wit- 
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nesses swore that their fire-irons, &c. 
were constantly corroded ; another, 
that theirs, though subject to the same 
influence, were «* always bright and 
fair.** One, that their furniture, the 
papering of their rooms, and clothes 
hung out to dry, &c. were immedi- 
ately discoloured, and presentiy rot- 
ted; another, that though next-door 
neighbours, no such effects had been 
experienced — or, if any had, they were 
easily referable to other causes. One, 
that whereas, before they and their 
families had resided within the sphere 
of this pestiferous influence, they had 
been healthy, plump, and ruddy, they 
soon after became, and still were, dis- 
eased, lean, and sallow ; another ex- 
actly reversed it, and swore that, if 
any thing, their health had improved, 
and they had become fatter and rud- 
dier since they had come within the 
magic circle of Mr Muspratfs influ- 
ence.* One scientific chemist demon- 
strated, by analysis and experiment, 
the deleterious properties of the gas ; 
another, the well known Dr Thomson 
from Glasgow, contradicted him. The 
one referred all the injurious effects 
which had been detailed by the wit- 
nesses clearly and unequivocally to 
the muriatic acid gas ; the other de- 
nied it, and accounted for them by 
reference to the agency of simple at- 
mospheric air and carbonic acid gas. 

Forty witnesses were called for the 
prosecution, and forty-five for the de- 
fendant It took two whole days to 
collect this enormous heap of contra- 
dictory evidence ; and on the morning 
of the third, Mr Justice Coleridge 
summed up the whole to the jury 
with great judgment and perspica- 
city. I do not think that either 
party could have gathered from his 
address to which side his opinion in- 
clined, so nearly did he hold the 
scale. The jury — a special one — ^re- 
tired, and after an absence of two 
hours and a half, returned into Court 
with a verdict of guilty 5 the con- 



* Nay, a Dr Pip — or some such name — ftrom London, came down spedally for the 
purpose of proving to such of the gude folk of Liyerpool as chose to pay a shilling for 
it ('tis an iU wind that blows nobody good) that muriatic acid gas, so far ftrom being 
a noxious agent, was an infinitely salutary one, corrective of disease, promotive of 
health 1 Nay, positively — I saw it in his handbills — that it was, besides, or might be 
made (I forget which) a powerful agent in the abolition of negro elavery ,' 1 1 Whether 
or not this philosopher came down ex moris tnotv, or at the instance of Mr Muspratt, 
I know not. I saw him in Court, ostentatiously taking notes of the evidence ; but he 
was not called upon for his owm 
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sequence of which has been, and will 
be most serious to the defendant, who 
must now giro up his expensiTe works, 
and either pull them down, or convert 
them, if possible, to other purposes. 
This seems, however, but fair and 
reasonable ; for why should one citi- 
zen benefit and ennch himself at the 
expense of his fellow- citizens, their 
comforts, property, and health ? My 
own judgment, or that of an impartial 
listener, was satisfied that the case 
was made out against the defendant. 
The case was exceedingly interesting, 
and repaid the attention with which I 
had listened to it. It commenced on 
Thursday, and terminated on Satur- 
day, Aoril 7, and as soon as I had 
heard the verdict I quitted the Court, 
to make arrangements for returning to 
town on the ensuing Monday. 

Monday was the day appointed for 
opening the railroad between London 
and Birmingham, all of which had 
been completed except the middle 
thirty miles, which was to be passed 
in omnibusses ; and the question with 
us was, whether we should avail our- 
selves of that opportunity, or content 
ourselves with the railroad to Bir- 
mingham, and then go on to London 
by coach. The latter was the course 
we determined upon adopting, for there 
were divers objections to the other, 
both speculative and practical ; and we 
therefore took our places for Monday 
morning at half-past six, paying down 
on account L.d. Most of our brethren 
had either preceded us, or dispersed 
to various sessions, which I had made 
up mv mind not to attend. I had pro- 
miseci to dine with some relatives at 
Chester on the Sunday, purposing to 
set off by the eight o'clock steam-l^at, 
and return, of course, in the even- 
ing. Would you believe it ? — my usual 
luck attended me, most excellent and 
experienced traveller that I was I for 
when 1 got down to the quay, I had the 
satisfaction of seeing the steam-boat* 
hissing away nearly a mile off, having 
started precisely at eight, and I reach- 
ing the water-side about fi^e minutes 
after eight. There was no other boat 
starting till half- past eleven, so I gave 
it up, and was oblfged to write a letter 



of excuses and explanations. Hav- 
ing heard a good deal of the beau- 
tifol and affecting service at the Church 
for the Blind, I determined to attend 
the morning service there. I shall 
not soon forget it. As I entered — hav- 
ing first deposited a trifle in the plate 
at the door for the asylum — sweet 
voices, blended with the organ, were 
chanting the Psalms; and through pic-* 
tured and stained windows fell a <<dim 
religious light." The window over 
the altar had a large painting of Christ 
rising from the dead ; near it was an- 
other — most appropriate! — of Christ 
healing the blind. My feelings were 
completely subdued by the scene. I 
have reasons for feeling peculiar sym- 
pathy towards the blind ; and it went 
to my heart to hear their melodious 
voices, clear and soft, engaged with 
cheerful energy in devotional service. 
I was particularly stnick with the sim- 
plicity of their style — the distinctness 
and precision of their enunciation. 
There were evidently some superior 
voices, male and female, among Uiem ; 
and I turned round to look — the sight 
almost overcame me. The gallery 
over the entrance was devoted to the 
blind people and to the organ ; and, 
standing in a row, along the front of it, 
were about fifteen or eighteen women 
of various ages, neatly and uniformly 
dressed — behind being the men, seve- 
ral of whom were grey-headed — the 
shape and appearance of their eyes too 
plainly indicating the grievous be- 
reavement they had suffered. They 
were all singing — ^poor souls!— with 
the utmost energy, as if their hearts 
joined in the act. I could not restrain 
my feelings, which were painfully ex- 
cited. As I, from time to time, glanced 
at the touching spectacle they afford- 
ed, and listened to their thrilling voices, 
I could not help thinking of old Ho- 
mer's simple and beaAtifid description 
of the blind Demodocus : — 

Tif wi^< M«w«-' *f^/AD«t, ?i?«v 3* «2y«(5«y 

But, dear Christopher, you are fami- 
liar with the whole of the beautiful 



• For want of a better (Pope's not being at hand), the ladies will accept the follow- 
ing littral yerdon : — 

Him the Mtue loved, and gaye both good and ill ; 
Of light, indeed, deprived— but gaye sweet song. 
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passage* — recollecting the tears shed 
by the simple-hearted warrior » as he 
listened to the song of the blind bard« 
and endeavoured^ hiding his head ia 
his mantle, to conceal his emotions 
from the beholders. So, indeed, after 
a sort, was it with me. My feelings 
were differently exoited^ howeyer, 
when, between the prayers and the 
sermon, the anthem was sung by two of 
the blind, a gray-haired man and the 
chief of the female singers. Imagine 
the feelings with which I listened to 
these fearful and sublime words from 
the Reyelations, sung with admirable 
effect, both chastely and powerfully^ 
sometimes both singing together^ at 
others alternately :— 

'' I was in the Spirit on the Lord*8 
day, and heard behind me a great 
voice, as of a trumpet^ 

" Saying, I am AJpha and Omega^ 
the first and the last. 

** And I turned to see the voice that 
spake with me ; and being turned, 
I saw one like unto the Son of Man, 
clothed with a garment down to the 
feet, and girt about the paps with a 
golden girdle. 

" His head and his hairs were white 
like wool, as white as snow ; and his 
eyes were as a flame of fire ; 

" And his i^t like unto fine brassy 
as if they burned in a fiumaoe ; and 
his voioe as the sound of many waters ; 
and his countenance waa as the sun 
shineth in his strength. 

** And when I saw him, I fdU at 
Ids feet as dead. And he laid hia 
right hand upon me, saying unto me, 
Fear not, I am the first and the last $ 

<' I am he that liveth, and was dead } 
and behold, I am dive for ever* 
more.'* t 

It may be queatioaable wbetber this 
sublime passage be calculated fbr nra- 
sic, at least for any one's music but 
that of the glotious Handel ; my in- 
tense interest in the anthem was d»> 
rived, not from the character of the 
music, but ft'om the feelings excited 
by the occasion — the scene, the place, 
the 8ingert»— above all, the awe-^spir- 
ing nature of the words themeelves. 
I shall not soon forget that Sunday 
morning. 

Q. and I took a very long walk 
immediatriy afterwards, along the sea^ 
shore — say seven or eight miles, the 
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wind blowing fiercely in oar faces all 
the way we went, and the sun shining 
— which had been rather a rarity du- 
ring our stay at Liverpool, the weather 
havmg been wretched beyond descrip- 
tion — an almost constant succession of 
rain, sleet, snow, hail, fog, wind — 
cutting north- easterly winds, such as 
gave almost all of our brethren and 
ourselves rather severe colds. We dined 
at six. Q. lay down on the sofa, tired 
with his walk ; I went out to do what 
I am in the habit of doing whenever 
I spend a Sunday at a strange place — 
namely, go to the various places of 
worship, and see — I trust vrith a cu- 
riosity not entirely unjustifiable or 
irreverent — the mode in which differ- 
ent sects of Christians carry on public 
worship. You know, dear Christopher, 
that I am too sincere a Christian in 
my heart — detesting, however, fanati- 
cism — to think of presumptuously 
attempting to turn any thing into ri- 
dicule, or present it under a droll or 
exaggerated aspect, that is manifestly 
the result of sincerity, however erro- 
neous or delusive I may oon^der it to 
be. Yet I fancy it to be perfectly 
warrantable, and not entiredy unin« 
stiuctive, to describe accurately such 
scenes as follow, and to give a faith- 
ful description even of the painful 
and monstrous scene which will fol- 
low last. The result in my mind of 
much enquiry, and experience, and ob- 
servation through life, has been to fill 
me with thankfulness for the exist- 
ence of such a(i estaUishment as the 
Church of England, of which I am, 
and may I die, a member. 

Alittle way down Mount Pleasant, on 
the right-hand side, was a good-siied 
building, which I found to be a Wes- 
leyan Methodist chapel. It was crowd- 
ed even to the door ; 'for it seemed that 
one of their favourite preachers — a 
Mr Newton — ^was preaching '' a mis- 
sionary sermon,*' t. «. a sermon in aid 
of a society for sending out missiona- 
ries to the heathen in foreign coun- 
tries. With some difficulty I got in- 
to the gallery, which was perfectly 
«h^ed with people— scarce an inch - 
even of stanmng-room to be had. I 
had a pretty go^ view of the preach- 
er, who, in his plain clothes, stood in 
the pulpit, using abundant gesticula- 
tion and emphasis, turning fully 
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round, fh)iii time to titne^ to all paHs 
of his crowded and attentire audience, 
exhibiting^ a tall and well-proportion- 
ed person, and a tolerablj expressive, 
though not terjr refined, countenance. 
He seemed about fifty-eight or sixty 
years old. Hi« Tdice was loud and 
sonorous : his manner had all the con- 
fidence and self- possession dented 
firom eridently a long fkmiliarity with 
such scenes. I listened to him di- 
tentively fbr about ten minutes, and I 
feel compelled to say that I could de^ 
tect nothing but very common-place 
declamation. Two words really wotdd 
aptly describe all I heard-^boisterous 
Tolubility. He gave a marvellous 
account of their doings at Leeds, I 
think it was, where they were con- 
stantly opening very large chapels, or 
enlarging their old ones, both of 
which were immediately filled with 
regular hearers; that there were 
** blessed scenes ** going on there— on 
an average thir^ or forty souls 
•'converted" weekly; that at their 
last " quarter-day" they had up. 
wards of a thousand people '' on 
trial,*' /. e. who had become proba- 
tionary members of their society j 
that he had been lately there, and 
had had a '^ blessed season** of it. 
There was a love-feast,* at which 
there was a *' rerr abundant outpour- 
ing of the Spirit,''--souls, in all oirec- 
tions, crying out, " What shall I do to 
be saved ?'^ *• Oh, my friends," ex- 
clafaned the preacher, with an excited 
air, '* it did my heart good, I as- 
sure vou ; it was Pentecost, in- 
deed!'^ These statements were evi- 
dently received by his hearers with the 
deepest interest, testified by preva^ 
lent but half-suppreseed exclamations 
of « Amen I thank the Lord !" which, 
though they had a somewhat singu- 
lar effect, yet were not carried to an 
indecorous extent. Then he spoke, 
in a vehement manner, of the " pe- 
rishing heathen," millions and millions 
of wbom were at that moment bow- 
ing down to idoU, and dying, and 

going to . ** And would they 

not come forward that night, and aid r* 
&c. &c. ^ How much remained to 
be done, notwithstanding the glorious 



things that had been done ! *" kc. Ak;. 
He ended bv announcing that a col- 
lection would be made immediately ; 
and, having passionately implored them 
to «* gite Uberallv/* sat down, " only 
entreating his friends to make way in 
all directions fot- the collectors/* 

Instantly there was a Jingling sound 
as of silver and copper droppmg into 
plates all over the chapel< A decently 
dressed servant-girl stood next to me ; 
she had, apparentlyi devoured every 
word that had fallen from the preacher, 
and seemed now exhausted with ex- 
citement and the fatigue of standing 
so long. With one end of her pocket- 
handkerchief she wiped the perspira- 
tion from her facCi and out of the 
other, which was twisted upi she took 
a shilling and gave it^ poor soul, to 
the collector when he o^me past, with 
a look of such earnest satisfaction ! 
Though the bulk of the congregation 
— especially those surrounding her — 
seemed to consist of the humbler classes , 
there was a con^derable proportion of 
silver in the plate. As soon as this was 
over, some notices were read of meet- 
ings, sermons, &c. for the week — a 
hymn was given out, which thev be- 
gan to sing with prodigious heaitmess, 
and I left the chapel. 

The next place I entered was a 
building not far off— the Scotch church, 
new, spacious, and handsome, but not 
very well fiDed. The minister was 
toung, but modest and intcdiigent. 
He was exp(mnding some obscure por- 
tions of Job, and with considerable 
force, ingenuity, and judgment, not 
failing to give whatever he uttered a 
stringent practical application. He 
was evidently a well-educated man. 
His language was select and accurate, 
and his reasoning sound ; he afforded 
to my mind a very pleasing contrast 
to the preacher whom I had Just been 
hearing. Loose, noisy, and infiamma- 
tory appeals to crverstrained feelings 
(I have heard several of the Wcsleyan 
preachers who are not Gable to such 
observations), too often degenerating 
into downnght dap-trap, appear to 
me far le«8 calculated to advance the 
interestfl of real refigfon than sober 
and rational eiposidontf at Scripture, 



* This is » fi^Yourite ordinanM irith the WesteyaiiB. Love-feaatA are very large 
meetings, consisting of the whole society, who are admitted by tickets. There are 
hun$ and water sent round (o atl present, and every one is at liberty, both ttiafi and 
woman, to rise and state (heir religious feellugs. 
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of the principled of Christianityy and 
temperate though earnest exhortations 
to the practice of its virtues. What 
this young man said^ for instance, at 
once interested and instructed m^, only 
a chance-hearer, and obviated a diffi- 
culty that had several times occurred 
to me when I had heard the chapter 
read which he was then expounding. 
His concluding observations were 
practical and weighty. In short, what 
he had uttered bore the stamp of sin- 
cerity and reflection! and his congre- 
gation listened to him with an air of 
devout and calm attention — one which 
most strikingly contrasted in my mind 
with the exuberant excitement of the 
one which I had just quitted. I staid 
till the conclusion of the service, which 
was, as usual, simple and solemn. I 
then returned to my lodgings, it being 
about half-past eight o*clock. I told 
my landlady — a respectable, intelli- 
gent person — where I had been, and 
that I felt a kind of pleasure. 

" Then, sir, if you're curious about 
such things, you had better go a little 
higher up the hill, and hear the peo- 
ple at Mr Aitkin*s chapel ; they're 
still going on ; and you'll say, sir, 
you never heard or saw such things in 
your life I " 

" Indeed ! what do they call them- 
selves?" 

** They am*t the regular Metho- 
dists — they're a bad sort of Metho- 
dists — Junkers, or Ranters, or some- 
thing oir that sort. They're a most 
horrid nuisance, sir, in the neighbour- 
hood, and I wish the law would put 
them down, as it's just put down Mr 
Muspratt's chinmey . They' re scream- 
ing and roaring, and singing and pray- 
ing, at almost all hours of the day and 
night — Sundays as well as week-days I 
I've often heard them from our gar- 
den. We have not heard them this 
evening — but that may be because the 
wind's the other way I " 

I went off inunediately. A strange 
and melancholy sight presented itself — 
a scene that almost beggars descrip- 
tion. The service in the chapel had 
been over some time, and most of the 
lights were exdnguished; but there 
were a number of people clustering 
round a side door, wluch led, I found, 
into a large room beneath the chapel. 
I was entering with as quiet and deco- 
rous an air as it was possible to assume, 
when; 1 was very rudely repulsed 
by aj coarse, sour.visaged janitor. 



with the words, *' You've no call 
here, sir ; this isn't a play-house, sir 
— nothing of the sort." 

'< Who said it was? Isn't this a 
public place of worship, sir ? I've a 
right." 

** You've only come to make game." 

" How dare you say so, sir ? Do I 
look as if I were?" said I, sternly; 
and while he was occupied with one 
or two other applicants for admission, 
who suddenly demanded it in a much 
more questionable manner than I had, 
I slipped past him down-stairs, and 
immediately encountered a scene which 
I will attempt with faithful exactitude 
to describe. It was a large low room, 
lit with gas ; and there were several 
groups of people in it, men and women 
— some singing, some praying — others 
groaning and writhing on the floor- 
some standing, others kneeling, others 
sitting. Some were really shrieking 
in the wildest and maddest way ima- 
ginable I The group nearest me con- 
sbted of some twenty or thirty, sur- 
rounding about hal^a-dozen people 
who were on their knees, with whom 
most of them were praying, uttering 
horrid groans and ejaculations—some* 
times wringing, at other times clap- 
ping their hands. They were *'a*- 
sisting souls in the agonies of t/ie new 
birth," as they termed it ; that is, per- 
sons who were seeking to be converted. 
I went nearer, and beheld a decently- 
dressed middle-aged woman kneeling 
beside one of the would-be neophytes 
—a young man — ^tossing herself about 
in all directions, lifting up and down 
her arms in a frantic manner, and vio- 
lently striking the form before which 
she knelt; at one time praying, at 
another shouting into his ear — *' Be- 
lieve I Believe, man 1 believe I — Qh, 
come to Jesus! come to Him — don't 
waitl Don't delay a moment i Doesn't 
thee see Him? Here He is — He's i' th' 
midst of us — He's waiting for thee! 
Take him by the hand, blessed Lord ! 
O Lord Jesus, oh, dear Lord, thou 
must save this lad ! — Come along, lad ! 
He's awaiting for thee! Oh, Jesus, 
why do thy chariot- wheels delay ? 
Pluck him like a brand from the 
burning." 

« Oh-i-o — — oh. Lord Jesus! " hea- 
vily groaned the subject of her pray- 
ers. 

" Why don't you believe? Why 
don't you believe ?" she exclaimed, ve- 
hemently, llterdly slapping him on 
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the back: who, his face hid in his 
arms, his body sprawling^ and writh- 
ing about on tbe floor and ag^ainst the 
form, seemed making direful efforts 
to second those of her beside him— • 
sighing and groaning in a most dis- 
mal manner. 

" Oh, glory I glory ! glory !" — ^was 
suddenly shouted from the central 
group — who, at the bidding of a man 
in black, who took evidently the lead 
in what was going on, burst out a 
singing most vehemently, and in an 
extravagantly high key, " Praise God, 
from whom all blessings flow." Some 
liAed their hands rapidly up and down 
with an air of irrepressible ecstasy 
— others actually shook bands with 
one another, as if in joyful congratula- 
tion and gratitude. Some screamed 
forth the words at the tip-top of their 
voices, their eyes closed violently, 
their heads directed upwards, and 
their hands elevated and clasped to- 
gether. I really expected to see them 
fall down in a flt. They sung the last 
two lines over and over, and over 
again, with the most ungovernable im- 
petuosity andexcitement. In the mean- 
while one of the people, whose happy 
case had been the occasion of all this 
ecstasy, rose from her knees ; her eyes 
were sunken, her face was red, and 
covered with tears and perspiration, 
and she was sobbing violently. I 
expected her every moment to go into 
hysterics. While I was listening to 
and looking at this strange scene 
with feelings of mingled pity, disgust, 
and indignation, a man, dressed in a 
very long black coat which reached 
to his knees, and in a white silk hand- 
kerchief, made his way from the centre 
of the throng, singing as he went to 
the form where were the couple first 
described. He immediately kneeled 
down beside them with a kind of fa- 
miliar business-like air I 

" Come, friend ! The Lord says he's 
ready for thetf too ! He's waiting to 
put a wedding garment on thee I Here 
He is ! Look, man, for thyself I . He's 
going all about this room, looking 
whom He shall save^look at Him" — 

" Oh, Lord ! oh, Jesus I — oh — o — o I" 
cried the youth. 

" Ay, pray thus, and He must come ; 
He can't help himself; He loves it I 
Come ! thou must believe now ! The 
devil will have thee this night if thou 
doesn't ! — there— that's it ! that's it !" 
as the wretched fellow redoubled his 
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groans and contortions between his 
two tormentors. ** Wrestle, wrestle I 
Jesus loves a good v^restler ; He loves 
to be beat ; He'll love thee all the 
better fbr this good fight? Don't ye 
see Him ? Pray, man ; now^s tbe time ! 
Now's the accepted time, now's the 
day of salvation — now, now, or never ! 
Don't thee fed it, thinkest thou r" 
The man, I suppose, answered in the 
aflirmative ; for the woman on the 
other side, in a still wilder manner, 
shouted suddenly, " Oh, thank thee, 
Jesus ! Thank thee ! Thank thee I I 
knew thou wouldn't be long — glory ! 
glory !" The man in black now rose 
np, and left them, to assist some one 
else in distress with his ghostly coun- 
sel ! My eye then fell upon a young 
man and woman, kneeling a little 
on my left hand, — the former a 
sailor, apparently about twenty years 
old, the latter a little older, and very 
good-looking, who had but the mo- 
ment before separated themselves from 
the central group above spoken of, and 
continued praying together. I con- 
fess 1 looked at Uiem somewhat sus- 
piciously ; for I had noticed the fellow 
a little before standing staring at tbe 
young woman with a most equivocal 
expression of features. He whisper- 
ed something in her ear, as the poor 
creature — misguided enthusiast ! — was 
joining passionately in the singing, 
and she instantly ceased, took hold 
of him by the arm, and led him to the 
form near me, where I saw them both 
kneel down. He seemed to take it 
coolly ; the young woman began, as 
it were, to belabour him with her 
prayers, and groans, and exhortations, 
leaning close over him, placing her 
hands on his back from time to 
time. She had really a pretty face, 
but it was quite distorted with ex- 
citement. After a few minutes 
spent in this manner she rose, ex- 
horting him to <' go on praying" — 
and hurried back to the group she 
had quitted. He, too, immediately 
afterwards rose, and walked past me, 
still eyeing the young woman who 
had left him. Seeing that 1 was, evi- 
dently, merely a curious stranger-* 
and, 1 suppose, giving credit to my 
appearance as that of a mere man of 
the world come to see the sport — he 
actually thrust his tongue into his 
cheek, and winked his eye at me as 
he passed ! Of course, 1 took no no- 
tice of him further than returning 
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his impudent look pretty sternly. He 
made his way into the group to which 
the young woman had returned— 
probably with most improper motives. 
I subsequently learned that things of 
this sort had several times taken place 
— ^low scoundrels, like the one I had 
obserred, coming in, pretending to be 
in earnest^ and then taking advantage 
of the foolish and excited females 
who may attend upon them to insult 
them : at least I was subsequently 
told as much. There were several 
persons, who seemed to be leading 
ones, who from time to time came 
up to people standing about, and 
wnom they soon persiuided to kneel 
down with them, when similar scenes 
to those I have been describing en- 
sued. I observed two or three of 
their people eyeing me, as I stood 
aloof leaning against the wall, and 
watching theb proceedings with in- 
tense and melancholy interest — look* 
ing as if they longed to do by me as 
they were doing by othOTs: but, to 
protect myself from any of their ab- 
surd and offensive importunities, I 
looked as stem and repulsive as I 
possibly could — and for a time suc- 
ceeded in gaining my ol)ject. At 
length, however, two men, dressed in 
long black coats, with white neck- 
handkerchiefs-^of very coarse vulgar 
features and appearance— came up to 
me boldly, and the dreaded struggle 
began. 

** Well,- said one of them, placing 
a huge r^ band upon my shoulder 
in a confident, faonliar syle — I in- 
stantly dislodged his hand — "art thou, 
friend, come to see Jesus, and get thy 
soul saved ? Down on thy knees ; no 
time to be lost I — Come^— 

* Yes, sir, vou need salvation!** 
mid the other, in a tone and manner 
of forced confidence, with a manifest 
slieepishness in his countenance, and 
evidently abashed by my manner. 

** Who is the minnter of this place V 
I enquired, as drily and frigidfy as pos- 
siUe, thinkhig thus to parry their 
attack. 

•* Mr Aitkin, ifr," repHed the last- 
mentioned man. 

« What is the name of Ae body of 
Christians who worship here ?" I con- 
tinned, wifii a very polite, but distant 
air. 

*♦ This is the church of Christ— the 
mvstical body of Christ, who have no 
other head ; we are his people, and He 
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is here. He*s waiting to save you ?** 
said the first man. '^ Come, come," 
and he took hold of my hand, as if he 
would lead me to a form, where I was 

to kneel down, and he beside me 

Heaven save the mark I 

" Really, sir," said I, civilly but 
resolutely, *' I shall feel particularly 
ehliged if you will not trouble your- 
self on my account. I assure vou I 
am not accustomed to such famliiari* 
ties — I — I cannot allow it, sir," forci- 
bly removing my hand from his. He 
seemed for a moment abashed, but 
he returned to the charge. 

•* Ah, friend, this haughty air won't 
do in the Day of Judgment. You'll 
find that a gentleman may be damned, 
for all his airs !*' 

" Forgive me," said I, calmly and 
even respectfhUy, " I trust I have not 
ventured to show any * airs,' as you 
call them" 

" There, down on your knees," 
he interrupted, resuming his confi* 
dence. 

I shook my head, and smiled, some- 
what bitterly, perhaps. 

" What is the name of this church?" 
I enquired, turning round to the 
friend on my right ; but I forget his 
answer. The other asked me to what 
church " I fancied" 1 belonged. I told 
him to the Church of England. 

" That*s not the church of Christ," 
said the confident friend on my left. 
" His is a mystical church ; and we 
are of it. TWs is His church" 

^' Then he has got a noisp church 
ofit,''saidI. 

** Friend, you come to mock ; you 
should remain to pray." 

•' You are wrong, sir ; I came to 
look on seriously, to see if such tlungs 
really" 

** Come, come, down on your knees, 
and you shall toon feel and know that 
this is indeed the day of salvation. 
You can't do without it.** Again he 
put his rude hand on mv shoulder. 

** Really, sir, you will compel me 
to leave the room." 

•* But you mustn't— you must get 
your carnal heart changed,** he con- 
tinued, impudently. 

" You drive me away." 

•• No, no — I want you to fall on 
your knees." 

I quitted the room, to get rid of his 
pestilent importunities, with feelings 
wMch I cannot describe — filings of 
mingled pity, indignation, astonish- 
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menty contempt. I protest that 1 have 
" set down naught in malice/* in writ^ 
ing the aboTe» but have g^yen as sober 
and faithful an account of what took 
place as I know how to give of any 
thing ; and if you, dear Christopher^ 
or any one to whom you may show 
this long letter, should think that I 
must have coloured and overcharged 
this description, all 1 sav is, get any 
ftiend at Liverpool, on whom you can 
rely, to go to BIr Aitkin's church in 
Mount Pleasant, and then tell you 
whether he can corroborate or contra- 
dict my statements— whether he could 
not add to them. 

From what I could discover 1 sus- 
pect Mr Aitkin's flock must be a kind 
of off-shot from the Wesleyan Me- 
thodists, who, however, never go so 
Ikr as I have been describing, though 
I have once or twice, some fifteen or 
twenty yeara ago, witnessed scenes in 
their chapels not very far inferior to 
the one in question. I believe, how- 
ever, that the leading members of that 
extensive and very respectable per- 
suasion now discountenance such wild, 
irrational, indecorous, and even im- 
pious proceedings; and when they 
shall have got rid of a few other pe- 
euUarities of feeling, and of discipline, 
and prejudices, may it not be hoped that 
thb excellent section of Christians will 
return into our Established Church ? 
I returned to my lodgings about half- 
past nine, and, after giving Q. an ac- 
count of what 1 had just been witness- 
ing, redred to my bedroom, where I 
found every Mng packed up in readi- 
ness ftyr our early start in the morning. 
I slept soundiv, and rose at five, cafled 
by Q.*s vigilant servant. Despite, 
however, idl our precautions, we 
escaped only with tne skin of our 
teeth, bring once more TOO LATE. Our 
fly rattled down Mount Pleasant as 
l^t as it could well go, but it struck 
six — sad sound to our too negligent 
ears! — as we drove into the railway 
stadon-yard, and we knew that they 
started punctually ; while we had yet 
to get our luggage out and put in, to 
pay the reridue of our fkre, and to get 
. our tickets. We were in an agony of 
nervousness. Our lug^gage would get 
wrongly placed ; then we had to get 
change for a ten-pound note; then 
we bad to shout out to the people to 
say that we were ready, whfle those 
within the office were saying that it 



was our own fkult, &c. Lo ! Just as 
we were counting over the clumge we 
had received we heard a soun£— we 
cast our eye on the huge train — alas I 
the monster was moving — and while 
the thing was moving we hastily got 
into our appointed place — smack went 
the door, and in a moment we were 
under the tunnel, in whose gloom and 
silence we had leisure to recover from 
our flurry, curse our folly, and make 
good resolutions 1 

The morning was much finer than 
that on which we had come to Llver- 

rl ; and it was pleasant enough to 
rattling rapidly alonflr amid the 
cheering sunshme, instead of havine 
our former melancholy accompani- 
ments of wind, hail, snow, rain, fog, and 
sleet. We reached Birmingham by a 
ouarter past eleven, having started 
n*om the tunnel at Liverpool at about 
twenty minutes to seven — a far quick- 
er journey than our former one. Cer- 
tainly, railroad travelling is delightful, 
both iVom the advantages afforded by 
its surprising rapidity, and the con- 
venience — not to say the luxury — of 
its accommodations. You have as 
much room as you cto wish for : no 
ill-bred or ill-natured, or dispropor- 
tionately-sized fellow-passenger cfm 
annoy you by encroaching on the li- 
mits set apart for you : the vehicle in 
which you travel is airy and com- 
modious — ^you are at an amply suffi- 
cient distance from your opposite 
neighbours ; and, really, what a thing 
it wUl be ere long to be able to calcu- 
late confidently upon a journey to and 
fh>m London and Liverpool, in right 

Eleasant style, and in six or eight 
ours ! This will be, indeed, an ap^ 
proximaJtion, at least, towards " the 
annihilation*' of " dme and space.** 
About half-past eleven o'clock— -after 
takmg a biscuit and a glass of wine— 
we got into the coach. Alas» how 

**Cabin*4, cribbed, eoiiiiMd, iMond in** 

we instantlpr f^ ourselves! scarce 
room to shift the position of even a 
limb without almost apologizing^ to 
one's neighbours for incommoding 
them I As this was the day of open- 
ing the railroad, I soon found that a 
great struggle was to be made by our 
coachman to see whether he could not 
get into town ** before Me steamers,** 
He was a capital whip, and at the same 
time a cautious and safii one, and we 
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vent the whole way at the rate of 
twelve miles an hour. We caught a 
very striking view of the newly opened 
railroad soon after quitting Coventry 
passing along over immensely high 
archesy constructed with an eye equally 
to taste and strength. The sides of it 
were lined with people awaiting the 
arrival of the trains. We caught9.a8 
we went on, occasional glimpses of the 
railroad as well in its incomplete as 
its finished state. About ten miles 
beyond the latter portion of it we 
passed about thirty or forty horses 
waiting ready to be harnessed to the 
omnlbusses which were to convey the 
passengers from the end of the finished 
part to the Denbigh- Hall end ; and» 
as might have been expected, a little 
bitter slang passed between our guard 
and coachman and the '^ steam peo- 
ple.'* I rode outside for a considerable 
portion of the way, and very pleasant 
It was. I had a good deal of conver- 
sation with the guard about railroads 
— to which he was very strongly 
opposed. 

" You take my word for it, sir,*' 
said he, in a sad and knowing way — 
** them railroads will be the ruin of 
Old England I See how they're cut- 
ting up the country in all directions ! 
If I was a gentleman and had land, 
I'm blessed if Fd let 'em cut it to 
pieces as they do 1 What's to become 
of the horses ? We can't do without 
them, any more than we can without 
ships — and it's a cursed shame to de- 
stroy the brood of horses. I only wish 
I was a Member o' Parliamint 1 
Don't I ! Wouldn't I speak my mind 
out I" 

" Why, I should have thought the 
horses would have rather liked to be 
rid of so much hard and heavy 
work.*' 

'' Oh, not at all, not at all, quite 
different, sir ; you can't know much 
of horses, sir j if you did, you'd know 
they love hard work when thev're 
well fed and cleaned down — see how 
comfortable these tits of ours will 
look when they're rested a bit, and 
getting their bellies full. Lord love 
*eml And then, again, look at all 
the people along the road that it will 
ruin, and quite chase out of the world 
— what's to become of them all ? 
These things isn't thought of as they 
ought to be !" 

•' And will it afieotyoti f " 

'( Oh, send all im to the d — ^1, in 
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course ! But they say we chaps — 
that*s]us guards — ^is to be taken in, and 

go on as before with the trains" 

*' Yes — and have you heard of the 
extraordinary way in which you're to 
be dressed up ?" I enquired, affect- 
ing to look very wise. 

" Dressed up, sir !" he replied^ with 
a curious air, 

'« Dressed ? why yes ; there's an 
act of Parliament just passed by Mr 
Hume, saying that the guards of the 
mail are to wear helmets." 

" Wear helmets!!" he echoed — 
half incredulous, half apprehensive. 

" Yes — wear helmets, to be sure, of 
bright brass, too"— 

" Lord a' mercy 1 It can't be, no- 
how ! D— 4 if I'll stand it ; I'd rather 
go to sea, and I will too I Why, I 
never heard o' such a thing ! W hat 
can be the use of it ! What, is it hel- 
mets like them great guardsmen wears, 
with horse-hair?" 

'' Oh, no ; nothing half so fine, I 
can assure you ; they're all bright 
brass, and very large ones, too ; by 
the way, I'm airaid they'll make your 
head ache." 

" Ay, but that an't the worst; every 
one wUl laugh and point at me as I 
go along the road. But what's the 
use o' telling me all this? You're 
only a joking." 

" Well, you'll soon see that ; wait 
for a day or two, and you will hear 
more about it ! " 

" Well," he exclaimed, with a puz- 
zled and alarmed air, " them chaps in 
Parliament has done some rum things 
lately, any how ; but I'm blessed if 
this don't beat 'em all hollow I Lord- 
a-mercy, put us guards in helmets ! 
Why won't hats do ?" 

At that moment we came in ^ht of 
a very gay and animated scene — the 
extremity of the London end of the 
newly-opened railroad. There were 
several thousands of persons collected, 
having come from all parts and great 
distances — all in holiday costume — 
fla^ flying, tents and awnings erected 
— m short, a perfect fair going on. 
The guard gazed at it all with a very 
sour look ; as did the coachman, who 
turned round and said, '< Thomas, 
what fools some people is to go out 
and kick up all this here rumpus, be- 
cause o' this here railroad — ha, ha I " 
he concluded, with a faint and bitter 
laugh. 

" Why, you see," replied the guard. 
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'^ it an*t to be wondered at neither ; a 
Bteam-carriage is a rare thing on the 
road just now " 

** About as rare as a mail-coach or 
stage-coach will be in a few months I *' 
I interposed. 

<« Yea — ^yes, I suppose it*s too tame !*' 
exclaimed the guard, with a sigh of 
Yexation, and £d not seem disposed to 
carry on the conversation. At the 
next place, where we changed horses, 
I saw him talking very earnestly, at 
the bar of the public-house, with the 
landlord; and from the looks they 
both gave me, from time to dme, I am 
satisfied that the guard was talking 
over the affair of the helmet I ! What 
put such an absurd joke into my head 
I. know not; and when at length, 
before getting inside again, I unde- 
oeived him, he seemed really relieved, 

but told me he knowM of a brother 

guard whom '* he*d frighten prettily 
about it the next time he saw him ; 
for it was a capital joke I" 

After eating a hearty dinner at 
Stony- Stratfoi^ we turned inside, and 
rumbled off once more. We all of us 
fell asleep, being sufficiently tired with 
our long day's journey ; and when I 
woke it was at half-past eleven at the 
Angel at Islington, where were the 
nsiud crowd and hubbub to be seen 
when a coach comes or goes. In a 
twinkling, however, I got into a cab 
with my portmanteau, and in less than 
a quarter of an hour was at home, 
where I found all well — my wife, how- 
ever, too pleased with my arrival to 
do justice to the snug supper that 
presently made its appearance. I had 
a peep at my cMldren, at her sugges* 



tion, before going to bod. There they 
were, dear little souls; — but why 
should I begin to twaddle at the end 
of my letter ? 

Thus, dearest Christopher, have 
you some of the results of my first 
professional expedition ; and if it shall 
have pleased you, and your readers, I 
shall DC indeed repaid for the trouble 
I have taken in thus recording the in- 
cidents and impressions of a " First 
Circuit/' It is the last sketch of the 
kind that I shall give you ; but why 
do qot you prevaU upon some of my 
brethren, both in my own circuit and 
the ^ye others, to do as I have done ? 
I know there are many, very very 
many, who could easily far exceed in 
interest and power the sketches here 
given ; who nave treasured up many 
a striking scene — ^why do they not 
thus worthily use their leisure ? Let 
roe call upon them, dear, good old 
Christopher, even in your name, to 
come forward with the choice fruits 
of observation and experience : — Up, 
arouse ye, mv merry men of the 
Northern, Midland, Oxford, Norfolk, 
Western and Home Circuits, Chris- 
topher will receive you — Maga will 
rejoice in your contributions ; and that 
will be the best service she has ever 
been rendered by, dear and venerable 
sir, your humble and zealous friend, 
and old contributor, 

X. Y. Z. 
Given from my Chambers, on the 
8th floor of No. 37, Bg Tree 
Court, in Lincoln*s Inn, West- 
minster, on the 10th day of 
this present June, 1838. 
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Rome was not built in a day ; nei- 
ther was the town of Monzom always 
80 large and populous as at present. 
Forty or fifty years ago, indeed, it 
was little more than a village. A 
post twice a- week kept it in some sort 
of connexion with the world, but when 
by any accident, such as a break down 
of the mjdl'Cart — for Macadam was at 
that time in the future tense, or the 
hopeless drunkenness of Tim Swigs, 
the postman — for the Temperance 
Society was then unknown ; when by 
any accident of this kind the regular 
communication was interrupted, it was 
always remarked that more news were 
stirring in Monxom than when all the 
newspapers — and there were three 
taken in by yarious inhabitants — and 
all the private letters had arrived. All 
men, especially in country towns, 
seem bom penny-a-liners, rrodigious 
accidents are produced on the spur of 
the moment by the most prosaic-look- 
ing of mortals; fires are described with 
a glow of enthusiasm, and their de- 
structive ravages among hay-ricks> 
bams, and princely residences, attend- 
ed with great loss of lifb, are painted 
in the most appalling colours, by peo- 
ple who have no credit among tneir 
friends for any sort of talent, but 
whose imagination is in fact as majes- 
tic as that of Milton. Bnt Imaglnauon 
is the most eapricious of all the facul- 
ties. Sometimes it is all compact, 
and ready for action at the slightest 
hint ; at other times dead and inert as 
an exploded cracker. But this we 
think will be universally remarked, 
that it seems to grow and expand it- 
self in exact proportion to the listen- 
er's power of belief. A fire, in any 
account of it, given to a person of a 
sceptical turn of mind, b as quiet and 
well-behaved as possible, and contents 
itself with destroying the roof of a 
pig-stye ; but told to some blockhead 
vrith a mouth the size of a church- 
door, and a capacity for swallowing 
wonders, how it swells and dilates it- 
self 1 how it spreads its horrific ter- 
rors over half a county 1 immolates 
the hapless inhabitants of whole 
streets, and at last dies away only for 
lack of something more to destroy! 
It was, perhaps, from the vast ability 
displaced by the population of Mon- 
xom, m firmly believing whatever was 



told them, that so many marvels took 
their rise in it * there were ghosts In 
it without number ; one or two elope- 
ments whispered every week, and more 
deaths every moming reported than if 
the College of Physicians had sat in 
the Town- Hall. 

The principal repertory of news — 
the man from whom Rumour re- 
ceived her heaviest burdens — was a 
ffentleman of the name of Huggings. 
We lay particular emphasis on the 
last syUable, as he himself, when an- 
nouncing name and titles to a stranger, 
used to give his card, and add, in a 
very distinct voice, " Muggings, sir ; 
you observe the 'g* ?** 

Some few years before the inci- 
dents we are about to relate, he had 
settled in the best house of the princi- 
pal street of Monxom. Brignt red 
bricks, picked out with lines of white, 
gave evidence of his taste, and a little 
red- faced boy, smelling strongly of the 
stable as he opened the green street 
door, left no doubt of his respecta- 
bility, for in fact he kept a gig. Some 
mystery hung over his previous life ; 
it was not even known from what 
neighbourhood he had come, but no- 
booy could doubt that whatever it 
might be that induced him to keep 
silence over the past, it was nothing 
that affected his honour— for Han- 
gings was almost chivalrous in his 
notions. His politeness to the fair 
sex was unbounded ; and there were 
not a few of the gentle spinsters of 
Monxom, of an age when the illusions 
of youth are past, who wondered that 
a person with such an unbounded 
power of paying compliments stopped 
short at such unsatisfactory manifes- 
tations of his admiration. But Hug- 
gings was manifestly a bachelor of the 
most adamantine heart ; and people, at 
last, became persuaded that a bosom 
that had been indurated by fifty-seven 
winters was impervious to the most 
piercing of Cupid's glances. With all 
the inhabitants of Monxom Huggings 
was on the friendliest terms. If there 
was any exception to this sweeping 
assertion of his universal friendship, 
it was, perhaps, to be found in the 
person of a certain Mr Pike, who 
considered himself deeply injured by 
the tittle-tattle propensities of Mr 
Huggiogs, and, in fact^ was persuaded 
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that the reports set afloat conoenuog 
him owed their origin to the inven* 
tion of that yery loquacious gentle- 
maa^ and were the cause of bis failure 
in obtaining the coronership of the 
county. This incident had occurred 
a year or two previous to this time ; 
and a secret grudge had existed erer 
since between the two personages^ 
which only required a little provocat* 
tion to break into open war. In any 
war of wordsi Hoggings would have 
had infinitely the advantage. He had 
a fine sonorous voice-^reat power of 
wind^a tally though somewhat feeble 
figure — and a power of eloquence 
peculiar to himself-«-an attachment to 
polysyllables^ without much regard to 
their usual signifloation, seemed the 
chief characteristio of bis style ; — but, 
perhapsy the large brick bouse we have 
mentioned, the little boy, and the 
horse and gig, had something to do 
with the uniform triumph of his decla- 
matory efforts I for there is no denying 
that wealth is as powerful an ingre- 
dient in conversational success as 
^' action— action — action," in the elo- 
quence of the ancient orator. 

It was impossible to go down Swal- 
low Street, which in those days was 
the Bond Street of Monzom, any day 
of the summer or winter, between tne 
hours of one and three, without seeing 
a tall old gentleman, but still retain- 
ing the jauntinees of youths swinging 
his oane with an air of great authority, 
and stopping every person he met to 
have a mmute or two*s chat. With 
one he would be grave and serious, 
relating some drwidful accident or 
whispering some terrible suspicion ; 
with another gay and familiar, puneh- 
ing him on the breast with his long 
forefinger, or dappbg him on tl^ 
shoulder with his open hand, telling, 
you may be sure, some amusing anec- 
dote, or giving the launch to a laugh- 
able piece of scandal ; and then re- 
suming his walk to go through the 
same formalities with the next person 
he encountered. A vrild light-grey 
restless eye, very flexible eyc&rows, a 
long thin nose, and very promlneBt 
chin, formed the principsJ features of 
a countenance not unpleasing in its 
general expression J while a very flashy 
style of dress, and a magnificent way 
of walking, were sure to attract tlie 
notice of the most superficial observer. 
This was Mr Huggings. 

** Ha, Doctor I*' he~ exclaimed one 



day to a serious bUsyJooking little 
maut who did not seem inclined to 
long tarrying, <«have you heard of 
Joe Brown's accident ?** 

'< No,*' said the Doctor, ff but*'-*. 

** That's strange 1 poor Joe fell 
over the Cliff into the dry ditch, two- 
and-twenty foot particular decent, 
and if he had not had the volnbility 
of a bird he must have been dashed to 
pieces — ^wonderful esoape, wasn't it ?" 

*f Not true,** sdd the little Doc- 
tor, who did not indulge in long 
speeches t ** I saw him thk morning. 
But excuse me at this moment, I am 
pushed for time.** 

*' Ha 1 to see Widow Oowland^ 
that*s a wise sensible sort of follow. 
Now, I've known practitioners of the 
sanguinary art step into the shoee of 
the departed husband when the inter- 
esting vridow was lamenting her loss 
over the tombstone of the deeeased- 
one of the patients on a monument, 
as Shakspeare says, smiling at g^f-— 
eh. Doctor?*' A nudge aooompanied 
this last observation, which, however, 
seemed to have no eflbot on the Esen- 
lapius. 

" Shakspeare— ah 1 that reminds 
qm'* — he said, and was hunring off, 
when the persevering HugguigSy ap- 
parently struck with his manner, de- 
tained him. 

<* Doctor, I see there*s something in 
the irind. Out irith it, for I am dis- 
solved to find it out. What about 
Shakspeare ?" 

<« Oh, nothing, nothmg," sidd the 
Doctor, *f only seme patients I 
have" 

*' Of that name ? Who are they ? 
Where do they Uve?" 

" An accident — a wound— an inci- 
dent,** stammered the Doctor $ «' they 
are at the White Lion. I mmt see 
my other patients — but no— hy-the-by, 
it is necessary for you to know the 
whole story. You may be able to help 
me to develope the whole mystery.*' 

** With all my heart. How odd it 
is that I haven't heard of it beforel 
Well?'* 

Dr WilkfaM put his arm faitothatof 
Hoggings, and slowly pursned his 
way. 

'' This morning I was called to the 
White Lion,*' he began, <<at about one 
o*olock. A ball and masquerade, you 
recollect, took plaoe last night in the 
Gardens. Every thing went on bril- 
liantly, and nothing occurred to in- 
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terrupt the fedtivities till a scream was 
heard from one of the alleys, just be- 
fore the fireworks began. Hobbs, the 
landlord, on hurrying to the spot, 
found a young lady, dressed as an In- 
dian sultana, fainting on the grass 
with a wound recently inflicted. He 
had her conveyed into the house, 
where, indeed, she had arrived that 
very day, attended by a maid-ser- 
vant, and sent off immediately for me. 
On examination I found a considerable 
contusion on the lower part of the 
thorax, but the skin not perforated. 
The alarm and agitation kept the pa- 
tient silent, and she would give no 
account of the particulars.'* 

'' So the impetrator of this infamous 
attempt is not discovered?'* enquired 
Hugguigs. 

« No." 

"Nor even suspected?" continued 
the querist. 

" No — but, by-the-by, do you 
know any person of the same name 
with yourself?" 

** Here ? No ; why do you ask ? 
There may, indeed, be people of the 
name of Huggins ; but with a 'g' not 
one. Of that I am sure.** 

" Well," said the Doctor, " I only 
enquired ; for it struck me at the time 
as a curious coincidence that the excla- 
mation of the young lady, on being 
brought a little to herself, was Hug- 
gings." 

*• Not with the * g* ?" exclaimed the 
astonished auditor. • 

" So it was pronounced to me by 
the maid. I observed it particularly, 
for it bn't the common mode of spell- 
ing." 

" Nobody heard it but the maid V* 

« No one." 

'< Then, for Heaven's sake, as you 
value my honour and respectability, 
let it go no further. Keep it from 



[July, 
It might ruin m y 



every living soul, 
character for ever." 

Dr Wilkins looked at the agi- 
tated countenance of his companion 
with some surprise. *' Certainly, if 
you wish it kept secret, I will say 
nothing about it ; but at the same 
time don't you think it a some- 
what strange thing that your namo 
Bhould" 

" Not my name," interrupted Hug- 
gings, '< some one else's name ; but 
who is she?" 

" A beautiful young creature — 
splendid black eyes, and a voice fit for 
a tragedy queen." 

" Confound her voice, I wish she 
had made a better use of it ! And she 
and a maid-servant arrived yesterday 
at the White Lion — went to the mas- 
querade in the evening, and there she 
was stabbed?'* 

" Not stabbed ; there was no per- 
foration of the external cutis ; a slight 
abrasion only, and a contusion of some 
magnitude." 

" And who did it?" 

'' A figure was observed gliding out 
of the alley where the assault was 
made, but no one recognised him." 

" And his dress?" 

'' I don't know — a simple domino, I 
believe ; but excuse me now, I must 
go my rounds, and you have already 
detained me too long." 

«* Not a word of the girl's exclama- 
tion," again said Huggings, solemnly, 
as he parted from his friend and 
watched him down the street. '' If 
such a rumour came to the ears of that 
fellow Pike he would prove me to be 
the murderer, to a certainty. Con- 
found all masquerades, and dominoes, 
and tragedy queens! That infernal 
Shakspeare is the root of all evil. 
What could be the meaning of her 
mentioning my name ?" 



Chapter II. 



An attempted murder was an affair 
of too much consequence to be pre- 
yented from being the general topic of 
conversation in the town of Monxom. 
All the reserve of the mysterious Dr 
Wilkins was of no avail. In the 
course of a few hours every thing was 
known, except, indeed, the exclamation 
of Hugging s's name, which he kept a 
profound secret ; determining, at the 
same time, to get to the bottom of the 



business, by enquiring more particu- 
larly into the previous life of the news- 
loving Mr Huggings, and discover, if 
possible, what connexion there could 
be between his very unromantic ap- 
pellation and the beautiful heroine of 
the adventure. Among those who in- 
terested themselves particularly in the 
business the most active was Mr Pike, 
the defeated candidate for the coroner- 
ship of the county, in whose peculiar 
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proyince the matter seemed to be ; for^ 
though not invested with any official 
authority to report on the causes of 
deaths — or results of accidents — he had 
a zeal in the cause which made him 
a very efficient member in any enquiry 
into afairs of that nature. His origi- 
nal destination also, to a lawyer's desk 
— a plan interfered with by his having 
succeeded to an independent property 
^sharpened his eye in the detection of 
malefactors ; and^ in fact, Mr Pike 
acted for the whole neighbourhood as 
an amateur procurator-fiscal, and let 
no evil deed escape his vigilant obser- 
vation. The incident at the masque- 
rade, accordingly, no sooner readied 
him than his functions began. 

" Sad business this, Hobbs,'* he 
said, bustling into the White Lion, 
and addressing the landlord ; ** might 
be the ruin of your establishment. If 
such a chattering fellow as Mr Mug- 
gings get a hold of it, you would lose 
your license to a certainty." 

*' I hope not, sir. I had nothbg to 
do with It.*' 

" Suspicious characters, harbouring 
people that no one knows any thing 
about. The White Lion will lose its 
respectability." 

'* She seems a very decent young 
*ooman, sir, as any one can see — and 
expects a gentleman to call here every 
minute.*' 

" Indeed ?" enquired Pike, pricking 
up his ears — " did she tell you hu 
' name?" 

*' Here it is written on a piece of 
papr — « If Mr Horatio Altamont en- 
quires for Miss Cecilia D'Orville, she 
is hi No. 16, above the tap.'" 

'' Altamont I D'Orville! Suspicious 
names," murmured Mr Pike ; " Til 
lay a guinea they've an alias." 

" They've room enough for any 
thing," replied the landlord ; *' fo^ 
they've three trunks, two bandboxes, 
and: a larve portmanteau. Thafs lots, 
one would think, for two women." 

'' Let me see them. Where are 
they ?•• said Pike. 

*' In the strong room." 

" That's right, ' replied Mf Pike, 
" one can't keep them too securely." 

" I've double-corded them besides/' 
continued the landlord. 

«< Good God, Hobbs! what ha?e 
you done ? They'll prosecute you for 
false imprisonment. Vou had no right 
4o cord them." 

** Why not, sir? I charge nothing 
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for tlie rope ; and, as I am answerable 
for their custody, I thought it right to 
err on the safe side." 

" And liave they not complained?" 

" Oh, yes, they complained when I 
was going to hang the lightest of them 
to a hook in the main beam of the bed- 
room." 

*< Good Heavens, Hobbs I are you 
mad?" enquired Mr Pike; "do you 
mean to say you intended to hang one 
of those young women to the beam ?" 

" No, no, sir! the bandbox." 

** And you have put cords on both 
the lady and the servant ?" 

** Lord I no, sir ; the trunks — here 
they are, sir ; you may see them, since 
you wish it." 

** I have no wish to see their lug- 
gage, Hobbs ; it was themselves I 
wished to see; but since we are here, 
open the door and let us examine. A 
man of observation can make use of 
very unlikely materials to detect the 
truth by. Now, if that confounded 
prater Mr Huggings were here, he 
would make out such a story! You 
heard the atrocious reports he set afloat 
about me when I stood for the coroner- 
ship. I traced them up to him beyond 
all doubt ; and if I don't work him for 
it, some time or other, my name is 

not . By-the-by, let me see^ the 

name on the address—* Miss C. D'Or- 
ville, Monxom.' So, she is going no 
further than this. Hobbs, you have 
better eyes than mine — what is this on 
the inner side of the card ? ' 

Hobbs took the card, while Mr Pike 
adjusted his spectacles. •* It seems 
poetry, sir, by the big letters at the be- 
ginning of the lines," said Hobbs, •• and 
I never could read poetry in my days." 

•* Let me try," said the inquisitorial 
Pike. 

" Then shall I gaze on all your glowing 

charms. 
And cast myself enraptured in your arms, 
Your adoring Hug ." 

" A pretty sort of a hug indeed," 
continued Pike, musing. " The end of 
the name seems torn off— what can the 
rest of it have been? H-u-g— it only 
wants another syllable to make it into 
Huggings, and nothing is more likely 
than tliat this is some traniper the old 
fool has sent for; for I have suspected 
for a long time he is a rascal of the 
most depraved habiu. But, enough ; 
Hobbs, could you take me up-siairs 
9nd introduce me to the lady ? If I 
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heard aH tbft partkuiars iron her owti 
)}p9» I ootild better decide cm what f«r<» 
ther steps are to be taken." 

In a few nHnates Mr Pike presented 
himself at the door of No. 16, and his 
knock was answered by a very sweet 
Voice^ tliat invited him to eome in. 

♦* I come, young woman," said Mr 
Pike, ** to make enquiries abont this 
business;" but before the gentleman 
had time to say more, something in tlie 
appearance of the person he addressed 
struck him, and he mumbled some sort 
of apology for the rudeness of his salu- 
tation. 

" What want you here, old man?" 
enquired, in slow and solemn accents, 
the lady, who had been reclinins on the 
sofii, and now supported herself on one 
elbow, while the other hand was held 
forth towards the nwe-struek visitor-* 
" Your language is uneourtly, a»d yonr 
appearance an intrusion. Begone I " 

•' Why, really y'ma'am, no offenee^ i 
hopet but hearing, ma*am, that you 
had met with an Ugly accident, and 
feeling myself qualified to be of assist* 
ance, perhaps — I was once within 
twenty.five votes of coroner, roa*anH-^ 
in finding out the culprit, I took the 
hberty to come here, ma'am, and*' 

" Td intrude on me in mine inn* 
It is well. Wlwt do you require ? " 

'* Of course, ma'am," said Mr Pike, 
"you are anxious to discover Who the 
vinain was who made the attempt on 
your life?" 

The lady shook her head, and sighed. 

" Have you atiy suspicion of who he 
is, ma'am?" 

** No ftufjicion, sir — but certainiv; 
mark me, sir, certainty,*' replied the 
lady, with amazing emphasis. 

Mr Pike almost shuddered at the 
thrilling whisper these words were Ut- 
tered in. 

*< God bless me I — Indeed, I wasn*t 
aware — and his name, roa*am?" 

" shall continue a secret.^' 

** But justice, ma*am — the duty of 
prosecut"*— 

** Pray, sir, did you ever see King 
Lear?" 

" I can't say I ever had the plea- 
sure, ma'am." 

«• You would make an excellent 
Rent. You are quite the proper age.** 

" Indeed, ma'am," replied Air Pike, 
who was now very much puzzled what 
to say ; " and you won't tell me the 
name of the assassin ? " 

"Oh,don*toaUliimthatj he is only 



a seeond-drade tcvt of viUaift^bc ftever 
rose to murder." 

•* Oh I — but ether crimes ? " eiN)uired 
Mr Pike. 

*< All of tliem," replied the lady 3 
** swiodling, lying, fawning, cheating, 
bullying/ cringing, and deceiving; every 
thing oftbat kind lie manaf^s very well." 

'* He must bea most infernal scamp I " 
interposed Mr Pike. 

" In the higher walhg oT viUany be 
is no performer, though he baa tried 
theim often." 

« Tried them often I Well/' enquir- 
ed Mr Pike, taking out bis pencil and 
pocket-book, " irhai have you knewn 
of bis attempting ?" 

" It is not alMve a month since be 
attemnled Hamlet's Father." 

'* Tbegi«at)eweUer-^poerold man I 
Well ?" 

" He mangled him dreadfully, and, 
after about an hour's backing and hew- 
ing at him, be murdered him outright 
— I never saw aueh a murder." 

"Yon saw it?" cried Mr Pike, 
dropping his note-book and pencil^and 
fazing on the unconscious narrator ; 
" and what^ in Heaven's name, did 
yeu do ?" 

" Laughed at his atrkwardnest, of 
eoorse. But it was still worse when 
he attempted, for it was only an at- 
tempt, to murder ' tlie gentle lady mar- 
ried to the Moor.'" 

" I beg your pardon," interposed 
Mr Pike, still shuddering with horror, 
but recovering his writing apparatus, 
— " a gentleman, you said, married to 
— to— to Moore-«6raciotis Heavens, 
you are not serious? He didn't at- 
tempt to murder Mrs Moore ?" 

The Udy smiled. '< His efforts to 
choke her with the pillow were the 
most preposterous yeu can imagine." 

" Why, how the devil bat he escap- 
ed hanging to leng ? You must indeed 
tell me the ruffian's name. There 
must be many rewards out for taking 
him up« Comef my dear Miss D'Or- 
ville, tell me the murderer's name ?" 

" No, 'tis useless-— I forgive hiro'^ 
but, oh ! that Fortune should have 
frowned so cruelly on the hapless Ce- 
cilia ; that the attack should have been 
made upon me here, — here, where I 
was so desirous of being unknown — 
not only for my own sake, but for that 
of one dearer to me than life I" 

Now, then, thought Mr Pike, she 
seems more communicative. " Why, 
yei^ miafh it was rather unfortunate as 
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jtm obserre ; H maj be rery unplea^ 
sant to other parties.*' 

*' It may indeed, rfr ; bat why do 
I saj 8o ? The peril Tve escaped will 
onlj render me dearer to the sensitire 
heart of mj own, my loTed Raggings. 
Ah ! mercy ! We revealed my secret. 
I am lost for ever !*• 

<« Thought so," mattered Mr Pike, 
his eyes brightening with malicioas 
satisfaction. " So *ns for that gentle- 
man^s sake yoaVe come here ?'* 

'* Yes !— oh ! for his sake whither 
wooldnot I go?" 

'^ The deuce !^aiid does he know 
of year being here, ma'am ?" 

" The day was appointed between 
OS ; bat alas ! alas ! he flew not on the 
wings of love to receive me ; can he 
be nofaithfol? bat no — too well I 
know his noble, his generoas heart — 
thoagh sometimes mad with jcaloosy, 
causeless as OthcDo's." 

^* He's sometimes jealoas, is he ?«• 
the old beast !** 

'< Oh, farioosl in fits of that kind 
he wonld scarcely scrapie to slaughter 
me/' 

*' Would he approve, do you thinks 
of your going to the masquerade ?'* 

*« That is my fear. 1 almost ex- 
pected him to Join me there. That 
was my motive for going; but, in* 



stead of his glowing speeches and 
glances of love and rapture, to be a.U 
tacked with that sword ! — to be Insult- 
ed with these words ! — to be left for 
dead upon the ground! Oh, Hog- 
gings, Hnggingsl— Was it right to 
treat me so?* 

While the joung lady wept bitterly 
at the conclusion of her declamations, 
a new light seemed to break in upon 
Mr Pike. .«' By Heavens, old Hug- 
gings is the murderer, after all! Jea- 
lousy — slaughter— sword — may I be 
hanged if he didn't come to tue mas- 
quenide and stick this poor crazy 
young woman in a fit of the jealotis ! 
rll make him swing for it : rll teach 
the rascal to spread reports when gen- 
tlemen are canvassing for the crowner- 
ship. And the other murders — old 
Hamlet the jeweller, and that unhappy 
woman Mrs Moore — by dad! there 
hasn't been such a scoundrel since 
Blue-beard!** 

The further precognition of Mr 
Pike was interrupted by the entrance 
of Dr Wilkins. The amateur coroner 
gathered up his notes as fast as he 
could, and usued forUi f^om the White 
Lion to take what steps might be ne- 
cessary to bring our unfortunate friend 
Hnggingsto the gallows that his crimes 
had so nchly deserved. 



Chafter III. 



Dr Wilkins had hurried over his 
daily visits more rapidly than usual, 
that he might return to his interesting 
patient at the White Lion. The ex- 
traordinary nature of tiie incident, 
joined to tho uncommon beauty and 
very peculiar manners of the Mt suf- 
ferer, occupied the shnpleminded Doc- 
tor so entirely that his advice on that 
day, we suspect, was not of much va- 
lue. On his return to Monxom, as 
he rode up one of the narrow lanes 
near the nver, an old woman, coming 
out of a miserable hostelry called the 
Spotted Dog, beckoned him to stop. 

** Some confounded case of rheuma- 
tism," muttered the Doctor, as he 
pulled up his horse. — '* Well, good 
woman, what do you want ?" 

«« There's a gentleman as wishes to 
see you up in the garret. He seems 
fearful bad — ^but says he remembers 
you very weU." 

** Is he in bed V* enquired the Doc- 
tot, dbmooutiDg and giying hii sa- 



gacious horse a stroke with his whip, 
that set it trotting gaily off to its own 
stable. 

** La ! no, nr ; he be sitting up — 
but so queer, sir, that we think he be 
mad." 

" Mad — ^tipsy, perhaps; but let 
me see." So saying, the Doctor went 
into the dingy parlour of the Spotted 
Dog, and was led up a windinflr and 
creaking staircase into a room light- 
ed from a small window in the roof. 
Seated on a truckle-bed, enveloped in 
a large black robe, was a figure which 
the darkness of the apartment did not 
allow the Doctor at first to distinguish 
very cleariy. A hollow voice address- 
ed him while groping his way to the 
olnect of his visit,—" Canst thou not 
mmister to a mind diseased ? — Pluck 
fh>m the memory a rooted sorrow, and 
.cleanse the bosom of the perilous stuff 
that weighs upou the heart?" 

*' Ind^estbn — a kind of weight at 
t]ie stomach, eh T aald the Doctor, lay- 
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ing hold of Uie patient^s pulse ; *' a 
little physic will soon set you to rights. 
You are a little feverish.'* 

" Throw physic to the dogs! I'll 
none on*t,'* waved the stranger, shak- 
ing off the Doctor's hold^ and starting 
up to his full height. *' Awav^ fond 
dreams ! Richard's himself agam !** 

** But, my good sir/' insinuated the 
Doctor, ** my dear Mr Richard, sit 
down quietly. You are evidently suf- 
fering under strong excitement. Some 
rest is absolutely required. I think 
you ought to lose a little blood." 

The man made three or four strides 
through the room, and then, coming 
up to where the Doctor was standing, 
gazing in no little surprbe, and some 
degree of alarm, at the movements of 
his patient, he groaned, in a sepulchral 
tone, " I've done the deed. Did'st 
thou not hear a noise ?" 

*' No !" replied the Doctor, begin- 
ning to tremble, — " what deed do you 
mean?" 

" Ob, I could a tale unfold, whose 
lightest word would harrow up your 
soul!" 

" For God*3 sake," began Doctor 
Wilkins, now terribly afraid he was 
about to be made the depository of 
some dreadful secret, — *' if you wish 
to make any confession, let me send 
for another witness. Tliere's Mr Pike 
just round the comer — ^he can he here 
in a minute." 

" No ! 'tis with you my business is. 
How is she ?" 

" Who ? ' 

" Cecilia— the angel— Miss D'Or- 
viUe." 

" Oh !" said the Doctor, breath- 
ing more freely,—" you know her 
then ?" 

" Too well ! Doubt that the stars 
are fire! Doubt that the sun doth 
move 1" 

" No doubt of it, as you observe," 
said the Doctor, soothingly ; « but 
about Miss D'Orville?" 

" rU cut her into pieces I She has 
fooled me to the top of my bent ; and 
if she wrong me, shall I not revenge :" 

" Oh, then, it was you she met at 
the masquerade ? " 

" To be sure, sir," replied the pa- 
tient, in a more subdued tone ; " and I 
wished to know how she was after the 
fright I gave her.'* 

*' She is doing very well," said 
Wilkins ; " you need be in no alarm 
about any serious consequences^ espe- 



T/i^ StroIief^». ^uly, 

cially as she refuses to tell who the 
person was that attacked her." 

<< She never told his namel" ex- 
clauned the patient, again relapsing 
into the heroics ; *' but, psha 1 some- 
what too much of this. Henceforth, 
though that her jesses were my dear 
heart-strings, I'd tear her from my 
heart, and whistle her down the wind 
to prey at fortune." 

** I think so too," chimed in Dr 
Wilkins, who could make neither 
head nor tail of the speech of his com- 
panion ; << and how long may you have 
known the lady, sir ?" 

<* 'Tis now a year, sir," replied the 
patient, ** since she came to Daintry. 
Oh, how my eyes ached at her beauty I 
— O, what an Ophelia!" 

<' Ophthalmia is the right name of 
it — is it a common disease there, sir ?" 
enquired the medical listener, whose 
heart was in his profession. 

'< At that time, sir," continued the 
enthusiast, without noticing the inter- 
ruption, ** I had no soul — a mere lump 
of half-animated matter, which stood 
behind a counter and distributed tea 
and sugar. I was a grocer, sir, in a 
topping way of trade. But Cecilia 
came, and my doom was fixed. For 
fifty years, sir, I had mistaken my vc 
cation. I joined them." 

''Joined who, sir?" enquired the 
Doctor. 

*' Cecilia and her mother, and that 
murderer of my joys, voung Altamont. 
They received me — for I paid all ex- 
penses — and Cecilia smiled. Oh, hea- 
vens, how she did smile ! " 

<* And what did you do, sir ?" 

** Why, they would'nt let me do 
much. They condemned me to all the 
villanous work — poisonings, swind- 
ling, and things of that sort. Fool, 
fool, that I was, to go on in such a 
style so long !" 

Surprise and horror kept Doctor 
Wilkins in silence. 

** Unhappy man!" he commenced— 

" And all this time, sir, Altamont 
and she were the lovers, while the old 
woman was nurse and chambermaid." 

" They had children, then ?" en- 
quired the Doctor. 

«' Who, sir?" 

" The lovers, as you call them — Al- 
tamont and this young woman. You 
said the lady was nurse." 

** Perish the thought of horror! — 
no, she is purer than the icicle that 
hangs on Di«n*« temple. At lait^ sir. 
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I grew tired, and asked her point- 
blank if she would accept my hand. 
She laughed at me ; and the old lady 
frowned and pouted, and called roe a 
gallant g^y Lothario, for I had been 
very particular to her, Gods ! could 
human patience stand it! I grew 
rusty, and refused any more supplies 
of the needful. And this soon brought 
things to a crisb. 1 found out that 
she and Altamont had resoWed to leave 
their companions. By the address on 
her trunks I found that this was their 
destination. Alas ! my heart relent- 
ed. I followed them ; at the masque- 
rade I encountered her. I saw ner 
darting pale lustre like the rdny 
moon through her deep veil of silvery 
sorrow. She told mc that Altamont 
bad not arrived, but Uiat on the mor- 
row he was to be reconciled to his 
father, who lived in the town, to make 
her hb bride, and settle down in peace 
and happiness for ever, while I — oh, 
the times are out of joint 1*' 

** Altamont*s father lives in thb 
town, did you say?" enquired the 
Doctor. ** I know no person of that 
name." 

** Oh, but we all change our names, 
you know. In Daintry my name b 
Humphreys — but here I am Fitz- 
Harding — Miss D*Orville is Cecilia 
Wiggings — and Altamont b — Con- 
found the villain, I have forgotten hb 
name — ^but hb father, they say, b a 
gentleman, and rich. Oh, Cecilia, 
you have broken my heart ; the good- 
will of my business b sold to my suc- 
cessor — and tea's every moment upon 
the rise !" 

" And how do you mean to pro- 
ceed to dscape pursuit ?" 

"Pursuit! For what?" 



" All those murders and swindlings 
you talk of." 

" Pshaw I this b no time for joking. 
I retired to thb obscure inn to hide 
myself till I should see the issue of 
thb adventure." 

** But you tried to stab her at the 
masquerade ?*' 

'^ Nonsense. In the agitation of 
the moment I forgot I had Macbeth*! 
dagger in my hand, and unfortunately 
touched her on the shoulder** 

" The lower portion of the thorax," 
interposed Williams. 

** But as to stabbing her I Good gra- 
cious I I would as soon think of flying.** 

<< You can*t think of flying too 
soon," replied the literal Doctor Wil- 
kins, " for my neighbour Pike b very 
active in the business, and will get 
you into trouble, if he possibly can.*' 

" Go to Cecilia,** said the now some- 
what rational Mr Humphreys, <' and tell 
her I forgive her — that she shall hear of 
me no more— and that I am off by thb 
night*s coach to try to buy back the 
good-will of my own shop. There*8 
some excellent gin here. Doctor — will 
you take a noggin ?*' 

Doctor Wilkins declined the prof- 
fered hospitality, and walked on to 
the White Lion, still very much puzz- 
led what to make of the wonderful 
tale he had heard. The last offer of 
Mr Humphreys, and the sight of an 
empty tumbler, partly explained the 
extraordinary manner of his patient ; 
but what to conclude about the other 
things that had amazed him^the mur- 
ders and other horrible confessions — 
he did not know. He determined, af- 
ter once more seeing the fair sufferer 
in the White Lion, to go and consult 
hb friend Mr Huggings. 



Chapter IV. 



But that worthy gentleman was in 
no condition to g^ve advice to any 
one. Hb mind was so worried and 
agitated with fears of the piying pro- 
pensities of his neighbour, Mr Pike, 
that he could get no rest. He took 
to studying a book, which contained 
the lives of persons hanged by ndstake, 
and was immersed in hb little back 
parlour in the study of the Newgate 
Calendar when Mr Pike was announ- 
ced. 

'' Mr Pike to call on me ! I am 
doomed to decimation to a certainty." 

« Good-dayi Mr Huggingi«,** said 



Pike, as he walked into the room ; 
" you guess, I suppose, why I call?** 

" No— that b, yes— can't imagine 
indeed," stammered Huggings, in vain 
attempting to appear unconcerned, 
while Pike's eye was flxed on him with 
an expression of gratified malignity. 

" I think it my duty to warn you 
to be careful in what you say,'* con- 
tinued the disappointed coroner, *' as 
whatever you utter will be reported.*' 

" What's the matter ? — what do you 
mean ?" cried Huggings, with a vain 
attempt at a bluster; '* your demeanour 
b deteriorating to my respectability 
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" I hope you will clear youwelf," 
replied Pike ; ** but appearaucety I 
must 8ay> are unfavourable. Tve seen 
the girl." 

" Ob, have you ?" 

*^ And she confesses that It was on 
your account she came here.'* 

'' Then she is the ^atcst incen- 
diary that ever prevaricated from the 
truth." 

*' And she hints yery intelligibly 
about your transactions in former 
times." 

'< The wretch 1'* exclaimed Hug* 
gings ; " how did she find them out r" 

*' N0W9 Mr HuggingSy think well 
before you answer my next question 
— Did you ever hear of Hamlet the 
jeweller ?" 

" Yes." 

<'Hehad a father?" 

** It is natural to suppose so, or it is 
scarcely in the course of probability 
that he should have been bom." 

** Did you know him ? The £ither^ 
I mean." 

" No ; never heard of him." 

'< Nor of a gentle lady married to a 
person called Moore? Now, reflect." 

^* Your interrogatories are most 
hyperborean and imposterous," ro- 
pued Mr Hug^ings. ** If this young 
woman has told eserj thing about me» 
there isn't any thing fiinber to be 
done." 

'' Then you confess to all she has 
told me? You cut the old man to 
pieces* and choked the poor woman 
with a pillow ?" 

A d^adful presentiment of a false 
accusation, supported by strong cir- 
cumstantial evidence* and leading 
directly to the scaffold, rushed lupoo 
the usually magniloquent Mr Hug- 
gings, " and chilled his heart and 
chained hb tongue." All he could 
say was, in a very resigned tone 
of voice — *' Is the evidence very 
strong 7* 

Mr Pike was taken a little aback at 
the question, and thought it better to 
proceed with his exammation, for he 
was unwilling to confess that as yet 
the accusation was imsupported by 
any proofs. 

** And you wonld^ of course, be 
desirous to put the person who brings 
forward the chai;ge out of the way ?" 
said Pike, in an insinuating voSoe. 

'* Of course ; any thing — ^balf my 
fortune!" 

f' And if thay couldn*t be tempted 



by that ? If a young woman, for in- 
stance, whom you luve deluded and 
ruined, comes here on your account % 
if you refuse to receive her ; and she, 
in revenge. perhaps, for your conduct, 
impeaches you of high crimes and 
misdemeanours— if she is ready to 
swear to certain morders by you com- 
mitted — if, I say, there is no other 
way of checking her disclosures but 
by assassinating— -«you nnderstand 
me?" 

" Not in the least." 

** Perhaps you are right. I don't 
wish to entrap you ; but as the fairtet 
way of bringing things to an issue, I 
have arranged with Hobbs of the 
White Lion that the masquerade is 
to be repeated to-night. The young 
woman, in the same dress as before, 
shall attend it, and I must insbt on 
your doiug the same. When you are 
confronted, we shall see whether, 
without any previous information, she 
wUI detect the person who tried to 
nmrder her in the dark alley. If she 
fails to recognise you, your deelara- 
tioas of ignorance wiU have more 
effect. In the mean-time good-day. 
The masquerade begins in an hour." 

" Tlie brute ) " grumbled Uuggiitts, 
as his visitor took his departure ; '* his 
coodtict as altogether murderous and 
metaphorical; imd yet he will certainly 
succeed in having me lumped. They 
may well call him Pike, for a pike v& 
the most avaricious of all the quadru- 
peds that swim on the fac^ on the 
earth I" 

Wc must now relurn to the White 
Lion, and leave the unhappy gentle- 
man to his preparations for tlte mas- 
querade ; for, a&er much cogitation, he 
resolved to put a bold fiice on the 
matter, and show that he was not 
afraid to meet his accusers. He de- 
termined to behave with the easy as- 
surance of an innocent man, and for 
that purpose practised a few speeches 
to be addressed to the young woman, 
one of which was to be accompanied 
by the offer of a ^ass of lemonade, 
^veral times he essayed, with a tum- 
bler in his hand, to say, *' Will you 
imbibe some fiquidated refreshment ?" 
and, though his band and voice shook 
a little at first, by dint of perseverance 
he acquired the power of presentii^ 
the beverage, ana asking the question, 
with his usuid firmness and ease. 

Doctor Wilkins had not been many 
mhiutes with his patient 10 No. l0| 
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v^hen die door openeiL tod a hand- 
gome, v«ll*4ires6eil young najs rushed 
into the room, and with an exclamatioip, 
*' Cecilia i '* da&ped tlie >ouog lady 
in Ilia anoi. 

She. laying her hands* upo|i Ids 
shoulders, and gazing op biin^ ex- 
^aimvk, ** Uy lore, my lord* my life, 
my all, my",,,,-,^ 

" Husband, in a few ^yf, Cecily/' 
said the young roan, cootjnuwg the 
quotation ; ** but *tist$um, my de^^ girl, 
that me 1^ these abswd heroics apd 
BpiAe like sensible people. Who is 
tius old gentleman ?** 

The introduction vraa performed, and 
in a iew minutes the maaquerade inci- 
dent detailed in aH its bearings^ Cecilia 
D*Oryille, or« as she was now called. 
Cecily, spoke like a rational woman, 
the yott^ nan like a steady sensible 
individual who had some earnest busi- 
ness on hand* 

•* Doctor Wilkins," he said^ "you 
have shown so mudi kindness to this 
young lady, ihat I am induced to ask 
your advice on a very delicate point-^ 
I will not as yet tell you my name, but 
pimply stai« my ease* My fatl^er was 
a haberdasher in a country town, and 
realised a considerable ibrtune. But 
he was ambitious^ and det^mmed 
be a gentlemaa. He gav^ up tlie shop* 
and was just on the eve o£ purchasing 
an estate and commenciag as the 
founder of an ilhistrious (kmAy» when 
the demon of the drama eai^t hold 
of me. i Cbund it ia vain to nssist the 
temptation* and, after a sliort strug^e 
with filial duty and hopes of succession 
to Muddy well Grange, I betook me to 
the boards* For two or tluee years I 
lived on applause, till* having eoeoua- 
tered this young lady, who h^i adopted 
the same prolessiony but from better 
au>tkres than mine, I occasionally 
thought of the comibrts of a settled 
home, and a few broad acres on which 
to exercise my skill. I made enquiries, 
and found that my father, considering 
his d^nity compromised by the step 1 
had tdLen, had lefl the neighbourhood 
altogether, even afler having purchased 
the estate, and had settled in another 
part of the country. We are now on 
our way to him, and I am uncertam 
how to proceed, whether to write to 
apprize him of the visit, or to throw 
myself at once before him, and trust to 
his fetherly feelings for forgiveness.** 

Before Doctor Wilkins had time to 
give his decision the landlord came 



into tlie wtxfi, and, with a face of mj's- 
terious importance, comniunijcated the 
iiitelligeuce that Mr Pike liad given 
positive orders for tlie repetition of tlie 
masquerade, and insisted on Miss 
D* Orville attending it iu the same dress 
as before^ 

'' My Roxalona, Horatio,** whisper- 
ed the lady, in a pareuthesis,-r^'you 
recollect my benefit?** 

** Tusli I " replied the lover, " foroet 
all things of tile kind.** 

" But why is all this, Hobbs ?" ^0. 
ipiired the Doctor, 

'* Whyt to find out, if possible, the 
murderer; for do you know, sir,*' be 
added, lowering his voice, " there is 
great reason to suspect Mr Hug- 
glngs.*' 

** Ha!*' exclaimed Horatio, with a 
start. " But stay, let us be careful, 
Cecily, and this may turn out to our 
advantage. Do as they tell you, and 
leave the rest to me.*' 

It was now speedily resolved to 
comply with Mr Pike*s request; and, 
accor(ung|y, preparations w^re made as 
rapidly as possible, and by the appoint- 
ed hour, tlie whole partyi Doctor Wil- 
kins included, found themselves in the 
gardens of the Wliite Ljon, where a 
numerous company were assembled m 
expectation of sometliing strange. 

Mr Pike, in a black domino, attend- 
ed by four or &ve stout fellows in dif- 
ferent disguises, stationed himself near 
tlie Indian Queen, having determined, 
in the execution of his diuty, to arrest 
any person she pointed out to him as 
the assassin of the previous night* 
With a jaunty air, and bearing a tum- 
bler of lemonade on a salver, a tall 
figure was observed approaching the 
throne where Cecilia had taken her 
seat. A flowing robe, buckled in at 
the waist, a crooked scimitar, a Ions 
beard and magnificent turban, formed 
the dress of the Turkish bashaw, who, 
with a profound salaam, was beginning 
his address, when the glaring eye of 
Mr Pike, fixed on him with the scowl 
of a demon, suddenly overcame his re- 
solution, and he stammered scarcely 
i ntelli g i b ly, while his hand shook the 
tumbler off the salver. «' Will you— 
imbibe — some — some — liquidated — *' 
The light-gray eye flickered through 
the peep-hole of the false-face, the 
voice, lost in the hollow pasteboard, 
and deepened in the intensity of 
his agitation into a low hum, startled 
CecUia, and recalled the enthusiastic 
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Humphreys so vividly, that she had 
no doubt that dangerous lunatic stood 
before her, and she screamed, •* Save 

me save me ! that wretch has come 

again I" 

In an instant Mr Pike and his as- 
sistants had seized on the alarmed 
Turk ; and, on stripping off his vizard, 
what was the astonishment of the auiet 
people of Monxom, who had been kept 
m darkness as to the suspicions enter- 
tained by Mr Pike, to see, in the convict- 
ed assassin, their respectable townsman, 
the inhabitant of the best house, the 
proprietor of the only gig, the worthy 
and wealthy Mr Huggings ! That in- 
dividual's behaviour was certainly not 
calculated to dispel their surprise. 
Instead of manfully resisting the at- 
tempt to arrest him, he gave himself 
up at once ; and, indeed, by his actions, 
seemed almost to acquiesce in the 
justice of the accusation. Mr Pike 
conducted his prisoner into a private 
room, and invited the presence of Ce- 
cilia and her party. 

** There can be no further doubt of 
who the perpetrator of this murder is, 
at all events," said Mr Pike; " the re- 
cognition was instantaneous. But we 
must proceed regularly . " He, accord- 
dingly, took a chair and went on. " I 
tindfrom the confession of your maid- 
servant, miss, that, last night, when yoa 
were attacked, you exclaimed, ' Hug- 
gings.* Is that true ?" 

" Yes, sir," replied Cecilia, who 
leaned on the arm of a masked figure. 

•« Bloodthirsty and allegorical !" mut- 
tered the prisoner. 

** It was at Hugging8*s request you 
came here?** pursued Pike. 

" It was." 

" He loved you ? " 

** Yes — he said so." 

Hugglng8*s turned up his eyes to the 
ceiling. 



" Perjury and defalcation of the 
grossest kmd ! She has no vora- 
city.'* 

** He asked you to marry him, 
and you consented?** continued Mr 
Pike. 

" Yes.*' 

*' But when you came here there 
were difficulties thrown in the way. He 
delayed the marriage ?** 

"He did.** 

But the patience even of the meek 
Hugging^ could stard this no longer. 

** What do you mean, you false- 
tongued hyperbole? How the devil 
did I delay your marriage ?** 

** My dear father," said the masked 
figure, kneeling and throwing away 
his vizard, — ** by our waiting for your 
consent to mine.** 

•* Horace T' exclaimed Mr Hug- 
gings, — •* you here 1 " 

** Yes, sir,'* replied the young man, 
** and only anxious for your forgive- 
ness for having left you so long. I 
can clear up all this," he added, turn- 
ing to Mr Pike. 

•• Can you ?*' cried the father ; ** get 
me out of this predicament, and I will 
forgive every thing.** 

This, as the reader may imagine, was 
no very difficult tasL In a few days 
fires were blazing comfortably in Mud- 
dy well Grange, and Mr Huf gtngs, after 
a short visit to the young people, re- 
sumed his old manner of lite in Monxom 
—though it was remarked that thence- 
forwarcT he was a good deal more cha- 
ritable in his surmises ; for, as he very 
often remarked, *' It is only the dele- 
terious themselves that are severe in 
the instruction they put on other 
people's conduct. For instance, there*s 
that fellow Pike would believe any ob- 
liquitv in another ; and, of all the ras- 
cals tne universe ever saw, Pike is cer« 
tainly the worst." 
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If the Phonetic system of hiero- 
glyphic ioterpretatioUf founded on the 
sagacious conceptions of De Sacj, 
Akefblady Young, and ChampoUion, 
be admitted as authentic, the result 
constitutes, perhaps, the most singular 
literary phenomenon that has distin- 
guished any age. It is no less than 
the recovery from Egyptian darkness 
of a continued series of contemporary 
historical and mythological documents^ 
extending through a period of two 
thousand years, from the age of the 
earliest inspired writings to that of the 
present Coptic versions. 

Unlike the usual progpress of disco- 
very, in which the steps that ultimately 
lead to truth are often separated by 
centuries, the revival of Egyptian li- 
terature burst upon the learned world 
like a meteor. A few quickly- ascer- 
tained and well-established facts su- 
perseded and replaced the speculations 
and hypothetical principles of ages, 
leaving us to seek the principles from 
the results, and in this respect placing 
Egyptian discovery on an inductive 
foundation, similar to that on which 
the natural sciences have been reared. 
The suddenness of the discovery has 
occasioned the claims of contempora- 
ries (as distinct from each other as 
those of Kepler and Newton) to be 
confounded, and given birth to feel- 
ings of petty jealousy among the scho- 
lars and philosophers of rival nations, 
from which the possessors of learning 
and original resources ought to be 
exempt, at least on questions of public 
and literary interest. • 

There are few of our English read- 
ers who have not seen the pillar of 
Rosetta — (complete copies or which, 
wiUi unequalled facilities for the study 
of its contents, will be found in the 
atlas of Count Robiano's work, and in 
Mr Sharpe's ** Egyptian Inacriptions,'* 



London, 1836) — or who are unac- 
quainted with its history as a trophy 
of national glory, and with the multi- 
plied details of the steps by which this 
extraordinary record became progres- 
sively elucidated.* Wc shall, there- 
fore, limit our remarks on this part of 
the question to the placing of these 
several steps in a point of view that 
will render apparent the distinct claims 
and mutual obligations of the deci- 
pherers. 

The Greek version of this record at 
once put the learned in possession of 
its nature and import — that of a triple 
version of the same decree, in the Hie' 
roglt/phic, the Enchorial (the national 
or popular), and the Chreeh texts ; en- 
graved copies of which were deposited 
in the temples of the several orders of 
Egyptian gods, in the ninth year of 
the reig^ of Ptolemy Epiphanes, b.c. 
]96.t An enquiry which had resisted 
the hypotheses of ages, was thus in a 
moment placed on a solid and practi- 
cal footing. Learned men had the 
absolute contents, or rather substance 
of the two Egyptian texts before them 
in the Greek version ; and their task 
was to identify the relative portions of 
each of the former — the three inscrip- 
tions, though more or less mutilated, 
being fortunately complete enough for 
this purpose, in the hands of the in- 
defatigable scholars who undertook 
it. This was first partially effected 
in the Enchorial by the venerable 
Silfestre do Sacy, who, although we 
never heard of him as a claimant in 
the struggle for precedence in the dis- 
covery, became in reality its founder, 
in consequence of having detected the 
Enchorial g^ups answering to the 
Greek names, Alexander and Alexan- 
dria. The characters composing these 
names were analysed by M. Akerblad, 
the Swedish resident at Rome, who 



Ancient FragmeDts of the Phoenician, Chaldaean, Egyptian, Tyrian, Carthagioian, 
Indian, Persian, and other Writen ; with an Introductory Dissertation : and an En- 
quiry into tlie PbDosophy and Trinity of the Ancients. By Isaac Pretton Cory, Esq., 
Fellow of Cains College, Cambridge. Second Edition. London, Pickering : 1832, 
6vo. 

* See the Marqolf Spineto's Lectures. London, 1819. 
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likewise identiGcd and resolved the en- 
chorial groups corresponding with the 
names of Ptolemy, Berenice, aad others 
in the Greek version ; and an Eneho- 
rlal alphabet of about fiftoen well- as- 
certained characters was thus obtiuned 
before Young or CbanpoUlon appear- 
In the arena. As, however, the in- 
scription contdned a much greater vgr 
riety of characters, and the apparent 
suppression of vowels in the Egyptian 
words was then unknown, the rest of 
the inscription resisted the alphabet of 
Akerblad ; and the decipherment was 
reliocmished till taken up by Dr Tho- 
mas Young, who improved on the 
former alphabet, and was tbe first to 
ascertdn the general corr^pondeocies 
of the Greek and Enchorial texts, from 
the recurrence of the groups obviously 
answering to the words piost frequently 
repeated in the Greeks as, and, Ung^ 
Ptolemy i EgypU and others. The 
use of the alphabet, however, extend- 
ed little beyond the resolution of the 
Enchorial proper names, until Cham* 
pollion stepped into the field. 

How mucli these results depended 
on the previous efforts of AkorblaJ is 
sulficlootly obvious ; yet we are not 
aware that this gentleman has had his 
due share of credit, ^ one of t)ie prin- 
cipal originators of a discovery the 
more splendid results of which wom 
reserved for other hand3» 

Dr Young's next important step was 
to analyse the Uierogiypkies* His ^ni 
attempt was directed to the charaeters 
contained in the ellipses, which had 
been long suspected to involve the 
royal name of Ptolemy, in this be 
was materially aided by the eursive 
imitations of the same ehar^ters in 
tlie Enchorial name ; and bis success 
with this name amounted to proof, as 
well as with the name of Queen Bere- 
nice^, which appeared in the drawings 
irom the cieUiig of the temple of Kiur- 
nak, published by the Franch Cojsi- 
mission. A Hierogfyphic alphabet, or 
syllabary of thirteen sousuis, 4<Mluieed 
princip^y from these names, was the 
result. In the composition of this al- 
phabet, some of the charaoters^ vtt^ 
bowever, passed oy£r p while j^lkbip 
or alphabetic values wept wHiiyififtd to 
the rest, as the ciHnposi^oB 4)i the 
names appeared to require: and, al- 
though subsequent ezp«H«M# mm^ 



finsod the lsAt«r <|, ^ 

alphabetic values), the «pii^«Bitew 



mity in this first attempt at a hiero- 
glyphic alphabet, rendered it inappli- 
cable to the purposes of general deci- 
pherment: so that out of twenty- 
seven royal hieroglyphic names and 
titles, of which the suppojsed interpre- 
tation is given in Pr Young's exposi- 
tion, published in the Supplement to 
the Encyclopedia 3ritanniiea» in 1619, 
those of Ptolemy and Berenice bUm» 
stood the test of the phonetic system 
when fully established bv Champol- 
lion; unless we exeept the name of 
Thotbmes, which Dr Young inferred 
from the symbol of the god Thoth, 
coetaiped in it, and having the usual 
syllabic value of the names of the 
gods when found compounded in 
Uiose of the kings. To this extent 
Dr Young was the founder of hiero- 
glyphic discovery. The reader will 
here observe, that the cases of Aker- 
bald's enchorial, and Young's hiero- 
glyphic alphabet, when applied to 
the purposes of fuither dedphermenlt, 
were nearly parallel, while in both in- 
stances valid foundations were laid for 
the established Egyptian alphabets. 

Nor was Dr Young less successful 
with the hieroglyphic ideograms (or 
symbolic characters direct and indi- 
rect), many of which he determined 
with a sagacity wlucb anticipated 
proe& that were dien unattainable and 
uncontemplated, and could only re- 
sult from a matured phonetic »y^b&ai. 
It is true, that his inteipretation aoeae- 
times reversed or transposed the mean- 
ing of the 6yndM>ls ; yet his exposi- 
tions of the g^eral sense of the groups 
are, in many instances, almost incre- 
dibly correct. His sucoees was, per- 
haps, the most unexceptionable with 
regai^ to the hieroglyphic notation ; 
the principles of which he accurately 
determined, besides fixing the meaniiig 
of seireral of the grammatical signs : 
so that, although from happy in£K- 
enoes rather t^an from invesitigation on 
piweipie, his Kdai«i§ es the inunedi«te 
pepant of hieiioglypliie dl see y eiy are 
indisputable, and can afford to admit 
the obligations due to De Sacy and 
AkerU^f bi^ pioneers iji the under* 
Peking, aet less ihm to relJMiuiph 
•ny 9r«P«"Nr w ^ mMm$A^ «yiitepn 
^i pb eiie to't JB^erprfitelinn f wUiii^ 
though clearly grrowing out of Ms 
(Dr Yfint*e) nirt>ii <i teB^ed on 
wMjimi0 vhM«i yt weiisiofMMu. 
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The next remarkable dreumstance 
to be notieedis, that M. CbampolUon, 
in hb publication of 1821, (which waa 
suppressed, and for our knowledge of 
the existence of which we are be* 
holden to M. Klaprotb/) two ^ears 
after that of Dr Young^s expositiop, 
denied the existence of the phonede 
principleSf of which he soon became 
the great maturer ; insisting thai the 
sacred Egyptian characters were 
" signs of thingtf not signs of sounds,'^ 
In another jear, ho weyer, appeared hi« 
letter to M« Dacieof a composition 
displaying genius and acquirements of 
the highest order, in which the public 
were presented with an extended niero- 
glyphic as well as an enchorial alphas 
bet, grounded on uniform priuciplesi 
and capable of universal application, 
at least so far as the decipherment of 
proper names. 

The immediate cause of Chanipol- 
lion*s change of opinion^ and of his 
rapid success, must not here be passed 

gver, although he appears himself to 
ave lost sight of it. It is precis^j 
analogous to that which pointed out 
to Akerblad the groups £rom whence 
he derived the first enchorial alpha^ 
bet. The name of Cleonatra wm 
clearly identified by Mr l5ankcs on 
the obelisk brought bv Belzoni from 
Pbihe, by means of a laborious com- 
parison of monuments, founded on 
Dr Young's previous detection of the 
names of Ptolany and Bereaiee, and 
confirmed by a Greek inscription on 
the base of the obelisk. A lithogra- 
phic copj of the inscription, having 
the identified name indicated in pen- 
cil, was transmitted by Mr Bankes to 
the Institute, through M. Letronoc : 
and this new name, being subjected 
to analjsis bj Champollion, was found 
to correspond letter for letter with the 
Greek of Cleopatra; and in agree- 
ment with the force of the aame cha- 
racters, so far as thej appeared in the 
names of Ptolemy and Berenioe.t It 
also supidied the alphabetic value of 
most or the hieroglvj^cs wbidi Dr 
Young either mistook or passed over. 
The number of letter- values tbns ob- 
tained was found enough lor the re- 
•oliitkMi of «ther Greek and Roman 



Each name, as it gave way 
before the system, added something 
to the alphabet, until a complete and 
consistent phonetic series was form^ 
ed, capable of unlimited application. 
It is to be regretted that Champollion 
should have suppressed his obligation 
to Mr Bankes, and rested his alleged 
discovery of the name on the Greek 
inscription, which, of itself, could not 
have indicated the particular shield of 
Cleopatra among several contained in 
the hieroglyphics ; not less than that 
he should anect to have been only 
anticipated in publication, not in dis- 
oovery, by Dr Young-^with such con- 
clusive proof to the contrary in exist- 
ence as that adduced by KJaproth. 
His rapid and masterly conception of 
the system, and resolution of its piia- 
ciples, when once he saw occasion to 
admit their existence, makes it all his 
own, without interfering with the 
merits of those who had previously 
demonstrated the existence of those 
principles, but were not so fortunate 
as to resolve them, or to form just 
condttstoni regarding their extent. 
It appears that eight montha only in- 
tervened between Champollion's first 
acquaintance with the obelisk of Phi- 
lae, and the promulgation of his letter 
to M« Dacier, that is from January to 
8^>tember, 1822 : and, when this 
br^f interval is compared with the 
matured results of that memoir, the 
latter must bo viewed as amongst the 
most surprising examples of genius 
and industry on record. Had not the 
question been thus taken up by such 
a man as Champollion, it is sufficiently 
clear that it could never have advan- 
ced beyond Dr Young's inferential 
exposition of 1819. It seems, on the 
o<£er band, quite improbable thiff, 
wete it not for that exposition, fol- 
lowed up by the detection of the 
group representing the name of Cleo- 
patra, Champollion*s views would 
ever have received a right direction^ 
The grand step was now taken ; 
and thenceforward the elucidation of 
Juerc^^lyphie remains proceeded with 
rapidity. The monnments of the 
Pharaohs, and of their Grecian and 
ReoMB e neeo se or s, were elassed ac- 



* ExameD, p. d. 

t&» "Precis 4a %at^aeHi£eo^}ryhi<|Bt,''Stc. Pkris, 1828. U* 
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cording to their respective antiquity, 
and the progress of Egyptian art de- 
ternained. From this decisive epoch, 
Dr Young, aided by the systematic 
labours of Champollion, directed his 
studies successfully and almost exclu- 
sively to the enchorial manuscripts ; 
acquiring new and unanswerable proofs 
that his efforts were rightly directed, 
and crowning these efforts, and the 
labour of hb valuable life, with his 
** Rudiments of an Egyptian Dic- 
tionary,** in the enchorai character, 
which appeared as a supplement to the 
Rev. H. Tattam's " Grammar of the 
Egyptian Language," in 1636. He, 
nevertheless, continued to collect and 
publish much original hieroglyphic 
materials ;* leaving the interpretation 
of them to bis more successful rival. 
But we feel called upon to state, by 
way of a slight counterpoise to the 
peccadilloes of Champollion, that Dr 
Young never fully admitted the au- 
thenticity of a system which supplied 
the defects of hb own original and 
fundamental conceptions; we mean 
with regard to the phonetic hierogfy' 
phics. For, our learned countryman 
speedily agreed to his rival's compre- 
hensive views in regard to the general 
alphabetic force of the enchorial cha- 
racters, as his ulterior researches and 
publications demonstrate ; and in thb 
respect^ like Champollion, he found it 
necessary to relinqubh hb original 
opinion, that both the hieroglyphic 
and enchorial characters were ideo- 
graphic, or sig^s of things rather than 
of sounds, with the exception of limited 
alphabets, or syllabaries, used for the 
expression of proper names and words 
in foreign languages. 

The original cuscoverers assumed 
the Coptic to be the language of the 
hieroglyphics ; and if the exbting Cop- 
tic be the legitimate representadve of 
the tongue of the Pharaohs — k fact 
admitted by all, except those scholars 
whose delight b to amuse themselves 
with startling theories, — the chain of 
Egyptian literature, during a period 
of 3600 years, or from about the eigh- 
teenth century before the Christian 



era until the present time, would 
appear unbroken ; and it fumbhes a 
parallel coequal in antiquity and dura- 
tion with the sacred and profane lite- 
rature of the rest of the world. 

The Coptic Torsions of the Scrip- 
tures present us with the Coptic or 
Egyptian dialects, as they were Known 
in the age of the latest hieroglyphic 
inscriptions and enchorial writing, 
(when the enchorial or ancient na- 
tional character, became finally super- 
seded by the present Coptic alphabet), 
and, consequently, with the data for 
rendering the hieroglyphic and en- 
chorial alphabets, if well established, 
available for the interpretation of the 
latter inscriptions and papyri ; and, 
more remotely, in reference to those 
of the ages before the language had 
suffered the changes and corruptions 
necessarily incidental on the sojourn- 
ment of the Jewbh nation, and the 
successive Persian, Macedonian, and 
Roman dominations. For, it is not to 
be supposed that the tongue of the 
Pagan mhabitants, the authors of the 
inscriptions and of the enchorial manu- 
scripts, remained in its original pa- 
rity at a time when that of the Chris- 
tians (whose descendants of the pre- 
sent day proclaim themselves, by their 
physical conformation, to be the true 
representatives of their mummied and 
sculptured ancestors) was a mongrel 
language; retaining, however, un- 
questionable proofs of its descent . We 
here differ from the opinion of Cham- 
pollion and his disciples, that the in- 
scriptions present no variation of lan- 
guage from the age of Sesostris till 
that of Antoninus ; and we fully agjree 
with MM. Kiaprothf and Janelli,^ 
that under the Pharaohs, the Persians, 
the Ptolemies, and the Csesars, it was, 
to a certain extent, different ; dthough 
we cannot, with the first-mentioned 
writer, consent to follow the course of 
corruption to the Arabian domination, 
(jEramcn, p. 16), having before us the 
Biblical versions four centuries older. 

We must likewbe dissent, until evi- 
dence be adduced to the contrary, from 
the view advanced by Janelli, Count 



• See ** Hieroglyphics** of the Egyptian Society, and the Royal Society of Litera- 
ture, 1823, 1828. Plates 1 to 80. 

t Examen CriUque, &c. Paris, 1832. 

X Alcone Questioni, &c Neapoli, 1830. Sec Report on thb System, Trantactiont 
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Robiano,* and the learned author of 
the treatise on " The Enchorial Lan- 
guage of Egypt/'t that the sacerdotal 
and Tulgar tongues — the hieroglyphic 
and enchorial — were radically difierent 
languages. Ancient writers uniformly 
speak of the several kinds of writing 
or letters (yf«^^*«r«) used in Egypt, 
not of several languages, as Herodo- 
tusy Manetho, Eratosthenes, the Uo- 
setta Inscription, Diodoms, Clemens, 
and Porphyry. Manetho, as quot- 
ed by Jose^hus and Syncellus,^ in- 
deed, mentions the sacred and vul- 
gar dialects ; but this we believe to 
refer to a difference between the hiero- 
graphic and enchorial, not much, 
if at all, exceeding that between the 
existing dialecU of the Coptic ; a dif- 
ference probably arising from the su- ' 
perior antiquity of the hierographic. 
Eratosthenes calls the language of the 
sacred Theban sculptures, simply '*the 
Egyptian ;"§ and Tacitus acquaints 
us that the exploits of the great 
Rhampses, were sculptured in the lan- 
guage of the country — patrium ser- 
monem,^ — the word patrium being 
here equivalent to that of " Enchoriar* 
on the pillar of Rosetta, in reference 
to the national characters. So, Por- 
phyry (de Vila Pythagor.) tells us, 
there were three modes of writing 
** the language of the Egyptians.** 

Egypt, like all other primitive na- 
tions, had its pecidiar race and lan- 
guage, and, like most of them, its se- 
verid families and dialects. The first 
of these propositions is demonstrable 
from the ethoo-geographical detail of 
the tenth chapter of Genesis, in which 
we find those names of the offspring 
of Mizraim, Pathrusim, Naphtuhim, 
Caphtorim, &c., which were perpetu- 
ated in the chorographical nomencla- 



ture of Egypt : the second, from the 
proved existence of three distinct dia- 
lects, in the age of the versions alluded 
to above— the Bashmuric, or lower 
Egyptian ; the Sahidic, or Thebaic ; and 
the Coptic, properly so called, or the 
Memphitic. This last-mentioned fact 
is conclusive for the antiquity of the 
parent tongue, however varied or cor- 
rupted in its descent ; while it is con- 
firmed by another fact not less remark- 
able, because in complete keeping with 
the remits of hieroglyphic discovery. 
The alphabet used in the expression of 
the several dialects, although consider- 
ably exceeding the Greek alphabet, 
from which it is m^nly derived, in 
length, when reduced to its inter* 
changeable letters, is found to repre- 
sent the primitive hieroglyphic alpha- 
bet, which does not go beyond twelve 
or thirteen original sounds. In fine, . 
the BcuhmuriCf so far as the scanty 
remains of that rude dialect permit us 
to judge, is the nearest existing repre- 
sentative of the hieroglyphic of the 
monuments, and the Sahidic of the 
Demotic or Enchorial inscriptions ; 
while the Ckfptic or Memphitic seems 
to supply a further link in descent by 
its closer affinity with the language of 
the Ptolemies. This philological de- 
partment of the enquiry has been ma- 
terially promoted by the valuable 
Coptic lexicons of Tattam** and Pey- 
ron,and by the hieroglyphic researches 
of Salvolini, Rosellini, Wilkinson, and 
Sharpe. 

We have thus traced the materials 
from the quarry to the edifice ; noti- 
cing the several stages of the discovery, 
from its birth until it became an avail- 
able and profitable appendage to his- 
torical literature — so far as appeared 
necessary to enable our readers to se- 



* Etudes sur TEcritiire, &c. de I'Egypte. Paris, 1834. 

t This excellent paper appearad in the Dnblin University Magasine, No. 3. 

X See ' Ancient Fragmenta,* p. 1(38. Joseph, contr. Apion, lib. i. Syncellos ed 
Par., p. 40. 

§ Syncell. P. 147. % AnnaL lib. 2. 

** It is with feelings of high satisfiiction that we perceive that the labours of 5Ir 
Taltam are about to be extended in a way which is likely to prove equally serviceable to 
the cause of Biblical and to that of Egyptian literature, by a voyage to Egypt, under the 
sanction and at the expense of Government, and with a view to completing the Coptic 
Scriptures and Lexicon, from the unpublished and unknown manuscripts which abound 
in the Egyptian monasteries. Wo have seen testimonials in favour of the plan, and of 
Mr Tattam*s unquestionable competency, signed by all our leading philologists and 
Egy'ptian scholars, which we conceive to be irresistible. The certainty of another 
complete version of the Scriptures, of the early ages of Christianity, being one of the 
results, causes it to be an object of national importance, whieh it is incumbent on any 
-Oovenimeni to promote, iodepeodtntly of its Utersry and antiquarian interest. 
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pftrate, and to form ft jtitt tie# of« the 
claims of the original pfomoters. 
Wtthont waiting further to follow the 
tarions steps whereby our acquaint- 
ance with the Egyptian language hat 
been advanced, and the method of 
hieroglyphic analysis improved upon, 
we shall at once direct the attention 
of our readers to the historical frame- 
work by which, as already intimated, 
the phonetic system has been mainly 
rendered available to the purposes ii 
history, tln-ough the chronological re- 
ference of the monuments and of tlte 
sculptured representations of different 
ages. 

It is now jnst twenty years since 
the first discovery by Mr Bankes of 
the most remarkable and important 
of all the known hieroglyphic records 
— the chronological succession of the 
Pharaohs, recorded on portions of a 
wall in a rained palace at Abydos. 
The original fragments, in common 
with the fundamental record of Ra» 
setta, are now the property of our Na- 
tional Museum — an acquisition which, 
for antiquity and historical interest 
and importance, may be almost ranked 
with an original antograph of the Pen- 
tateuch, or the Book of Judges. 

It was immediately obvious that the 
former (the Tablet of Abydos) con- 
sisted of series of royal names or titles 
enclosed in elliptical scrolls, like the 
Ptolemaic names and titles on the pil* 
lar of Rosetta, and other monu- 
ments ; and Dr Young fell into the 
mistake of connecting the termina- 
tion of those lists with the time of 
Psammetichos and his successors, who 
preceded the Persian conquest in the 
sixth century before the Christian 
era, because the prenominal shield of 
the Soane sarcophagns, and of the 
tomb whence it was derived (that 
opened by Belzoni), which Dr Young 
had erroneously referred to Psammis, 
the successor of Pharaoh Neeho, oc- 
cupied the thbd place from the con- 
clusion of the middle line of the Tablet. 

The improved principles of Cham- 
pollion, however, soon corrected this 
mistake ; and that scholar ascertained, 
that, instead of a series of phonetic 
names, as Dr Young had conjectured, 
the Tablet of Abvdos represented a 
succession of royal titles or prefixes, 
the same which appeared connected 
with the respective phonetic names of 
their possessors, on separate monu- 
ments; and whitth ar^ by thia most 



remarkable record referred to the same 
order of stiecession in which they are 
found in history. 

The termination of the Tablet waf, 
by this discovery, at once raised from 
the close of the monarchy to that of 
the great eighteenth dynasty of THe- 
ban kings ; and, as the shields which 
appear on most of the principal mo- 
numents were found registered on this 
record, the probable antiquity and the 
relative ages of those monuments, and 
consequently the progress of Egyptian 
art, soon became settled questions. 

The general principles of the hiero- 
glyphic chronologicad records were 
ascertained, and the second grand 
step, not less important than that 
which proved a hieroglyphic alphabe- 
tic system, was taken. And although 
in Champollion's reference of the ca- 
talogued monumental series to history, 
he committed some mistakes and over- 
sights not less glaring than those of 
Dr Young, the fact was indisputable, 
that we had before us a contemporary 
hieroglyphic index to the chronology 
of the monuments, which belonged to 
that remote age to which the voice of 
history refers the glory of ancient 
Egypt. 

The discovery of other contempo- 
rary hieroglyphic lists, by Mr Wilkin- 
son and Mr Burton, (in the temple of 
Kamak, the palaces of the Memno- 
nium and Medinet Abon, and the 
tombs at Benihassan), although not 
80 methodically disposed as that of 
Abydos, soon abundantly authenticat- 
ed the latter ; and, moreover, extended 
the existing portion of it both in as^ 
cent and descent ; and the partial 
errors of ChampoUion were rectified 
by our countrymen. The original 
scope of the Tablet of Abydos, and the 
number of royal shields that it con- 
tained, were manifest, notwithstanding 
the obtfteration of the commence- 
ment ; and the deficient portion was 
supplied from the other Ibts, in the 
copy published in the second part of 
the second volume of the Transactions 
of the Royal Society of Literature, by 
Mr Cullimore. It was found, that m 
this Tablet, and the supplemental re- 
cord of Medinet Aboo, we possess an 
original chronological series, ascend- 
ing thirteen reigns above the acces- 
sion of Amos aud the eighteenth dy- 
nasty, and, descending nineteen rcigus 
below that of Amos— beins^ seven 
reigni below the point at woich (he 
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TabWiof Ab/dMtennlMtet. Inoibcr 
word#9 we have before us tbe seulptar^ 
ed origina] of tb^ sueeesstofn^ deseencU 
ing to the close of the nineteentfa dj- 
nasty of Dioepolites*, which Josepfaus 
haa traotcribed from Manetbo the 
EgjptidD bi&toriaD, in his fint book 
against Apion ; and which Joeephut^ 
in eommea with all original authori- 
ties, refers to the thousand years which 
separated the ages of Abraham and 
Solomon^t including the founders of all 
the great sculptoredmoflfuments. Such 
were the sources whence Manetbo da* 
ckres that his history of the dynaa- 
tieSf founded on the records of the 
Egyptian Templet ^ was originaUy de- 
rived: so that a more complete corro« 
boration of ancient history than that 
which has been so wonderfully restor- 
ed to us^ cannot well be imagined. 

Had not the statements of Manetbo, 
Josephnsi and similar passages of pri' 
nitive history descended to Qs^ these 
eatraordihary monnmental records, 
which, as already noticed, have no 
parallel for antiquity and importanee^ 
except in the contemporary sacred ao- 
nals of the Jews, would necessarily 
bare remained for ever an insoluble, 
or, perhaps, unnoticed mystery, and 
phonetic discovery been useless for 
probing the history of remote ages. 

Such statements prepare us for tlie 
previoQs question, without which no 
discovery was ever matured— wliat it 
is that we expect — to what definite 
end are our enquiries directed? The 
expectation of a phonetic system of 
hieroglyphics was naturaL Its exist- 
ence was even asserted by ancient 
writers, although hardly suspected by 
the modems, till the Egyptian and 
Greek texts of the pillar of Roaetta 
were seen in juxtaposition. The ex* 
pectation tlwt the same hieroglyphics 
contained records important to history, 
was also natural} and that such was 
tlie fact was equally asserted bv the 
ancients — Egyptian, Greek, and Ro- 
man. But in the absence of the his- 
torical counterparts, this expectation 
would have been vague and useless. 

With the Greek version of the pillar 
of Hosetta before them, the ingenuity 
of deciplierers replaced the wanting 
phonetic powers of the characters ; 
but no ingenuity coidd have replaced 
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the Greek versions of these royal 
names, which, by connecting them- 
selves with a series of titobur Indices, 
in the order in which these appear in 
the tablets, give us historical combina- 
tions of words whereby to test the 
tdphabetical ; and hence supply ns in a 
limited, but, for the purposes of history, 
most efltctual manner, with the lan- 
guage to which the phonetic principU?* 
are applicable ; and thus elidt new 
proofs of the authenticity of these 
principles, and of the integrity of an. 
cient historians, as well as materials 
for rectifying their overskhts. 

In effect, the hieroglyphic and Greek 
vcfskms of the succession, provide us 
with means for testing and proving the 
phonetic system, not obtainable from 
any other source. We have, on the 
one hand, an original series of words, 
and, on the other, the same series writ- 
ten out in Greek cliaracters, with pro- 
bably few variations beyond those 
arising from the pronunciation of the 
scribes. Every word, or at least Its 
place, is klentified. This could alone 
result from corresponding tables of 
proper names. No accumulation of ver- 
sions of common language^>of words 
and phrases which change their order 
in the hands of every translator, could 
be in the least degree so effectual ; and 
we are accordingly far more certain of 
the corresponding words of the hiero- 
glyphic and Greek lists of succession, 
than we are, or perhaps ever can be, 
of the corresponding words of any two 
of the three versions of the fundamental 
record of Rosetta, however certain of 
the fleneral identity in substance. 

We are now arrived at tlie work 
which has given occasion for the pre- 
sent article. Mr Cory's '* Ancient 
Fragments,*' already oflen referred to, 
consist of a collection of tltose state- 
ments from primitive writers, on which 
the expectations of the historical dis- 
coverer are ba s ed equally those of 
the decipherer of the brick tablets of 
Babylon and Nineveh, and the sculp- 
tured records of Persepolls, as those 
of the hieroglyphic decipherer, and 
which shed reciprocal light on each 
other. This collection, moreover, con- 
tains the several versions and varied 
readings of such statements, wliich, 
altliough not unattended by omissions 
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and imperfections, from which no com- 
pilation of so much difficulty and re- 
searcli can be exempt, are brought to- 
gether in a far more accessible, digested, 
and useful form, than any in whicli 
they have before appeared. 

The Egyptian department is, under 
present circumstances, the most attrac- 
tive. The dynasties of Manetho, of 
which we now possess many in the 
texts of the original contemporary 
sculptures, appear in all the forms in 
which they are found scattered in 
ancient writers, disposed in parallel 
columns; so that the opening of an 
octavo page stands in the place of the 
folios of J^ephus, Eusebius, Syncellus, 
and Scaliger, which are inaccessible to 
all but the slaves of literature at liome, 
and altogether so to travellers abroad. 
To these are added the collateral state- 
ments of Sanchoniatho, Herodotus^ 
Diodorus, Eratosthenes, and the old 
Egyptian chronicle, Chaeremon, Arta- 
paous, and Apion of Alexandria; to- 
gether with the historical and scientific 
iragments relating to Egypt, which are 
to be found in other Greek and Roman 
authorities. 

By a fortunate coincidence of cir- 
cumstances, the labours of Mr Cory 
were directed to this collection soon 
after those of the hieroglyphic de- 
cipherers originated, and were broogbt 
to partial maturity nearly in time to 
meet the historical wants of the latter ; 
for, previously to the appearance of 
the first edition in 1828, although the 
general principles of the hieroglyphic 
records of succession bad been ascer- 
tained by Champollion, the method of 
applying these principles was still in 
its infancy, nor had the collateral and 
connecting records of Kamak, Beni- 
bassan, and Medinet Abon, brought 
to light through the zeal of our anti- 
quadans resident in Egypt, been at 
that period discovered. 

An authentic copy of the dynasties 
according to Africanus, was by this 
useful volume placed in the hands of 
enquirers and travellers ; and this was 
accompanied by the fragments of Ma- 
netho from Josephus, the remains of 
the Theban chronicle of Eratosthenes, 
of the old Egyptian chronicle, and of 
the correlative Pbccnician record of 
Sanchoniatho. The mutilated and 
corrupted transcripts of chronologet's 
were thus far replaced by genuine 
data, and the labours of enquirers into 



hieroglyphic history, both at home and 
abroad, promoted by easy access to 
the oiiginals, unombarassed by spe- 
culation. 

In 1 832 appeared the enlarged se- 
cond edition of the collection ; and, 
although a lustrum has now passed 
over our heads since this work has 
been in the hands of the learned world, 
and been silently and effectively pro- 
moting the labours of the historical 
student, we are not aware that it has 
hitherto been made known to the ge- 
neral reader as such a work deserves ; 
but it is never too late to do justice to 
a treatise of the first literary necessity. 
The present edition came out after 
the sun of the two original hiero- 
glyphic discoverers had set for ever, 
but at the height of the Egyptian 
race; and it has contributed more 
than any other work of the times to 
render that a useful race for the pur- 
poses of history, by presenting the 
written versions of the recovered hiero- 
glyphic records in all the forms in 
which history has transmitted them. 
The first edition has been augmented 
fourfold, and the versions and author- 
ities which we have already mentioned, 
together with many others relating to 
Egyptian and contemporary history, 
have been added to its contents. Nor 
ought we to omit noticing the scien- 
tific fragments from Ptolemy, Censo- 
rinus, Theon, Berossus, and other writ- 
ers, all bearing on the same historical 
system. 

But a few observations on Egyptian 
history in general, its claims, nature, 
and principles, and the results to which 
these will conduct us, may best illus- 
trate our subject and serve the cause 
of enquiry, besides practically demon- 
strating the value and utility of the 
work before us, and eliciting data for 
a probable restoration of the original 
text of Manetho's history, from the 
various mutilated and confiicting ver- 
sions extant in Mr Cory's compilation : 
an object which the hieroglyphic veri- 
fications of Manetho have rendered of 
extreme importance to hbtory. 

Egyptian history, as set forth in the 
remains of Manetho, the only writer 
who has lefl a complete outline of the 
subject, is dbtributed into thirty- one 
dynasties, concluding with the Mace- 
donian conquest. It clearly distin- 
guishes itself into two portions, each 
of which possess equal, although very 
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differently grounded claims to credi- 
bility^ derived from wholly distinct 
criteria and evidences. 

The first of these portions, of which 
we hiave already in some measure 
treated, is the most obscure and un- 
manageable. From its remoteness in 
time, from its want of connexion with 
known synchronous history, and in- 
asmuch as it can be tested only by 
the contemporary monumental tablets, 
it is the most obnoxious to hypothesis 
and theory. It is not, however, the 
less authentic, and is the most import- 
ant part of the annals of Egypt, being 
the great age of the arts and empire 
of the Pharaohs, and that which, con- 
sequently, has received the most illus- 
tration and proof from hieroglyphic 
discovery. Hieroglyphic discovery 
has thus replaced the contemporary 
witnesses which the records of other 
nations supply to authenticate the se- 
cond portion of the history, to which, 
in a more particular manner, we shall 
presently advert. 

The portion of which we are now 
speaking subdivides itself into two 
parts — the first consisting of the first 
thirteen dynastie:^, which are excluded 
from Manetho's chronological canon, 
by the consent of ancient writers, as 
well as from the primary succession 
of the monuments 5 but which occupy 
a collateral place in both. The se- 
cond part comprises the dynasties of 
Manetho's canon from the fourteenth 
to the twentieth, including the great 
Diospolite family. It is, as already 
stated, connected vnth that period of 
sacred history which separates the 
ages of Abranam and Solomon, and 
in the annals of which, the Kings of 
Egypt are mentioned only under the 
general title of Pharaoh, as in the 
days of Abraham, of Jacob and Jo- 
seph, of Moses, David, and Solomon. 

It comprehends, as above, the early 
dynasties from the fourteenth down 
to the close of the nineteenth of Dios- 
polites; and these are, accordingly, 
the limits which the Jewish annalist* 
assigns to the time of the Pharaohs 
properly so called. To this jperiod, 
and no lower, wo have the unbroken 
tabulated succession of the monu- 
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ments ; and here, accordingly, the 
connected succession of Manetho, who 
concludes the second book of his an- 
nals with the nineteenth dynasty, 
breaks off. He, however, acquaints 
us that the next, or twentieth dynasty, 
consisted of DiospoHtes, as weU as the 
eighteenth and nineteenth, and was 
the last family of that line : and we, 
accordingly, find the tombs of a num- 
ber of uncatalogued Ramses, succes- 
sors of those of the Tablets, in the Ne- 
cropolis of Thebes, where the last ten 
of the catalogued kings, the line of 
Ramses I., are found entombed. The 
former have no place in the subse- 
quent dynasties of Manetho, of which 
we possess nearly all the names, and 
therefore belong to the nameless 
twentieth dynasty. 

Again, as the Diospolites end with 
this dynasty, the records of the Ne- 
cropolis of Thebes also finish with 
the above-mentioned kings, none of 
those of the dynasties after the twen- 
tieth being buried there. 

Thus far we have a wonderfully 
authenticated portion of history, not 
only as to the succession, but the 
years of the reigns, which, so far as 
dates appear in isolated tablets, criti- 
cally agree with Manetho. Tims, we 
find a tablet of the twenty -second oi 
Amos, who reigned twenty-Jive years, 
according to that historian ; one of the 
twenty -eighth of Thothmos 111., an- 
swering to the Thmosis of Manetho, 
who reigned thirty -nine years ; one of 
the thirty-sixth of Amenoph 111. or 
Rathek, and Rathotis reigned thirty- 
nine years : one of the sixty-second of 
Ramses II., or Amon me Ramses, 
the constructor of the tablet of Aby- 
dos, and the Rameses Meiamoun of 
Manetho, whose reign was sixty-six 
years. t Still, from the want of syn- 
chronous history, and from the ab- 
sence of the proper names of the early 
Scriptural Pharaohs, the place of this 
great line in time is far from agreed 
to : and, whether the Exodus of the 
Jews bo referable to the beginning, 
middle, or end of the eighteenth dy- 
nasty, are questions on which the in- 
genuity of writers has not yet tired 
itself, notwithstanding the evidence 



• Collate Joseph. Antiq. viii. 6, with Lib. contra Apion. i. 

t This important tablet euriches our National Museum. It is from the last col- 
lection of Mr Salt. 
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of Josephtts and all the oldest eoole- 
siasticaJ authoritiea in ftiYour of the 
first of these opinions. 

We shall for the present pass over 
the thirteen early contemporary dy- 
nasties, and devote the remainder of 
this article to the second portion of 
the annals, as of more immediate im- 
portance to general history. To it 
belong the dynasties namea from the 
cities of Lower Egypt, from the 
twenty-first downwards — Tanites, 
Bubastites, Saites, Sebennytes, and 
Mendesians ; besides the foreign Etlii- 
opian and Persian dynasties. 

Of these, the historical names of 
nearly all the princes (those of the 
first of them, the twenty-first dynasty, 
excepted), have also been identified 
on their monumental remains, with 
sufficient difference in style to m^k 
their relative ages compared with the 
remains of the great Diospolite age ; 
whereas, the monumental records of 
the general succession of this period 
are wanting, and we are in a great 
degree dependent on written history 
for the order of the reigns, confirmed, 
however, in a variety of instances by 
the hieroglyphic genealogical Tablets. 

The synchronous records of the 
Hebrew and Greek writers are, honf- 
ever, so complete during the greatest 
part of this interval, that we are in 
no want of monuments to verify Egyp- 
tian history, although evidence from 
that source is in many cases most com- 
plete. 

The sacred writers beg^ to g^ve 
the names of the kings of E^ypt with 
Shishak, who was reigning m the last 
years of Solomon, and took Jerusalem 
hi the filth year of Eehoboam ; and 
be, accordingly, appears as Sesonchis, 
the first king of Manetho^ twenty, 
second dynasty of Bubastites, while his 
monumental counterpart, Sheshonk, is 
found on the sculptures of the temple 
of Kamak, with the King of Judah 
(having the title of Jouda Meiek) 
among his captives. The So and Tlr- 
hakah of Scripture appear in the Se- 
▼echus and Taracus of the twenty-fifth 
dynasty, and the Necho and Hophra 
of the former, in the Neco and Va- 
phres or Apries of the twenty-sixth 
dynasty, and of the Greek historians ; 
while all these, and the rest of their 
respective lines, have left monnmenttd 
remains. 

Of the twenty-first dynasty of 
Tanites we have no synchronous, or 
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rather connected history ; but we have 
hieroglypliic tablets of Mandouphth, 
which can only be referred to Mendes, 
Amendes, or Smendes, its founder; 
and the chronological place of this fa- 
mily is sufficiently determined by those 
of the twenty-second and succeeding 
dynasties, all of Lower Egypt, as well 
as the twenty-first. 

The synchronous history of this pe- 
riod affords us every facility for col- 
lating the various Egyptian statements, 
and more particularly the copies of 
Manetho's hbtory, and of hence deter- 
mining which of the latter affords the 
original and uncorrupted account, to 
the exclusion of those which exhibit 
not merely the errors of transcribers, 
but the systematic corruptions of theo- 
rbts, who admitted original evidence 
only so far as it harmonized with their 
particular views on ecclesiastical his- 
tory. And thb being ascertained, it 
msgr direct us to the true versions and 
principles of the annals with reference 
to those portions which are not ob- 
noxious to the test of contemporary 
history. By thb process we shall also 
arrive at hitherto imnoticed proofs of 
the high place in which Manetho 
should be ranked as a hbtorian, inde- 
pendently of the recent monumental 
verifications, and which ought at all 
times to have protected him from the 
doubts and freedoms of past and pre- 
sent criticbm. 

Thb portion of hbtory ascends four 
centuries above the Ethiopian con- 
quest and dynasty, b.c. 732, to the ajre 
of Samuel, Judge of Israel, and de- 
scends an equal period below the same 
epoch, to the overthrow of the Per- 
sian empire and invasion of Egypt by 
Alexanaer. It involves, as above, the 
scriptural landmarks of the reigns of 
Shishak, So, Tirhakah, Necho, and 
Hophra, and the reigns of the Per- 
sian monarchs from Cambyses to Alex- 
ander, which the researches of the 
Greek astronomers have fixed with 
mathematical certainty ; so that we 
have every opportunity of investigat- 
ing it. 

The dynasties of thb period may be 
stated as follows, according to the data 
which contemporary Jewish and Gre- 
cian hbtory supplies for determining 
the correct Egyptian version from 
amone the copies of Manetho given 
by Amcanus, Kusebius, and Syncel- 
lus, and brought together in the work 
before us :— 
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1115. 


XXI. 


Tanitei, - 


. 


7 


130 





Afric. Ens. 


985. 


XXII. 


Biibastites, 


« 


9 


120 





Afric. 


865. 


XXIII. 


Tanites, - 




4 


89 





Afric. 


776. 


XXIV. 


Sake, 




1 


44 





Eus. Syn. 


732. 


XXV. 


£tbiop8> . 




3 


44 





Eus. Syn. 


688. 


-_ 


Ammerres/ 




1 


12 





Eus. 


676. 


XXVI. 


Saites, - 




9 


150 


6 


AfHc. 


525. 


XXVII. 


Persians^ 




8 


120 


4 


Eus. - 


405. 


XXVIII. 


Saite, 




1 


6 





Afric. Eus. Syn. 


899. 


XXIX. 


Mendesiansy 




4 


20 


4 


Afric. 


879. 


XXX. 


Sebenajtes, 


. 


3 


88 





Afric. Eus. Chron. 


341. 


XXXI. 


Persians, 


« 


8 


9 





Afric. 


332. 


Macedonian Conquest. 













It will be seen from the foregoing 
table that the oldest copy of this por- 
tion of Manetho*s history, that of 
Africanus, furnishes the greatest num- 
ber of true historical periods, so ttiat 
it may be viewed as the basis for re- 
storing the original series — replacing 
the mistakes of Africanus from the 
other copies, as contemporary Hebrew 
and Grecian history supply the cri- 
teria. 

These criteria are, first, the ^ht 
of Jeroboam to Shishak or Se«onchis, 
the founder of the twenty-seoend dy- 
nasty, towards the end of the veign of 
Solomon, (1 Kings, xi. 40., zii. 2.— 
2 Chron. x/ 2), who died b.c. 975. 
Secondly, the invasion of Judea by 
Bhishak in the fifth year of Rehoboam, 
King of Judah, (1 Kings, xiv. 25^ 26. 
^2 Chron. xii. 2, 8, 4), b.c. 971. 
Thirdly, the alliance of Hosea, King 
of Israel, with So or Sevechus, the 
second king of the twenty-fifth or 
Ethiopian dynasty, three or foi^* years 
before the captivity of the ten tribes, 
(2 Kings, xvii. 4, 5, 6., xviii. 9. 10), 
about B.C. 722. The invasion of 
Judea by Zerah the Ethiopian, in the 
fifteenth of Asa, King of Jiidah, (2 
Chron. xiv. 9., XV. 10), b.c. 941, 
preceded this; but the name Zerah 
being evidently the general title Se-ra, 
« son of the sun^" which is as common 



to the Ethiopian and Egyptian kings 
as that of Ph^a or Pharaoh, "the 
sun," we have no data for identifying 
that prince among the immediate suc- 
cessors of Shishak or Sesonchis, as has 
been attempted by several learned men . 
Fourthly I the war of Tirhakah or Ta- 
racus, tUrd king of the Ethiop^n 
dynasty, and the Sethon of Hero- 
dotus (II. 141)« against Sennacherib^ 
King of Assyria, in the fourteenth or 
fifteenth year of Heaekiah, King of 
Jndahf (2 Kings, xriii. 13., xix. 9. — 
Isaiah, xxxvi. 1., xxxvii. 9), about 
3.C. 710. Fifthly, The invasion of 
the Babylonian empire by Pharaoh 
Necho, fifth king of the twenty- sixth 
dynasty of Saites, and the death of 
Josiah, King of Judah, (2 Kings, xxip. 

29, ieq,^2 Chron. xxxv. 20, et ieq. 
— Jerem. xlvl, 2), B.c. 607—604. 
Sixthly, The alliance of Zedekiah, the 
last king of Judah, with Pharaoh 
Hophra, (Jerem. xxxvii. 5, &c.), Va- 
nhres or Apries, seventh king of the 
same dynasty, gainst the Babylonian?, 
about B.C. ^9 If Seventhly, The con- 
quest of llophra by the Babyloniai)£, 
and the captivity of Egypt in or soon 
after the twenty-seventh year of Nc- 
buohadnezzar,Kingof Babylon, (Ezek. 
xxix. 27, to xxxU. 82. — Jerem. xliv. 

30, &c.), B.C. 578.t Eighthly, the 
conquest of Egypt by the Persians, 



* Whether this king was an Ethiop or a Saite, is nncertain. He is called an Ethiot) 
by EusebiuB, who, nevertheless, refers him to the XXVI. or Saite dynasty* 

t The twenty-seventh year mentioned by Esekiel, xxix. 17, has been usually re- 
ferred by chronologers to the captivity of King Jeconiah, from which the prophet in 
general takes his dates. This brings the conquest of Egypt by Nebuchadnezzar, 
which is there announced as about to commence, to b.c. 570, the first year of Amasis, 
or later ; and Newton, accordingly, from thence computes the forty years' captivity 
of Egypt (Ezek. xxix. 13), and supposes them to end with the death of Cyrus, b.c. 
529. The respite of Egypt, until the final oonquest by Cambyses, b.c. 525, would, 
according to this view, be four years only, which is very improbable. 

Cyrus, although a conqueror, was, equally with Alexander, considered as a deliverer 
by the Jews and Egyptians^the first from the Babyloniaa tyranny, aR4 the Utter from 
that of the Persians. 

We hATe, therefore, no question hnt that the forty years* ^Mj^%^^:,^^^V^^ 
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and setting up of the twenty-seventh 
or Persian dynasty, in the last year of 
Amasis, ninth king of the twenty- 
sixth dynasty, when his son Psamme- 
tichus, or Psaramenitus, reigned six 
months, in the fifth ot Cambyses, king 
of Persia, (Manetho,^^ a/.)> "'C. 525. 
All these dates are so well deter- 
mined as to admit of no difiference of 
opinion sufBcient to affect the chro- 
nology of the series of dynasties, while 
the subsequent dates in the times of 
the Persian empire, are known to be 



B.C. Dynasty 
1115 XXI. 

985 XXII. 

962 

947 

922 

907 

865 XXIII 

776 XXIV. 

732 XXV. 

724 

710 

688 Ethiop 

676 XXVI 

669 

663 

655 

610 

601 

595 

576 

570 

526 



Tanites 
Bubast. 



Tanites 
Saites 
Ethiops 



or Saite 
Saitei 



Manetho. 

7 reigns 

1 Sesonchis 

2 Osortbon 

3, 4, 5, omitted 

6 Taclothis 

7, 8, 9, omitted 

4 reigns 

1 Bochchoris 

1 Sabacon 

2 Sebichos 

3 Tarcus 
(Ammeseg) 

1 Stephinates 

2 Nechepsos 

3 Nechao L 

4 Psammeticus 

5 Nechao IL* 

6 Psammuthis 

7 Vaphris 
(Partamis) 

8 Amosis 

9 Paammecherites 



mathematically determined by ec lipse 
and the evidence of contemporary 
writers, so as not to admit of a second 
statement. 

We shall now repeat our table, 
inserting the reigns of the leading 
dynasties which are connected with 
synchronous history, viz. of the twenty- 
second, twenty-fifth, twenty-sixth, 
twenty-seventh, and thirty-first ; and 
adding the Saite and Persian reigns 
from Herodotus and the Greek astro- 



Ym. 

130 

23 

15 

25 

15 

42 

89 

44 

8 

14 

22 

12 

7 

6 

8 

45 

9 

6 

19 

6 

44 





m. 


result of the Tablets. 



result of the Tablets. 






result of Tablets and chronology. 




B.C. 






Herodotus. 



671 1 Psammetichus 

617 2 Necos 

601 3 Psammii . 
595 4 Apnea 



570 5 Amasis 

6 526 6 Psammenitus 



Vra. 

54 

16 

6 

25 

44 




m. 






6 



525 XXVII. Persians 1 Cambyses 



HippARCH. and Ptolemy, 



3 

Magi . . 7 

2 Darius Hystasp. 36 

3 Xerxes I. . 21 

4 Artabanus . 7 

5 Artax. Longim. 40 

6 Xerxes IL . 2 

7 Sogdianus . 7 

8 Darius Nothus 19 
1 Amyrteuus . 6 
4 Reigns . 20 4 

3 Reigns . 38 

360 (accession of Ochus resuldng from Manetho.) 359 7 Ocbus 

341 XXXI. Persians 1 Artax. Ochus 2 

339 2 Arses . . 3 338 8 Arostes 

336 3 Darius Codom. 4 336 9 Darius III. 

332 Macedonians Alexander 332 Alexander 



522 

521 

486 

465 : 

464 

424 

424 

424 

405 XXVIII. Saites 
399 XXIX. Mendes 
379 XXX. Sebben 



525 1 Cambyses 

521 2 Darius I. 
486 3 Xerxes 

465 4 Artax. j. 



424 5 Darius II. 
405 6 Artax. U. 



4 



36 
21 



41 



19 
46 



21 



the seventy years* captivity of Judah, terminated about the accession of Cyrus to the 
throne of Babylon, and we would refer both to the same date, b.c. 536, when the 
decree of Cyrus was issued ; and the rather, because the forty years had particular 



• The reign of Nechao II. according to Syncellus ; which is confirmed by a hiero- 
glyphic stete, produced by Rosellini from the Florentine Museum, by which it appears 
that the period ft-om the Hid- of Nechao to the XXXV** of Amasis was 71 years. 
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With reference to the preceding 
table> let it be noted that we find a 
hieroglyphic tablet of the twenty- 
second year of Sheshonk, or Seson- 
chis I., to whom history assigns twenty- 
one years only, and one of the fifteenth 
of Takeloth, or Taceliothes, to whom 
history gives thirteen only. But the 
period of the twenty-second dynasty, 
120 years, as stated by Africanus, 
exceeds the sum of the reigns by four 
years, a difference explained by the 
reigns of the two princes now men- 
tioned, to each of which we have there- 
fore added two years, raising that of 
Tacellothes to the monumental number 
fifteen, and that of Sesonchis one year 
higher than the monumental date. 
Of Osorkon or Osorthon, we have a 
tablet dated in the eleventh year, his 
historical reign being fifteen. 

Of Tirhakah, Tharak, or Taracus, 
we have a tablet of hb twentieth year ; 
one of the forty-fourth year of Am- 
hathis, or Amasis, one of the sixth of 
Cambyses, and another of the thirty- 
sixth of Darius Hystaspes, of which 
those of Amasis and Darius accurately 
determine the reigns of these princes. 

It should be remarked, with refer- 
ence to the time of the Persian em- 
pire, that there is little or no difference 
in the Egyptian statements, except 
what results from the odd months, 
down to the reign of Darius Nothus ; 
which thus far sufliciently agree with 



the mathematical canon of Hippar- 
chus and Ptolemy, which includes the 
reigns of less than a year in those of 
the preceding kings ; and, that from 
Ochus to Alexander, the same corre- 
spondence holds between Manetho, as 
preserved by his oldest copyist, Afri- 
canus, and the mathematical state- 
ments ; his period of the twenty-eighth, 
twenty- ninth, and thirtieth native 
dynasties (sixty -four years and four 
months, which are placed between 
the death of Darius Nothus and the 
twentieth year of Artaxerxes Ochus), 
answering to the forty-six years of 
Artaxerxes Mnemon, and the first 
nineteen of Ochus, within eight 
months ; while his residue of two 
years for the reign of Ochus in Egryp^* 
makes up the twenty-one years of that 
prince. To Arses, he gives three 
years instead of the two of the mathe- 
matical canon, and this compensates 
the eight months deficient in the pre- 
ceding period, while both accounts 
agree in as&igning four years to Darius 
Codomannus. 

It is to be remarked, on the other 
hand, that the Eusebian and Syncel- 
line versions dbtort this part of the 
synchronous Egyptian and Persian 
chronology. The version of E usebius 
allows forty-seven years and four 
months only for the twentv-eighth, 
twenty-ninth, and thirtieth dynasties, 
from the death of Nothus to the twen- 



reference to the fugitive Jews in Egypt, (Jerem. xUL 16 — xliii. 10 — x|iv. 27, 30 ) 
whose return would hence synchronise with that of their brethren in Babylon. 

But, ascending forty years from b.c. 6S6, we arrive at b.c 576, for the invasion 
of Egypt by the Chaldeans, or two years after the 27th of the reign of Nebuchadnez- 
zar, B.C. 578, which would, therefore, appt^ar to be the date intended by the prophet, 
(Exek. xxix. 27.) which relates exclusively to the conquest of Egypt by Nebuchadnez- 
zar to repay him for his services against Tyre. 

It comes in between the prophet's dates, in the tenth and eleventh of Jeconiah*8 
captivity, and the last date in the prophecy is the twenty-fifth year of that captivity, b.c. 
572, which is expressly stated to be the 14th from the destruction of Jerusalem 
(Exek, xl. 1). 

By raising the Egyptian captivity to b.c. 576 from b.c. 570, we raise the end of the 
reign of Apries, Vaphres, or Hopbra, to the same date, (Jcrem. xliv. dO), or six yean 
anterior to the accession of Amasis. This is the diflereuce between the reigns of 
Vaphres as stated by Africanus, nineteen years, and by Herodotus and Eusebius, twenty- 
five, and will hence leave his accession, b c. 595, where the latter have placed it. 

If, with Syncellus, we assign fifty years to Amasis, instead of forty- four, with Hero- 
dotus and Manetho, the accession of that prince will ascend to the Egyptian captivity. 
But we must not depart from the older authorities. And Hellanicus, who visited 
Egypt before Herodotus, explains the difficulty in a passage preserved hy Athenceus, 
(Deip. xv). He lets us know that a prince named Partamis (doubtless the Patarbcmis 
mentioned by Herodotus, II. 102), ruled Egypt immediately before Amasis. 

Father Peyron has, accordingly, placed Partamis between Vaphres and Amasis, and 
assigned him a five years* reign ; and that an intermediate king reigned is evident from 
the 3d Psammetic of the monuments, whom RoselUni makes the same with Psammeni- 
tus, the son of Amasis, but whose daughter was the queen of Amasis, according to the 
more accurate Wilkinson. 
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iietU of Ochiis, which is eighteen years 
short of the truths and reduces the 
reign of Artaxerxes Mnemon from 
forty-six to twenty-eight years. The 
same copyist assigns an Egyptian re- 
sidue of six years to Ochus, thereby 
lengthening his reign from twenty-one 
to twenty-six years. In the chronicle 
of Eusebius these errors are partially 
corrected, as will be seen from the 
periods assigned in it to the latter 
dynasties^ The reign of Ochus, how- 
OTefy remains twenty-six years, and 
the excess is taken off that of Mne- 
mon, his predecessor, to whom forty 
years are assigned instead of forty-six. 
Syncellus has the same number, 
forty years, for Mnemon, while, fol- 
lowing what he terms the ecclesiasti- 
cal canon, he cuts down that of Ochus 
to five years : and it should further 
be observed that both these chronicles, 
followed by the modems, raise the 
commencement of the twenty- ninth 
dynasty to the reign of Darius No- 
thus, whereas it is clear from Dio- 
dorus (xiv. 19, 35, 79) that this dy- 
nasty did not begin until after the 
revolt of Cyrus the younger from his 
brother Artanerxet Mnemon, inagree- 
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ment with Manetho, according to tho 
copy of Africanus. 

It is also important to notice that 
Manetho*s Egyptian reign of Camby. 
ses is six years in the copy of Afri- 
canus* Tbb exceeds the truth by 
two years, yet becomes an additional 
proof of his integrity as a historian, 
because it agrees with the reign of 
Cambvses, as it appears on the hiero- 
glyphic tablets, the original source of 
Manetho's history, as he himself de- 
clares, it is not the full reign of 
CambyseS) which was eight vears, in- 
clusively of the seven months of 'the 
Magian conspirators ; and hence it is 
that the accuracy of Manetho in copy- 
ing the monument has led him into 
this error. 

As the question regarding the Per- 
sian reigns from the accession of Ar- 
taxerxes Mnemon is of great impor- 
tance to history, and was mbunder- 
stood even by Scalig^r, in whose age 
the mathematical canon of Hipparchus 
and Ptolemy had not been recovered^ 
we shall here state them according to 
the several authorities above mention- 
ed, adding to them the numbers of the 
patriarch Nicephorus and Scaliger. 



Artaz. Mnemon 
Artax. Ochus . 
Arses . . • 
Darius Codom. 



Mtneth. A/Hc. Etu. Syn. Nic«ph. SriL Hip. PtoL 

Yn. n. Yn. Yii Yr». Yri Yn. 

. 46 4 40 40 40 43 46 

.21 2^ & 22 23 21 

. 3 4 4 4 4 2 

. 4 ^ ^ Q Q ^ 



73 4 76 55 72 76 73 



It is hence evident that Manetho's 
chronology of the times of the Persian 
empire, preserved by writers whose 
errors it exposes, is fully as accurate 
as that of the celebrated astronomer 
Hipparchus, who lived in the next cen- 
tury — a tolerably good criterion, inde- 
pendently of the monumental verifica- 
tions, of the ju<!^pa(ient and integrity of 
the Egyptian annalist, and of the high 
value of every name and number of 
his history, if we possessed them in an 
uncorrupted state, as well as of the 
utility of every well-founded attempt 
to restore his original data and system. 

The celebrated chronological table 
of the Chaldean, Persian, and Grseco- 
Egyptian Kings, and Roman Empe- 
rors, originatcKl by Hipparchus in the 
seoond century b.c, was continued 
by Claudius Ptolemy, * in the second 



century of the Christian era. The re- 
covery of this record has enabled mo- 
dem chronologers to correct the mis- 
takes of the ecclesiastical historians, 
and accurately to connect the histories 
of the Old atad New Testoments. It 
may be proved to be founded on the 
same principles, as it was derived from 
the same Egyptian school with the 
chronological record of Manetho: and 
a few observations regarding it will 
cotiduct us to farther elucidations of 
that historian. 

The record in question, which will 
be found at page 83 of 'Ancient Frag- 
ments,' accompanied by two spurious 
ecclesiastical versions from Syncellus, 
which were used by the early Christian 
chronographers, is adjusted from the 
eclipses observed by the Chaldean and 
Greek astronomers, regbtered in the 
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calendar of the Egyptian, or uninter* 
calated year of 365 days, which re- 
ceded through the seasons, in the space 
of a canicular cycle of 1461 erratic, of 
1460 fixed years of 365| days, as ex- 
plained in the passage from Censori- 
nus, cited in < Ancient Fragments,* 
p. 323. 

It appears from Censorinus (Anc. 
Frag. p. 327.) that this period was re- 
newed in the Julian quadrienoium, 
A. D. 136—140: and to this dat« 
(when the Thoth, or first day of the 
Egyptian year, corresponded with the 
twentieth of the Julian July), which 
coincided with the accession of Anto- 
ninus Pius, the astronomical canon of 
Hipparchus was continued by Clau- 
dius Ptolemy. 

This was the fundamental and most 
commonly received canicular epocln 
and the cycle at that time renewed^ 
which necessarily originated b.c. 1326 
— 1321, was known as the period of 
King Menophres, as appears from n 
passage of an unpublished manuscript 
of the Astronomer Theon of Alex- 
andria, given in < Ancient Fragments^* 
p. 329 ; and the age of this Menophres 
coincides with that of M(Bri% one of 
the great improvers of Egvptian sci- 
ence^ whose death was dated 900 years 
before Herodotus Visited Egypt (II. 
13) in the fifth century, b. c^^ so that 
Menophres and Moeris are no doubt 
the same monarch. 

To the conclusion of this period, 
the eariiest recorded chronological 
system of the priests pointed, and its 
commencement was the establish^ 
parapegma of calculation in the days 
of Theon> a.d. 384, as appears from 
the above-cited passage. 

But, although the recession of thb 
erratic through the fixed year waft 
always regular^ and the places of the 
Egyptian months consequently deter- 
minable for any epoch ; and, although 
the cycle of Menophres or Mceris was 
the fundamental one, the epoch of the 
canicular period was far from inva- 
riable. From each correction of the 
Egyptian calendar a new cycle was 
dated, which took its root from the 
day of the fixed year with which the 
Thoth at that time happened to coin- 
cide. 

Such was the epoch from which 
Hipparchus and Ptolemy deduce their 
chronological calendar, which, beiog 
at its commencement adapted to the 
Chaldean succession, is named the era 
of Nabenassary and dates from the 
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year b.c. 747, when the Thoth fell on 
February 26th. This, in reference to 
Egyptian history, may be named the 
cycle of Bocchoris^ in whose reign it 
originated, or of the contemporary 
Diospolite Ramses IX. of whom we 
have astronomical remains. Its Egyp- 
tian epoch was nkore critically B.c. 
761> #heh the month Thoth and th« 
sign Pisces astronomi(^ally coincided^ 
tlie day -of the Thoth answering td 
February 29th ; for to this epoch thd 
Zodiacs of Denderah and other astro* 
nomical remains aiiB referable. 

Our 8pace> however, will not permit 
us now to enter into a full ducidation 
of this part of the question ; Which isi 
in fact, more properiy connected with 
the earlier portion of Egyptian history, 
to which we shall have occasion to re- 
cur. Onr fiirtfaer investigation will 
enable us in a great degree to restore 
the texts of Manetho's eariy dynasties^ 
and thereby to give a corrected view 
of Egyptian chronology from the most 
aneieUt times, and to test the difierent 
aystems of ancient and modem ^ecn- 
latorA upon tho subject. 

In concluding the present Egyptian 
article, of whibh we have made Mr 
Cory*s * Ancient Fragments' the text, 
we shouM hardly do Justice to that 
work, if we sufi^red our readers to re- 
main under an impression that its uti- 
lity is confined to Egyptian literature. 
This, as alk^ady intimated, forms a 
prominent department of the ' Frer- 
ments,* which also contain a similar col- 
lection of all the original documents of 
the PhiBuicians, Chaldeans, and other 
primitive nations, which have reached 
us through the Greek and Latin lan- 
guages f including the remains of San- 
coniatho» Borosus, Abydbnus, and 
Emt>aster. 

This work, in efibct, comprises the 
elements of a heathen Bible, contalfa- 
ing nearly all the known historical and 
mvthological fragments of the agies 
wnich preceded Grecian literature, un- 
obficnred by hypothesis or any attempt 
at system. 

Such a book can hardly be more 
acceptable to the historical enquirer 
than to the biblical critic. The original 
documents of which it consists, appear 
in parallel columns with English tran- 
sladons, thus afibrding to the antiquary 
the means of accuracy, and to the gene- 
ral reader the means of gratifying his 
curiosity without the labour of consult- 
ing the numerous folios from which the 
materials hare been dierived. 
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EXTEACT8 FROM THE DRAWER OP OUR WHAT-NOT. 



THE LAW OF CONTENT. 



It is often found that men engage 
in the pursuits to which their life is to 
be devoted, with little interest : — but 
it is seldom found that those who have 
been long engaged to such pursuits 
do not create an interest in them. 
The results which they obtain by their 
exertions, and which are grateful in 
themselves, reflect a pleasure upon the 
means by which they have been ac- 
quired. The very effort by which dif- 
ficulties have been overcome, leaves 
an agreeable remembrance ; the ar- 
dour of desire, which is excited in 
contention with obstacles, throws an 
interest upon the pursuit itself in which 
those obstacles have arisen. The vi- 
vid excitation of the consciousness of 
those powers of thought and will 
which are aroused in the processes of 
every occupation, and the little tri- 
umphs of successful enterprise and ex- 
ertion which continually attend them, 
make pleasure to the mind, whatever 
be its employment. To every man 
who bends his strength to labour, whe- 
ther it be the strength of his limbs, or 
of his exerted mind, there is one great 
object which he has steadfastly in 
view : He trusts to owe to powers of 
his own his independence of the world ; 
and the acquisition of this independ- 
ence, as he secures it, step by step, is 
one of the most grateful rewards of 
even ungrateful labour which success 
can bring to self-love. But most men 
have motives to the prosecution of 
their exertions, which do not termi- 
nate in themselves. They hava those 
who depend on them, and who are 
dear to them. When the honourable 
welfare of these is earned by his own 
exertions, there is a requital found to 
the most painful efforts of the human 
being, in which the noblest and best 
feelings of his nature are the most 
keenly interested. These keen warm 
feelings of pleasure, which reach so 
deeply into the mind, become asso- 
ciated with the external objects and 
circumstances with which they are 
connected, and on which they are de- 
pendent. The man who sustains him- 
self and others by his manly strength, 
sees, in the employment in which that 
strength is put forth, not its painful 



and ungrateful labour, though such he 
may have felt it; he sees in it the 
means of these results ; he sees in it 
his own power — he himself, with his 
joy and pride, his affections and strong 
desires, is identified with that avoca- 
cation by which all these seek and 
have found their gratification. If we 
could go into the homes of mechanic 
labour, and enquire what are the 
thoughts and feelings that are at 
work to unite mind and heart to the 
work on which all life is bestowed, 
we should find that even the imple- 
ments of art are invested with asso- 
ciations of feeling which reconcile and 
bind to them the hand which they are 
daily to fill, even as the walls of the 
rudest cottage are hung with those 
thoughts of many years which make 
it, and it only, a home to its familiar 
inmates. On which account Words- 
worth has, with great tenderness of 
feeling and fidelity to nature, in speak- 
ing of one of these homes made deso- 
late by distressful times, mentioned, 
among the objects which were painful 
to the hearts of its dwellers to look 
upon, 

** The empty loom, cold hearth, and silent 
wheel." 

To that by which the hopes, the de- 
sires, the strengths, the loves of the 
human heart are supported and nou- 
rished, — to that, whatever it be, will 
the heart turn with its own fond- 
ness. No object that has ever touch- 
ed our life is seen by us naked and as 
it is — it is seen clothed with our as- 
sociations of thought, and powerful 
through them to take hold upon our 
feelings. Our fancy easily carries 
this belief to the life of those whose 
occupation is to till the earth. The 
scenes in which their labour is laid, 
the great changes of nature under 
which they dwell, and the bounty 
of nature, with which they hold con- 
tinual intercourse, awaken our imagi- 
nation, and make it easy to us to con- 
ceive ^hat the employments of such a 
life may be rich in associations which 
will take strong hold upon the heart. 
But if we could enter into that condi- 
tion, and see how hard it sometimes 
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lays its lot upon those who strive under 
it, we should perceive that the process 
which hinds to the soil him who waters 
its furrows with the drops of his brow, 
is something of a far deeper and more 
serious kind than offers itself to our 
ready conceptioD. Men love the earth 
indeed on which they have dwelt, and 
which they have sown and reaped,— 
they love that spot which, from sire 
to son, the hands of one race have 
tilled. But what thoughts are they 
which can bring forth a love so deep, 
that toil hard and unremitting, wear- 
ing out the strength — that scanted re- 
turns barely yielding the sustenance 
of life — that privations, sorrow, and 
fear cannot shake it ? — that they will 
still live on, the occupiers of their 
small domain, with the spring-water 
for their drink and the oatmeal tor their 
food, and be content, rather than part 
from it? The thoughts are nothing 
less than the recollections of a life, and 
recollections left from lives beyond 
their own. Here they have lived — 
here they have toiled. They are bound 
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to the earth not by the joy it has yield- 
ed them, but by Uie labours they have 
sown in its bosom. They have wedded 
themselves to it by their own acts of 
persevering and enduring exertion ; 
and it has attached them to itself even 
by that bare and poor requital which 
it has rendered from its unfruitful bo- 
som to their patient industry. Of 
such a kind and of such power are the 
associated remembrances and thoughts 
which the mind is able to spread around 
it upon the subjects of its continual 
employment. And in such associa- 
tions, exceedingly various according 
to the nature and circumstances of the 
occupation, yet all strong in the same 
strength, is to be found the explana- 
tion of that attachment to their own 
calling which is found among men — 
which is the great ** Law of Content" to 
human life — the strength and support 
of their exertions — and, to no inconsi* 
derable extent, the provision made in 
nature for their happiness and their 
virtue. 



GENERAL EXPEDIENCY. 



The truth is, that the opinion now 
so readily and generally admitted, 
that what is right b also, on the whole, 
most conducive to the general good« 
so far from having been a connexion 
primarily and necessarily discerned 
by the human intelligence, is a convic- 
tion arising from much philosophical 
speculation. It is a conclusion now 
familiar to our minds. But whence 
is it deduced ? Not from ascertaining 
the fact which we can never ascertain 
from induction sufficiently comprehen- 
sive ; but from confidence in the good- 
ness of the Ruler of the world. Some- 
thing, indeed, we discern towards it ; 
we have discovered an importance in 
general rules, and can argue that acts 
which appear expedient in the single 
case would become inexpedient if they 
were generally practised. But this b 
rather a maxim of philosophising than 
the result of absolute induction. We 
know that such an act is wrong. We 
see that a case can be imagined in 
which it would appear to be expedient, 
but we dare not admit its expediency. 
And in order to extricate ourselves 
from the dilemma we resort to the 
principle, that it is better evil should 



be endured in one instance than that 
a law of right should be made subject 
to human judgment. But in that very 
reasoning we presume that the law of 
right is made known to us by some 
different means ; and that, simply be- 
cause it is right, its maintenance must 
be of more importance than any par- 
ticular advantage that might be deriv- 
ed from its violation. 

We ask what absolute and univer- 
sal Reason is there that shall de- 
monstrate to all human-kind this im- 
portance of General Rules ? If the 
people of some small country in the 
centre of Asia fall under severe ty- 
ranny, and a patriot is tempted to 
put the tyrant to death, what light 
of Nature shall explain to him that if 
be kills that despot, the same rule of 
judgment will authorise any man in 
Europe to put to death any other 
whose life he esteems a public nui- 
sance ; and that therefore he is bound 
to let his fellow-citizens groan under 
their yoke, on account of the disorder 
which his principle of action would 
introduce among nations of which he 
has never heard, and who will never 
hear of him or his action ? It may bQ 
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suspected that such an argument would 
appear to him exceedingly difficult to 
comprehend. But let him be told that 
to kill without authority is murder ; 
and the observation will at least ap< 
pear to him intelligible. 

But, to put that case more boldly — 
suppose tlial we knew no reason against 
taking away life but the amount of an 
injury; suppose that all instinctive hor- 
ror and natural condemnation on the 
subject were removed, and we were 
left to gather our own impressions on 
that point from our own observation 
and deduction, what confidence have 
we that it could ever be made matter 
of evident demonstration to us^ that it 
was better to permit the utmost decree 
of private injustice and injury, than 
that the judgment of life and death 
should, even in the extremest case, be 
trusted to private hands? No doubt 
we, ourselves, have that conviction 
most powerfully impressed on our 
minds. But whence have we it ? How 
much of it is derived from our acquies- 
cence in that great Lawof Nature which 
makes life sacred? How much from 
our mere habitual love of civil tranquil- 
lity, making us averse to ferocious jus- 
tice? But take away these feeHngs 
which persuade our judgment, and what 
assurance have we that demonstration 
could be made to our understanding 
that society would be injured and not 
benefited, if there were sheathed swords 
within it ready to leap forth against the 
bosom of the profligate oppressor? 
What assurance nave we that such de- 
monstration could be made conclusive 
to every mind throughout the nation ; be- 
ing accompanied at the same time by the 
admbsioo of the principle, that every 
man was for himself the judge of expe- 
diency, and that the question of the 
propriety of assassination rested solely 
on the determination of the expediency? 
For that the point for decision was 
not whether a law of crime should, in 
some cases be suspended ; but that it 
was, ab origine, a question whether 
such an act was» in such a case, a crime 
or a duty, there being nothing in the 
act itself decisive of tne question, and 
the Vholelj'ing entirely open to be ascer- 
tained by the probable expediency. It 
surely would be much to assert that with 
all their natural belief on the sulyect 
completely shaken, and coming to the 
investigation as to amatterof mere spe- 
culative debate> the result would be 
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that all men would reason themselvesi 
without any division of opinion, into 
that unanimous view of the subject in 
which we now acquiesce. 

Nowthisquestion, which wehave put> 
by extreme supposition, as possible to 
be proposed, is one which, according to 
these Uieorists^ is at all times actually 
before us for deliberation, in the very 
terms in which we have suggested it j 
for, according to them, all passionate 
natural repugnance and abhorrence 
on this and every other subject are de- 
lusive weaknesses, and our own uncon- 
sidered submission hitherto to the com- 
mon persuasion is either mere inert- 
ness or ignorance ; for the decision of 
the expediency alone decides the act 
to be a duty or a crime, and every 
man for himself, and no other for him» 
is the judge of thb expedieney. He 
is bound> then, to investigate and to 
judge, since, otherwise, he knows not 
but that he is leaving duties unper- 
.formed. What we have alleged of 
the supporters of this theory, that they 
wipe out from such deliberation the 
authority of all natural sentiment, and 
leave the mind solely to the specula- 
tive consideration of expediency, may 
seem to demand some sanction. Hear, 
then, Paley. " Must we admit,*' he 
says, after proposing some difficult 
cases — " must we admit these actions 
to be right, whioh would be to justify 
assassination, plunder, and peijury ? ** 
" No," he answers, "these actions, 
after all, are fwt useful, and for that 
reason, and that alone, are not right.'* 
It follows then, clearly, that in judg- 
ing of assaBsination, plunder, and per- 
jury, the only ground of judgment is 
their utility or inutility ) but our feel- 
ings of aversion to them^ can be no 
means of assisting us to compafe> in 
any supposed case, their utility and 
inutility. These feelings tend very 
strongly to bias our minds one way ; 
and on that account are an impedi- 
ment to the impartial judgment of the 
consequences of the action. 

If the Rule, therefore, of Expediency 
is our only rule, we must suppose our- 
selves free from all natural and in- 
stinctive abhorrence of crimes, and 
that in such a state of mind they come 
before us to be judged by Reason 
alone on the ground of their pro^ 
bable advantageous or injurious conse- 
quences. If we can satisfy ourselves 
that in all the most perplexing cases 
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in wliich crimes might be suggest- 
ed, the miderstandings of men, un- 
aided by their feelings, would discern 
the necessary iiyury resulting, by 
general consequences, from their adop- 
tion, and condemn them accordingly, 
then we must believe that the Sys- 
tem of Expediency Is not attended 
with the danger which we have repre- 
sented. But if, on the other hand, it 
should appear probable \hat when in- 
dividual cases arose in which the be- 
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nefit from the Act, singly considered^ 
would be great, and the injury con- 
sisted merely in the violation of the 
general Rule, the understandings of 
mankind in general could not bo re» 
lied on for preferring the sanctity of 
the general Rule to the apparent ad- 
vantage of the particular Act, then 
must we admit that to- suffer the con- 
demnation of crime to rest solely on 
the estimate of Expediency, would 
shake the foundations of society. 



DEPENDENCE OF MOBALITT ON THE DIVINE WILL. 



The doctrine of the dependence of 
morality on the Divine Will does in- 
volve obscure considerations. In one 
way, all these questions may become 
clear ; namely, if they are considered 
not analytically and each by itself, but 
as the subject is given us in the world. 
If we view the world as the work of 
God, our own souls as such, the Divine 
Will as the actual law of all things, 
and as that law which does in fact 
diffuse their moral being through all 
things (so that even the physical 
world appears to be conformed to 
morality), there is no difficulty to the 
religious and pious mind in conceiving 
every thing that is good in itself as 
effluent from and inseparably united 
with Grod. What should I be without 
God ? All existing morality, the mo- 
ral will of intelligent natures, the mo- 
ral manifestations, appearances, sem- 
blances, in nature sentient but not ra- 
tional, (as the love of animals for their 
young) the subordination to morality 
in the constitution of the insensible inor- 
ganic world, are all the birth of a Will, 
eternally, infinitely, invariably, wholly 
good. This is simple and not easily 
denied. Again, the soul that renders 
unto God the good that is in it, sees 
this relation of its good to its author. 
Not only he gave me breath and a 
spirit having light within itself, all 
good that I have, am, think, or do, 
even if I had not known him— all ca- 
pacities of, and determinations to, 
good> which I know in myself — but 
in discovering to me, in the mode in 
which he has discovered himself, he 
has given me a motive and a rule — the 
impulse and knowledge-of good, which 
else I could not have had. 

If he has given me his Word, he has 
laid down, in the most explicit and not 
to be mbtaken terms^ the law of good ; 



that is, in the first place, not has com« 
manded, but has expounded, good ; 
so that if I desire to know what is 
good here it is shown me ; here is 
uu folded its absolute essential reality 
without error. If he has not given me 
his Word (which for the present it may 
not be necessary for me to determine, 
inasmuch as Theism brings morality 
to him who has not yet made up his 
mind whether the history contained in 
the Christian gospel, and the Jewish 
scriptures, is, or is not, as Christians 
and Jews understand it, and as it 
offers itself, truth ; and this argument 
is one which must comprehend all 
Theists) — if he has not given me his 
Word, yet he has given me faculties to 
learn something of his Being, and of 
his contemplation, and, if it may be so 
said, judgment of moral good ; he 
has given such faculties to my species, 
and has enabled them by reflection, 
age after age, upon the highest sub- 
jects of speculation to which the aspi- 
ration of their spirits carries them, to 
amass a great body, of what I cannot 
but receive as religious knowledge — 
purifying gradusdly their reason- 
ings, advancing deeper into prin- 
ciples, so that I cannot doubt, even if 
I doubt what these writings deliver as 
historical realities, that I live in the 
midst of, and have received, and see 
by, much religious light. By this 
light I am morally instructed. By 
believing him to be a Being all truth, 
all holiness, all wbdom, all love, even 
though my conception of these attri- 
butes should have been the work of 
mere unaided human faculties, I am 
able to judge of human right and 
wrong, otherwise and better than I 
could have done without believing. 
The accumulated moral speculation of 
those who have gone before me, en- 
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lightens me, helps my moral judgment, 
even though 1 should admit that the 
principle of moral j udgraen t is in me es- 
sentially the same as in them — that they 
have Judged and produced this truth by 
exerting faculties which I, equally with 
them, possess. In a yet greater degree 
am I enlightened, beyond the know- 
ledge which I should without this be- 
lief educe from my own soul, by this 
belief. I see, if I may so speak, with 
the eyes of the Deity whom I have 
found. My mind receives the direc- 
tion of its own judgment from the 
mind 1 have ascribed to him ; for I 
have ascribed to him that mind in the 
utmost sanctity of my own thoughts ; 
hallowing my spirit as much as possi- 
ble by offices of religion such as I 
know them by virtuous exercises if I 
know any, by bodily temperances 
which naturally exalt and guard the 
powers of the spirit, by justice and 
truth, by acts of love towards human 
beings — lifting up as much as possi- 
ble to attain divine heights, dilating 
as much as possible to comprehend 
divine greatnesses, my human powers, 
1 have in that best and most capa- 
ble state of my scml formed the 
idea of Deity. In that idea are 
united at their height all the notions 
of moral good which those who hare 
preceded me and which I, instructed 
by them, have been able to collect, — 
in it are embodied, as in a living pre- 
sence, consecrated as an object of 
adoration. Thus, therefore, if it can 
be supposed that we know nothing of 
God but our own self-educed concep- 
tion of him, so that when we refer, in 
judging morally, from ourselves to God 
we do in fact refer only from ourselves 
to ourselves, still it appears that, even 
under this supposition, we gain moral 
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judgment by thb belief; because in 
every particular case, we refer from 
ourselves under all the perplexities to 
judgment, the temptations to false 
opinion, the moral illusions of our 
nature, to a law or measure of judgment 
formed and established in the utmost 
removal of all causes adverse to, and 
in the utmost presence of all causes 
favouring, rif ht judgment. This is 
an evident advantage to morality of 
the religious belief even of natural 
Theism ; even considered, as much as 
possible intellectually merely ; ma- 
king the idea of Deity as much as 
possible an intellectual abstraction 
divided from reality. But add the 
effects that take place in our mind the 
moment we pass out of this thought, 
and believe that this conception of 
ours is merely an infinitely imperfect 
apprehension of a Being infinitely 
transcending all finite apprehension ; 
add the effects upon our will of the 
vital, undoubting, warm, devout be- 
lief of Him who is that which we have 
thought, exalted, enlarged, purified 
without end, above our thoughts, and 
then know what our moral judgment will 
be in the case in which we are called 
upon to give it, principally in the case 
of our own actions, when we are called 
upon to judge our act in the monlent 
before we are to do, or to forbear it- 
er when we have done or forborne— 
what difference there will be in it, 
under the control and in the elevation 
of that belief pervading our heart and 
all its affections, predominating in our 
volition, — or without it, left to our- 
selves, knowing no higher judge, know- 
ing nothing above or out of our own 
mind ; and then we most feel that there 
is profoundest wisdom in the words 
** Imprimis venerare Deos.'* 



OBIGIN OF THE FINE ARTS. 



It may be observed generally of all 
these Arts that their scope is, either by 
added embellishment, or by casting it 
altogether in another form, to give 
beauty to something which has a na- 
tural place and use in human life. 
Thus the dwellings of men and tem- 
ples for their worship must have had a 
place among their works, although Ar- 
chitecture had never learnt any thing 
from imagination. The purposes of 
natural life were to be served, but the 
structures which these purposes re- 



quired, admitted proportions of great- 
ness and beauty, and were susceptible 
of other embellishments. The ^mind, 
which cannot rest in utiUty, but seeks 
in all its works to gratify its Inherent 
desires and aspirations, availed itself 
of the capacities it found in structures 
of mere natural service, and gave a 
dominion to imagination in the works 
of use. Only it is a just restraint that 
the work of imagination shall not in 
any wise unfit the structure for its na- 
tural service. If it can in any way 
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heighten its fitness there is gain on 
both sides. So Sculpture, as distinct 
from its subservience to Architecture, 
has a natural use in human life, as it 
serves to perpetuate to a people the 
likeness of those men to whom, from 
any motives of national homage, they 
desire to yield this testimony of per- 
petual remembrance. It has ser- 
ved, moreover, the purposes of their 
erring worship, by shaping for them 
the objects of their idolatry. These 
two purposes gave to primitive Sculp- 
ture its place of ordinary service to 
human life, without any intermixture 
of those higher principles which have 
since found their way into the art. 
But imagination saw how in the rude 
forms of primitive art she could in- 
vest her own conceptions of august 
and beautiful form, and taking the 
chissel from the hand of mechanic 
labour, she began, for the world*s 
delight, the work of her beautiful 
creation. Painting seems to have 
had a similar origin with Sculpture. 
It was at first an art of memory, not of 
inuiginadon. It was used to preserve 
the likenesses of men, and from its 
ready variety the records of events. 
In the hands of imagination it became 
a beautiful art for delight ; sometimes 
still serving its origin^ use, and some- 
times seeking no other end than pure 
delight. This art, too, was appli^ in 
a natural use, as it may be called, to 
the service of erring religion. There 
is a farther use which may be men- 
tioned as found in these i three arts in 
their early practice, that is, as prepar- 
ing the mansions of the dead. All 
these works, whether of utility or 
homage, are works of natural service, 
independent altogether of that imagi- 
nation which is proper to the Fine Arts, 
though they may ail be said alike to in- 
vite that imagination. In like manner. 
Poetry bad its primitive natiu*al ser- 
vice ; metrical language being found 
a fit vehicle for the memory of na- 
tions ; and being used, therefore, for 
the oral record of laws, moral doc- 
trines, mythology, and national events 
—At first independently of imagina- 
tion. It is said that the science of the 
Druids was taught in many thousand 
verses. The fitness of metrical lan- 
guage for recitation with song, made 
It also suitable for religious and other 
ceremonies, which was also a natural 
primitive use. A few words may be 
added of Melody, as connected both 
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with metrical language and with 
dance. The constant use that is 
found among early and rude nations 
in every part of the world, of some 
species of melody framed with words 
into song, or accompanying their rude 
dances — in services of their worship-^ 
in their festivities — in other stated and 
reg^ular occasions of life — as we find, 
for example — among the early Greeks, 
among the Highlanders of Scotland, 
among the Arabs — customary songs 
accompanying particular avocations 
of labour — this various uniform use 
of melody for service without imagi- 
nation, justifies our considering it, like 
the other arts, as having a foundation 
in natural life, on which the work of 
imagination is afterwards raised. And 
if Music might seem to imply an arti- 
ficial melody, as if it must have had 
from the beginning gratuitous inven- 
tion, the singular fact may be recol- 
lected that the primary notes of the . 
music of all nations is the same — a 
sufficient proof that the ground of 
melody b laid in our organic consti- 
tution, and a reason the more to sup- 
port the view which has been taken of 
this art, as having a natural origin in 
the natural occasions of life, indepen- 
dently of imagination — since even me- 
lodies of joy and sorrow may thus be 
allowed as the natural utterance of a 
being, whose ear and voice are framed 
with Uie instinct of melody. 

Without pursuing similar illustra- 
tion through less important branches 
of art, and without pretending to have 
given more than a very slight state- 
ment with respect to those that have 
been enumerated, the argument which 
these observations were intended to 
support, will, perhaps, be admitted, 
namelv, that those Arts, which we 
term the Fine Arts, have all their pro- 
per origin in the uses of human life, 
mdependently of that infused spirit of 
imagination which constitutes their 
interest to us, and which, in our esti- 
mation, is indispensable to their cha- 
racter. 

Nor is this consideration of so little 
importance, as we might be apt to ima- 
gine, in determining the ultimate cha- 
racter of these arts. For although 
many of the uses which have been in- 
dicated have no longer much weight 
for our minds, yet among those early 
nations to whom they served these 
purposes, they were felt as of great 
moment. It is difficult for us to quit 
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in imagination our own condition of 
society, and to enter into the concep- 
tions of those whose state of life and 
feelings is very different. If we could 
justly estimate the place which these 
arts have in tlie manners of nations in 
the primitive conditions of life, we 
should understand that they have a 
greats even a national importance. 
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For these arts which afterwards adorn 
life are at that time inwoven with its 
serious necessitiesi and are inter- 
mingled, too, in concerns, which, if 
not of necessity, are held by them of 
most solemn importance. They make 
part of what may be called the struc- 
ture of their life. 



FORM. 



Sir Joshua lays down that Sculpture 
aims at two things — Form and Cha- 
racter — and that to accomplish either 
of these, is to achieve a mighty work. 
But how there should be intellectual 
delight or sublimity in Form he does 
not unfold; yet he who knows not 
this, is imperfectly skilled in the Gre- 
cian soul. Let us, therefore, discover 
why Intellect enjoys a statue which 
has no expression as far as the subject 
is concerned, but animal action and 
animal perfection. Some elements of 
pleasure are obvious, but go only a 
small way. First, there is the original 
pleasure of looking at animal beauty, 
which is not inconsiderable to those 
who have been bred up in that per- 
petual flow of animal enioyment with 
which Grecians were blest ; for the 
beauty of an animal is its adaptation 
to animal enjoyment. Then, we sup- 
pose, where this beauty is carried 
through every part, so that nothing of 
the defects appear, which, in the in- 
finite chances of matter, settle upon 
all things of mortal birth, it is impos- 
sible to resist a feeling as if there were 
an exemption for that creature from 
the ordinary laws to which all others 
are enthralled — as if it were a favoured 
being, a darling of heaven that no 
power of annoyance can come near, 
and which the fighting elements of 
nature have united to spare. A Flower 
of faultless and glorious baauty, just 
unfolded, seems as if it could not live 
on this earth and under these skies, if 
there were not some feeling above for 
its loveliness to save it from harm. And 
this Ariosto must have known, when, 
in describing the rose which the virgin 
resembles, he says that sun, and air, 
and the dewy morning, and sky, and 
earth, incline towards it in favour. 
This is a feeling of protection. The 
feeling of the care in Nature for her 
production, goes much further — be- 
sides applying to forms of faultless 



strength, where the idea of especial 
protection cannot apply — though, 
indeed, a superior idea takes its 
place — that of a creature above pro- 
tection — born to triumph over the 
ills under which ordinary mortality 
dies. It must be these fbelings that 
make fkultless forms of beauty or 
strength, independently of all ex- 
pression, poetical, and worthy of ima- 
gination's love. Of course it is not 
necessary that at every good statue 
the mind should run out into these 
speculations ; but if it has ever been 
in the habit of indulging and believing 
in them, the least, almost unperceived, 
inclination to them, will be sufficient 
to exalt Form ; indeed that must be 
true throughout all poetry and feel- 
ing. What is superstition with re- 
gard to flowers, is literal matter of 
fact for gods and god- begotten heroes. 
Among the obvious causes of plea- 
sure in mere Form of a perfect statue, 
are the knowledge and skill of the 
sculptor ; but we know not how far this 
may go for nobler pleasure. The mere 
mechanical skill of doing a difficult 
thing by long practice does not appear 
very exalted; and how much share 
it may be allowed in the pleasure of a 
cultivated mind we cannot tell. In a 
rude mind it seems often to make up 
the whole — and that very strong — as 
in the admiration of rope-dancing — 
but even here we can hardly believe 
that the naked perception of a diflj- 
cuUy overcome by long practice, is 
the sole source of delight. \Ve believe 
that in the pleasure of the " men of 
the multitude'* there is something 
more poetical ; a confusion of aston- 
ishment at the exertion of powers of 
which they had no conception ; and a 
feeling as if those powers came from 
a higher quarter, and the rope-dancer 
were a gifted being : — a portion of the 
reverence which the most enlightened 
minds feel for a juggler. Skill in the 



Digitized by VjUUVIC 



1838.] 



Extracts from (he Drawer of Our Whai-not. 



127 



arts may be very delightAil to an en- 
lightened mind, not for Itself, but what 
it is combined with. When yery difficult 
dancing, for example, is very graceful 
and expressive, there must be great joy 
in perceiving, that the long and pain- 
ful labour by which the difficulty has 
been overcome has not killed the sou} 
of dancing in the dancer, but that her 
delight in s^ace and natural ibeling 
have carriea her triumphantly through 
her severe discipline, and so entirely 
subjected her art to her nature, that 
there is no trace in her motions of the 
effort by which they were acquired — 
but they might seem to be inspira- 
tions. Something of the sapae sort 
Is the pleasure which perfect skill 
gives, when unostentatiously used, as 
indicating greatness of mind. Skill 
merely can only be delightfUl by 
that illusion, of its seeming in its per- 
fection to be really an endowment 
of power firom nature. 3ut the fac( 
is, it is no illusion — ^but a truth. 



Where skill is of a masterly kind, 
it proceeds from great powers given 
by nature, and only consummated by 
art — and therefore let it no more be 
said, when Michael Angelo paints in 
the size of a hat a corse that seems six 
fbet long, that it b merely a trick of 
painting* It may be a sport of painting, 
but full surely there is power there. 
On the whole, may it be received, 
that skill, though offensive, when 
other things are sacrificed to it, is in 
itself admirable — and when in subjec- 
tion to passion, extremely admirable? 
— The knowledge of periect Form is a 
fit subject of much admiration — ^be- 
cause it implies a long course of noble 
studies — which studies derive their 
nobility from the nobleness of Form 
itself— which brings us to the g^reat 
question, what is the real value of 
bnauty : to what degree is it law- 
ful that beautiful flesh should have 
power over the eyes of spirit and in- 
tellect? 



CORRECTION OF HUHS's DOCTRINE OF ASSOCIATION. 



Mr Hume, enumerating the chief 
heads of Relation, considers the rela- 
tion of cause and effect as that which 
connects together the successive events 
and actions of a man*s life, or of a 
nation's history. We can see but one 
principle of Unity to the events, acts, 
changes, incidents of a man*s life, and 
that is himself ; but one principle of 
Unity, to the same things in a na- 
tion's history, and that b our conception 
of the nation as a collective whole. It 
b true that the relation of causation 
mixes much in the series that b thus 
united. The man^s character causes 
hb actions, his actions affect his cha- 
racter, and thus influence again in- 
directly his further actions. Besides, 
the events of his life have in them- 
selves a succession of their own. One 
brings on another, in an endless chain 
of causation from the beginning to the 
end of hb life. This b indisputable. 
It shows, what may be often remarked 
elsewhere, that the same series of ob- 
jects may be united together to the 
mind under different views of connex- 
ion. If we could look on individual 
man merely as a subject of philoso- 
phical speculation, we might see in 
nim only the subject round which a 
series of causes and effects were wounds 
and fbrget himself in investigating 



the course of the operation of moral 
powers, and the connected sequence 
of phenomena, of which he had served 
as the instrumental cause. But there 
b no man whose mind b so severed 
from all its natural tendencies that he 
can look upon any individual of his 
species in this manner. Let any one 
ask himself by what tie it is that the 
events, incidents, and acts of the life 
of another are connected in hb own 
mind. He will quickly be aware that 
there b a very different principle of 
their union. There b not a stronger 
principle governing our thoughts than 
this which makes individual man him- 
self the conspicuous object of our re- 
gard, and makes that which belongs to 
him or befalls him important in our 
eyes, because it does belong to or has 
befallen him. Take away the man, 
and leave merely the connected series 
of events, and we trow they would 
not long remain together in our know- 
ledge 5 but replace the man, whom 
we have loved or whom we merely 
fkmiliarly know, and what throngs of 
incidents, what innumerable recollec- 
tions, which have no other interest, no 
other tie in our mind, at once gather 
about him, and invest him to our ima- 
gination with hb own history I The 
chain of causation subsists indeed to a 
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wonderful extent, but we are not the 
observers that are able to trace it. The 
greater part of mankind knit their 
thoughts of their fellows together by 
no such connexions. A principle so 
abstract can extend through no long 
series of their thoughts. But give 
them the man himself to remember 
his life by, and you enchain indissolu- 
bly the train of its events from the 
cradle to the present hour. Even to 
those of highest and most cultivated 
mind, there is not much difference in 
this respect. The strong bond of 
human nature is upon them all ; and 
if philosophy had never undertaken to 
explain on what ground we associate 
together the recollections that concern 
a brother or a friend, we could never 
have been much at a loss to discover 
it for ourselves. 

We just now observed, that this 
series of causes and effects which is 
in fact so deeply involved in the 
history of every human being, is in 
pajt discernible by us, and mixes 
in that union of our thoughts which 
is collected upon the individual. Need 
we intimate how much our strong af- 
fections concur to establish these as- 
sociations ? The incidents that would 
soon be forgotten of another are long 
remembered of those in whom every 
little occurrence has part in the inter- 
est of our hearts. What we have now 
said of individuals we should have to re- 
peat of nations. There is a mighty series 
of events strongly bound together that 
flows down the history of every peo- 
ple, a great series of causes and effects. 
The knowledge of these is the Under- 
standing of the Philosophy of His- 
tory ; but we are warranted in assert- 
ing that thb philosophical understand- 
ing, and this philosophical interest, 
are not theground on which the events 
that compose the history of a people 
are collected in our Imagination. We 
love and admire the high characters 
of those who are illustrious in their 
country's annals ; and we gather round 
them the events in which they parti- 
cipated. We love the nation itself; 
and we remember its calamities and 
triumphs, its virtues, and the stain of 
its virtues, by the exultation and pain 
which we felt when first our imagina- 
tion was kindled with their lofty 
story, or their decline and fall. 

If we ask, then, what is the great 
bond of connexion to our mind among 
all the events of the life of any indi- 
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vidual, it is evidently this, that they 
all regard one object; it is in the man 
himself that they are all united, and 
he is the bond of their connexion to our 
imagination. Thus when we think of 
the great series of great actions which 
constitutes the history of Julius Csesar 
— ^their order in time is not the chief 
bond of their association. But they 
are all associated round the image of 
that matchless warrior and statesman ; 
and we think at once, in one wide 
complex emotion, of all his being, from 
the hour he first appears before us, a 
restless candidate for the lower office 
of the state, till, in the fulness of his 
power, the brightness of his glory, and 
the darkness of his guilt, he breathes 
out his mighty spirit at the base of 
Pompey's statue. This personal refer- 
ence is as evidently the tie that like- 
wise binds together all the events of 
the man's own life in whose memory 
they are connected. And thus for 
himself, and for the life of every hu- 
man being in whose fate or fortune he 
is in any way interested, this personal 
reference which alone gave unity to 
the events as they befell, gives them 
their proper unity to memory. It 
gives them their proper historical 
bond of unity. 

How much of all the history of 
mankind is already exhausted under 
this class of associations will be ap- 

Earent to every one who remembers 
ow small that portion of history is 
which is independent of the names 
of distinguished individual actors. 
But the same principle extended will 
at once comprehend all history. Re- 
collect the history of any nation, 
and consider what is the real bond of 
association to your own mind among 
the events which regard it. There 
can be no doubt as to the answer. It 
is this simply, that they do regard it, 
Athens and Sparta give unity to the 
events of their own history, as every 
man is himself the point of union to 
those of his life. Each nation is to 
our conception an individual^ under- 
going through the period of its length- 
ened life the succession of events, or 
achieving the succession of actions, 
which make up the history of a life 
perhaps of centuries. And each 
people, while their race and name 
remain, whatever fortunes and revo- 
lutions they may pass through, serves 
still in the view of our mind to collect 
together all the events and achieve- 
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ments that have been involTed with 
their race and name. The city, the 
race, the nation, the community of 
nations, whatever the collective whole 
may be, of which the acts and fortunes 
.are the subjects for our thought, that 
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whole gives its own unity to its own 
history, and serves as much as the in- 
dividual for the bond of connexion 
which unites those ^events to the un- 
derstandings and the memories of 
mon. 



THE APATHY OF THE STOICS. 



The two sections opposed to each 
other in antiquity, were those of the 
Epicureans and the Stoics. They 
were opposed, indeed, not merely by 
the language of their tenets, one sect 
maintaining that Pleasure is the great- 
est good, the other that Pain is no 
Evil ; but by the spirit of their philo- 
sophy. The Epicureans sought tran- 
(^uillity of enjoyment. The Stoics de- 
sired an arduous Virtue. The Epi- 
cureans narrowed and degraded to the 
utmost the good they proposed, when 
they made man himself the End of his 
Virtue. The Stoics exalted that good 
to the utmost, when they endeavoured 
to make man himself nothing in his 
own regard, and required of him a 
conformity to that absolute law of 
Virtue, of which his happiness would 
be a necessary result indeed, but was 
not to be the object of his desire. 

If we ask what was the defect of the 
Stoical System, it was manifestly this, 
that it was inapplicable to human 
nature. In saying which, we do not 
mean merely to allege that that high- 
est perfection at which they aimed was 
by man unattainable, which would be 
no objection, since the continual ap- 
proaches to the highest state proposed 
are all that are requisite under any 
imaginable system . But we mean that 
the spirit of their philosophy does not 
accord with the general spirit of hu- 
man nature. Those who could be its 
followers are but a few out of the 
whole number of mankind — those 
only of high intellectual capacity, and 
of great native energy of character. 
They profess, indeed, to lay Virtue open 
to ?& mankind, and call on all to apply 
themselves to its pursuit. But to the 
greater number of those to whom it is 
offered, their method of Virtue is im- 
practicable. That exclusion of Pas- 
sion which they require, and which 
they express by Apathy, meaning, 
however, not insensibility, but freedom 
from the perturbation of passion — 
that exclusion is in fact the exclusion 
of Human Nature. Passion is one of 
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its essential elements ; and the mo« 
rality which is to be suited for man to 
embrace, must temper, restrain, and 
govern passion, but must not reject it 
from the system of his Being. 

It appears, then, that the principle 
which they adopted as their great 
maxim of wisdom — to follow, or con- 
form to nature, was in one important 
respectdepartedfrom by them, through 
imperfect understanding of that nature 
to which they purposed to conform. 
They had begun, no doubt, in framing 
their system, by adopting as its primary 
and leading principle, the Supremacy 
of Intellectual Reason, and the neces- 
sity of the entire conquest of the in- 
ferior mind by that power. This con- 
ception of sovereignty in the calm 
intellectual mind, and absolute subjec- 
tion of the inferior soul, led neces- 
sarily to a false view of the actual 
constitution of human nature ;— it led 
to regarding the Passions not as im- 
portant and vital elements of the whole 
being, but as disorders of the mind, 
from which it must by all means be 
freed. This consequence necessarily 
followed, because the rising up of 
every passion is attended, while it 
lasts, with a disturbance of the soul in 
which reason is confused and sus- 
pended, whence they gave them no 
higher name than Perturbations. They 
did not perceive how imperfect, and 
insufficient to the distinction of our 
being is reason alone ; that these 
troubling and impetuous movements 
of the soulr— joy, sorrow, desire, anger, 
fear, — are the very declarations of our 
nature as to its own good and evil ; 
that they are the teachers of reason, 
which, without them, is uninstructed 
as to human good. The vehement 
and impetuous fear in the soul of a 
parent in the sudden danger of a 
child— the flame of indignant hate 
which passes over the heart at the 
hearing or witnessing some atrocious 
crime— the sleepless passion which 
seizes the spirit of a yonng patriot 
warrior when the foot of a foe ii 
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on tli0 |M)U— thoie« and a thomaod 
such movemeDti^ full of (bo moii dU- 
turbitig and oppreasivo passion^ are to 
far from weaknesses or disorders of 
our nature* that thoy are the only way 
in which our nature can possibly qiake 
itself known to our own understanding 
— ^the only way by which the strength, 
the character, the reality of our most 
necessary affections can oe understood 
by us. It is the only way in which 
they cau be known as subsisting in our 
minds, and, consequently, the only way 
in which we can receive the instruction 
ofnatureastogoodandevU. Eeasonia 
disturbed and shaken while the sudden 
movement of passbn lasts ; but, after- 
wards, does not the less reassume her 
sway when she may at leisure cob^ 
aider and understand the passion of 
which she could not restrain the rise. 
That self-command which vurtue and 
reason require, is, therefore, something 
different from that complete supprea^ 
sion of all emotion which was proposed 
by the Stoles. It Implies the sumuga- 
tion» slowly effected as it must be, of 
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•vea emotioB itself, aa far as Us de- 
gree or direction is iKondemved by 
virtue i it implies the immediate sub- 
jaotlon of our actions to the law of 
virtue, whatever the violenoe of the 
feelings may be that struggle against 
it. But it leaves, at the same time, a 
wide field of nature open, within which 
every principle of emotion which is 
implanted in our bosoms may act ; 
witbin which even their s^ng and 
stormy a^tatSon is uo violation of the 
mond charaoter of our nund» nor of 
that due authority of reason, to wbioh 
the whole tenor of our lives must, 
though every moment cannot, be aub- 
jected» 

The great defect, then, of the Stoical 
speculative doctrines, appears to be an 
ignorance of the nature and oSoe of 
Passion in the human mind .oonoeiv- 
ing it to be a disorder and not a neoe»> 
sary power-«and not paroeiving that 
our highest and noblest ai&ctions pai^ 
take of this quality u essentially aa all 
the others. 
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In considering mental pursuits under 
th^ most general and comprehMisive 
view, we observe that they may be 
qlassed as of two kinds ; those studies 
which are derived from Imagination, 
and those which are derived from In- 
tellect Now, it is certain that no- 
thing lids up higher our conception 
of the power of the human mind than 
the highest productions of those arts 
irhich are the offspring of imagina- 
tbn. Wherever they have flounshed 
they adorn the people in our eyes. 
Because in these the soul, delivering 
itself up to the fuU transport of its 
powers, seeks qothing but to express 
m dur^de forma the Terjr visions of 
beauty and greatness which visit it 
in its height of conception. Such 
have been the works of mighty sculp- 
tors and painters } such the works of 
those who have reared up on the 
earth edifices that have stood proudly 
OS the soil adorning it with a magni- 
ficence that was not misplaced amidst 
the magnificeneo of nature. Such 
have been those poets whose great 
works have remained to their people, 
dilating the bosoms of thousands with 
what one mind, only in one age, could 
have conceived. 



We cannot, in remembering what 
human nature has done fbr itself to 
eatablish its strength by its own 
works, forget our love and admiration 
of those surpassing productions which 
have so much lii^ up the spirits that 
gave them birth, and have maintained 
at such a lofty pitch of genius the 
mind of a country through following 
generations. It rests upon such 
works I it will uot willingly fall fipom 
them into abasement. 

Yet it 18 to be observed* that the 
pursuits of those arts which are de- 
rived from imagination, however ca- 
pable they may be ojf Ae utmost 
greatuesa of tli^ human mUidt does 
not supply that kind of oontinutd 
strength which the mind requires. In 
the Juaury of a people their arts take 
the tone of the times. Inoaginatioa 
Is too much in sympathy with plea- 
sure, it yields itself too easily to the 
enchantment from which the mind 
itself seeks deliverance. Accordingly, 
all the arts to which imagination 
gives birth have greatly changed 
their character with the changing ge- 
nius of a people. Strong, mascmine, 
and rude In elder times, and bearing 
the stamp of the bold spirit which 
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otwJM tbett, thc^ bare ct a kitor 
period beeoiDeoiinerT«d and eifemiiiate 
— tainted wilh the weakBess of a 
luxarioua age — and breatMog back 
60 the soai of tbe people the stifte io- 
dolent saftoesa tbey had akeadj re- 
ceited frem it. 

If tfaerefiote tbe midd i9» by ita 
ewa porstiita, to aoppijr itadf with 
streifgtb^ H 18 net on soeh m these 
thai il Biiiat reiy — not on a faevlty 
wbich IB itadf aoaeeptibie of so Aroeb 
iRfloeaee from eztraneooa oansea. It 
nraat rely oft those faevltieo wbidb are 
selMependent— '0« those which de- 
ri?e tbe law of their action from 
withtn« 

Such are pre^emineBiKj thoae facnl- 
ties of which ^e porsoit ia Trath. 
Troths in all the yarions forms m 
which it can be made the sobjeel of 
hwman eontemplalkiD. Trath is the 
obserratioB of nature — in the seTeresI 
8ciencea-«and in that acienee which 
begins asd eni& ia tbe Mind itsdf. 
Sncb, abore all» Is that moral wisdom 
which draws from the whole internal 
being the strength bj which H seeks 
to sabjeety not merely the appearaihco 
of hnman Mfb to its hitelligenee^ bat 
the actions of hmnui liC^ by its will. 

In those works which the mfad 
frasBss for its own ddigfat merely^ it 
obeys an micertain law. Bnt when 
it applies itself to know Ihal wbich 
has been tmd is^ it no longer floats on 
nneertafnty* It then te^ to know i 
and tiiere is bnft one nm»iire which 
oan satisfy ks desire— namely, the se- 
Ycrest knowledge of reality. 

In these scieoces, too^ there is sneh 
» conformity to the intdleetaal mi- 
tnre of man, that to pnrsne them k to 
bring fbrfh his imennost powen nfto 
action. The field, too, thai lies be- 
fore him is booadlcss ; he can neter 
Imow idl. What he learns^ isa step 
mif to what is beyond. He is going 
forward in a continnal nmreh ; and 
from his own odnd must be derive &e 
constant snpply of power by which 
he is to eibcl his progressiro con- 
qnest. 

Fearfol, then, as from the hliCory 
of the world, we may jndge the danger 
to be which menaces a people from 
the enervating inilaeaees ot dvilisa- 
tion — ^it appears that the proper 
strength which natmre has provided 
to man for direct resistance is in tbe 
chataot^r and power of his intrileis 
tnd mfaid. A viewy which mi|^ 
e^ as grout loavni to q^Tslwad the 
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inadequacy of stich means of protec- 
tion, if we conceived (his strength to 
be placed only in those highest 
minds, Which distinguish themselves 
above all others by their intetlectnal 
aehievements, but which will appear 
to us not void of consolation and en- 
couragement, when we look upon onr 
own country^ sod consider to bow 
great an extent the generous activity 
of intellect may be diffused througb^ 
out a people ; when we conceive that 
the strength thos given does not re* 
side in a few elected spiHts> but that 
aQ the thousands of minds that draw 
each from itself the impulses to intd- 
lectnal exertion, are carrying on each 
within itself the work of this defence, 
uniting, though they know it no^- 
thdr individual strengths to maintain 
a great common cause of the whole 
united society. How noble and e«dm 
is that hlnnan spirit which in aD its 
honrs of more nncBsturbed and self- 
coBeeted thought, reflects in itself, as 
in a mirror, the harmonies of the 
woddsf 

But there hte peculiar characteris- 
tic circumstances of the mind and 
state of this nation at the present time, 
which, besides those common causes 
of vA}ury to the spirit of a peopio 
wMch have been already spoken of, 
include dangers of a dHferent kind, 
and which l^d us to consider in tMs 
]^»plication also, the influence that 
may be derived from the tenor of our 
inCeDeetuftl pursuits. 

The present age exbi^ts at remark- 
able ^aradter of energy and ardour in 
fldl the ordinary pmrnnts of human 
lifCr Each mmd is seen rusMng 
eagerly to its allotted task/ and scarce 
feeling there is any other call upon its 
powers than to strive vigorously and 
sncesssfrilly in the animated conflict. 
The h%h^ orders among ourselves 
are less solicited to ease tlmU they ate 
called to i^rnggles and duties in the 
pttbtio bHBRKSs of the state. Such is 
tlie effect of that particnlar constitu- 
tion of our polity, that the life of no 
order is that of r^ose. The thirst 
for reputation, the pride of rising to 
higher emittenoe in the ranke of so- 
ciety, the ardour fbr weaithr the very 
rivalry that is engendered in the midst 
of confficting interests, have seized on 
the spirit of the land, and in (he midst 
of what the history of mankind wooM 
have prepared an observef to expect as 
a life of eftse, have produosd a Astless 
and eage* activity of p^ers/ whieh 
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resembles in its effect, though not in 
its character, those earlier struggles 
of a people maintaining warfare with 
men or with nature for the protection 
of their existence. The result is that 
spirit of manly strength which must 
always be produced in the contests of 
men with men. 

But besides the peculiar character 
of this internal activity in the heart of 
society throughout the country, there 
are other circumstances generally af- 
fecting the spirit of our minds, which 
appear calculated to produce a like ef- 
fect, and which require some separate 
notice. The agitations of the late 
eventful years have occupied the minds 
of all men with interests, which, though 
of the utmost importance and magni- 
tude, were, nevertheless, in one re- 
spect temporary. For every new 
event which arose, or was in prepar- 
ation, seemed as if the fate of a nation, 
or we would almost say, of mankind, 
were involved in its issue : and, there- 
fore, no excess of passionate expecta- 
tion which could be fixed on it, could 
appear misplaced. But hence it has 
happened that through this whole pe- 
riod the mind of the nation has been 
continually held in suspense on events 
which, whatever might be their mag- 
nitude, were yet to pass away: and 
we have been accustomed to live in 
a succession of vivid emotions which 
were all but the birth of the times, 
and could only have the duration of 
the events with which they had arisen. 

Now, even the strong and pervading 
sympathy with the fortunes of nature 
and humanity, however ennobling to 
the minds which it filled, and although 
accompanied with lessons of the high- 
est instruction, has nevertheless, in 
this respect, been injurious to our 
highe&t faculties of thought, that they 
have withdrawn our imagination from 
those great objects which, to the self- 
collected mind wrapped in meditation, 
have at all times appeared of para- 
mount importance. That great sym- 
pathy, and those momentous expecta- 
tions on which all men have been in- 
tent, have made it appear, as if the 
more thoughtful mind turning itself 
to those remoter objects and their 
shadowy speculation, were deserting 
the great hazards of mankind, to busy 
itself in the dreams of a fantastic and 
indolent philosophy. We have found, 
in the occurrences and scenes of a 
shifting world, their full scope for all 
our capacity gf hope aud d^iro | and 
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hence it may be difficult to our mindsi 
when they would turn themselves 
again towards higher and more lasting 
contemplations, to recover that zeal, 
and those devout convictions of their 
value which have belonged to them of 
old, and have been easy and habitual 
to men who lived in calmer times of 
the world. Even minds of superior 
power have thus absolutely surrendered 
themselves to their interest in passing 
events, and have forgotten altogether 
those thoughts of which the interest 
arises in the silent mind — to which 
their strong reflecting character would 
otherwise have called them, and which 
their genius, full of wisdom, might in 
other times have illustrated. 

Nor can it be doubted that these 
events have, in another way, tended 
to disqualify our minds for tne highest 
speculations, inasmuch as they have 
given great intensity to those feelings 
which are at all times spread through 
the bosom of society, variously divid- 
ing the members of a state. They 
have given to all momentary questions 
and feelings of this sort an intensity 
and magnitude derived from those 
great interests which were at hazard 
in the contentions of the world, and 
have thus kept men's minds in a state 
of keen and agitated debate, a temper 
the most hostile of any to contem- 
plative philosophy. 

There are, nowever, other conse* 
quences of such passions and pursuits 
which unavoidably force themselves 
upon our observation. The objects 
which are thus sought after, though 
to a certain extent good, honoiurable, 
and even necessary, are all of a tem« 
porary and personal nature. As tem- 
porary, they cannot be the fit objects 
of the most earnest and persevering 
endeavours of minds framed like ours ; 
as personal, it must be expected that 
long continued and passionate desire 
directed upon them, will, as it is al- 
ways found to do, impair the more 
disinterested affections. We have no 
difficulty in admitting these views in 
single examples. We may feel some 
hesitation in applying them to the case 
of a nation. Yet the injury to a na- 
tion may be more complete and cer- 
tain. For, to an individual, the effect 
of his own pursuits upon his character 
may be mitigated by his intercourse 
with other men. But in the case of a ^ 
nation, all men concurring to justify 
one another's passions, and to confirm 
thofio fiilso ^^ptions of tho undMw 
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Btandiog which passion always sug- 
gests, it is to be apprehended that any 
effect naturally injurious will take 
place with stronger and more decbi?e 
effect. 

It seems impossible, then » with these 
views, to look without apprehension 
to the future effect upon the character 
of the country from so much of our 
whole exertion and desire being de- 
voted to these objects. And if it is 
difficult for us, situated as we are, to 
recall ourselves in any great degree 
from their pursuit, it appears desirable 
at least, that the intervals of leisure in 
which our minds are called back to 
themselves, should be employed on 
objects of an opposite character. Lite- 
rature is one source of such employ- 
ment. The higher works which we 
include under that name, bring objects 
of a different nature before the mind, 
and awaken feelings and thoughts 
which had slept in the midst of otu* 
more eager occupations. The objects 
with which we are thus led to converse, 
are even of the greatest magnitude and 
the highest kind ; and we have no 
faculties of such dignity, and no affec- 
tions so exalted, but thev may here 
find room to act. But all these pur- 
suits are in danger to become i^ last 
little else than a rdaxation to the 
mind overstrained with more serious 
employment. They call up a mo- 
mentary play of sensibility and fancv, 
they amuse the tired faculty of thought 
with new speculation. They renovate 
for fresh labour. But they scarcely 
do more. Thev leave the man, as he 
was, a being whose anxious and ear- 
nest thoughts are fixed on interests 
which each successive day brings 
before him, and which even his own 
speculation carries on but a little way 
into futurity. They leave him to 
think that all his capacities of affec- 
tion and desire have found their suffi- 
cient objects, and that there are no 
disregarded faculties in his soul, plead- 
ing in vain to be admitted, as they are 
of higher birth, to their right of a 
higher destination. 

Now we cannot but believe that a 
more serious cast given to the intel- 
lectual pursuits of a people, might 
add greaUv to the importance of that 
portion oi their lives, in which the 
mind, from its accustomed labours, is 
recovered to itself. If their literature 
be not a literature of pleasure merely, 
but by a high spirit of Philosophy in- 
fused, can address itself in suaotbcr 
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language, and with other claims to 
their minds, — turning their thoughts 
in upon themselves, and proposing^the 
faculties which it calls into activity 
as objects of a distinct regard, en- 
titled on their own account to be con- 
sidered excellent, and not merely in- 
strumental to the relaxation of amuse- 
ment of imoccupied hours; then it 
would appear that a new and import- 
ant effect would follow. For the mind 
cannot in any degree be turned to the 
distinct consideration of its own 
powers, without an inunediate percep- 
tion of their dignity, and without 
being led on in some degree to specu- 
late on the ends for which they are 
designed in the constitution of our 
nature. But no sooner does it begin 
to reason or conjecture upon the ends 
which they are framed to insure, than 
it is necessarily drawn on to consider 
them in their full connexion with that 
life to which we are bom, and which 
is the first great scene of their activity. 
Now this is the very subject on which 
it seems most important, that the 
human mind should exercise its spe- 
culation. For the moment it begins 
to compare the extensive reach and 
high character of its inherent powers 
with the facilities which human life 
offers for their exertion, it is met by 
the conviction that the ordinaiy em- 
ployments to which it is required, are 
madequate alike to their capacity and 
dignity ; and it is driven on to enquire 
what nobler occupation it may find, on 
which its largest faculties shall not be 
lost, or its proudest misapplied. Now 
the whole of a literature which tho 
spirit of a high Philosophy pervades, 
will lead the minds of men in innumer- 
able ways into these views and trains 
of speculation. But most of all those 
high works of Philosophy — which 
speak of the mind alone, and by tho 
most open and direct appeal — call upon 
it to turn its thoughts upon itself— to 
imderstand and to acknowledge its own 
high descent and indefeasible preroga- 
tive. 

The direct application of such phi- 
losophy to remove the doubts with 
which the over active mind possesses 
itself, may be made more apparent by 
some consideration of the manner in 
which it falls into such mistrust. It 
will appear probably that some of the 
most important labours of the mind in 
science, and some of its purest laws of 
operation, tend to the production of 
the doubts of which y^ have spoken. 
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Of the laws of intellect one most 
essential to its nature is, " to know 
th^ evidence of its oum belief,'' Hence 
there is naturally a favourable inclina* 
tion of intellect towards all truth, of 
which the evidence is obvious to de- 
monstratiooy and a natural disinclina- 
tion to that truth of which the evi- 
dence is elusive and obscure. Now 
the human mind is ealled upon to pur- 
sue enquiry in two very distinct 
spheres of speculation :^-in a world 
external to itself where the evidence 
of belief lies in tense.' — and in & 
world within itself "where the evidence 
of belief consists in variable and intle^ 
finite feelings and ajffictions, many of 
which are to most minds^ and some 
perhaps to all> unfamiliar and obscure. 
It is apparent^ then, to which of these 
two spheres of investigationy a mind 
determined chiefly by its intellectual 
facidties, will incline. The observa- 
tions now made may perhaps serve 
to explain the tendency of enquiry 
which philosophy in these later ttmes 
has discovered. To those sciences of 
which the evidence lies in sense, the 
human intellect has turned itself in 
all its strength, and has built up an 
edifice of knowledge of which the 
former ages of the world entertained 
no imagination. But it must almost 
appear that it has given itself up to 
them with relinquishing, to a certain 
extent, its other and more important 
sphere. The knowledge which lies 
within, it seems too much to have 
regarded with disfavour. Turning 
from the broad day in which the facts 
of external science lie exposed, to this 
dark and shadowy world, it has feared 
to^set its steps on unsubstantial ground ; 
and has often kept itself aloof from 
ii altogether. So that while in the 
sciences of material nature, it has been 
advancing ki aequisi^n with giant 
strides, and liftmg up its power b^ond 
all precedent, in the other it has some- 
times been losing knowledge that was 
possessed pei^ps by the earliest ages 
of mankind. 

But the evidence of belief (torn this 
interior world is not necessarily un- 
certain and obscure. It is our Mind 
that makes it more or less so. The 
manifold affections incident to our 
mind become clear and defined to 
those who feel them strongly, and are 
accustomed attentively to consider 
them. To those only are they obscure 
and inevident who imperfectly feel 
and negligently consider them. 
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Hencci against that unwiiiingnw^ 
of cultivated intellect to admit belie^ 
drawn from such internal evidence* 
there seems no defence so ready to 
have recourse to as that philosophy 
which founds its whole teience on the 
basis of such evidence, and which, 
while it is Jealous to admit all reason^ 
ing derived from imperfect knowledge 
of its own great and authentic princi- 
ples, is as strenuous in urging human 
nature to indulge the cultivation of 
that whole inward world of afibetlons 
and feelings, be they more distinct 
and palpable, or more undefined and 
obscure. 

Thus, then, it may appear that even 
in those profound wonderftd sciences 
which investigate the laws of nature 
through her mighty material universe, 
•there may lurk danger to the hamati 
spbrit, not as it pursues them for its 
individual delight, but when the mind 
of a whole generation is given oter to 
them with too ezdusite dedre. They 
are the high and just, the usefbl anil 
the ennobling study of man, the ob- 
server, and, in his own domain, the 
master of nature. Bttt they are not 
his only knowledge-^and they most 
not usurp the fhll measure of his ca« 
pacities. There is another knowledge 
that must divide, with them the empire 
of his mind, and must hold at least its 
equal sway. 

Before we conclude, we wish to add a 
few words upon a subject, whieh, 
though distinct from those of which we 
have now spoken, is not unconnected 
with them. We speak of a sort of prae* 
tical scepticism whieh b spread among 
many as to all opinions which rest for 
their evidence upon the highest feel- 
ings of our mmds, and of explicit 
scepticism ansong others. We conceive 
that mind to be in a state of practieal 
dbbelief in these respeot^ which, by 
attachment to speculative or active 
pursuits of a different charaeter, fs 
kept in a habitual fbrgetftilness of the 
thoughts, and a habitual disuse ijfi the 
feelings, if we may so express oursel ves» 
which belong to sueh subjects. It is 
a state of m&d not adverse to tile be- 
lief, perhaps, fh>m whi(^ it is tlrai 
habitnally estranged^ but certainly 
divided from it. But there is among 
many a sceptieism explicit and dell* 
berate, which we cannot help coneeiT- 
ing is to be asciibed to the infiuenee» 
unforeseen to themselves, of a course 
of life, and perhaps of speculation ao- 
laTourabk to the jmt we of fomt •f 
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tbelr higbesfc powerBf nUlmr than to a 
eonTictbn foIlowiDg from invMtiffa- 
tlont carried through with the full 
use of those power8« To all tcepti- 
ciMD there can be bat one answerf — 
Truth. Bat that knowledft which is 
placed within the reach of our facuU 
tieti is not a boon granted to the mere 
desire of possessing it. It is a prlae 
oflfored to st6adAis4 and unwearied ex- 
ertion of our beet faeultles. If we 
ask what those faoalties are to which 
the attainment of the highest know- 
ledge is giveUf it is eddent that none 
can be passed over«*-that the Aill ef- 
fort of our mind in all its powers b 
required of us for that acquisition. 
Our reasoning intellect is but a part 
of that constitution of oar minds bjr 
which we are enaUed to make dia- 
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eoYerj ^f moral* troth — the powers of 
our moral nature are preeminentbr 
those by which all suon discovery is 
made possible to us. That course of 
life# then, and those trains and methods 
of speculation whkh raise up our 
moral iaenlties into strength^ and do 
indeed qien up within onnelTee that 
part of created nature which in thsee 
eases most be the sul^feet of enquiry^ 
oan akme aflbrd us teasoaable eipec- 
tatioii of attahdng the knowledge fai 
qoestion, and exploring otir way to 
Jtttt conclusions on those momentoas 
topics^ which* whaterer conclusions K 
may rest in, will, more or less, visit 
erery human mind with sorrow or with 
hope, with thoughts of tear or of con- 
solation. 
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<* If Pmdmes, thoii^ prssUoOly b- 
ssparaUe from liorattt)r, Is aot to be 
confoonded with the Mors! PriadpU; 
still 1ms m^ Ssniibility, ». «. a coastitii- 
tioDsl qiuckasss of Sympsthy with Psln 
aod PlMsnre, and a ke«n sense of the 
gratificatloiis that aocosapany social Inter- 
course, maiiud endeanneots, and recipro- 
cal preferences, be mistaken, or deemed 
a SubsUtnte for either. Tbey are not 
eren rare pledges of a good tutAaT, (hoogh 
among the most common meanings of that 
many-meaning and too commonly missp* 
plied expression. 

*« Solkr flrom befog eltlier MonHly, or 
one wfth the Moral PMaelple, tbey oeght 
not eren to be pUMsed in the same rank with 
Prudence. For Pmdeoee is at least an 
oAprIng of the Ueilmifsndiitf j bat Sea* 
slbUity (the 8ensttifllty, I mesa, htt% 
spolLen of) is for the greater part a qmMly 
of the nerves, smd a reselt ef faHUfidoel 
bodily temperament. 

** Pmdeiice is an mtHm Prineiple, a^l 
iaipttes a sacrUice of Self, tboi^ only to 
the same SeUpr tj f M i ed , as it were, to a 
dktaace. But the very term S^nsibiUty, 
marlu its passive nature : and in its mere 
self, apart from Choice and Reflection, 
it proves Hule more tliaa the coinddenee 
or contagion of pteasorable or pslnfol 
Sensations in different persons. 

*' Alas I how many are there In this 
over-stimnlated age» fai which the ocaor* 
rence of excessive and tmheaHhy sensHlte- 
nets is so fireqiient, as even to have re- 
versed the cnrrent meaning of the word, 
Httvcnst -—how many are tbeM whose sen- 
slbiHty prompt them to temove Ifeose evfb 
atoae, which by hideoes sps c tsiis eri ' 
orona eatery W9 fwiifli to 



J their sslish e^leymsBts I Pro- 
vided thsdm^UU to not before their par- 
loer wkidow, tlwy are well oontented to 
kaow that it exists, and perhaps as the 
hoi-bed on irbieh their own hiaaries are 
reared. SehilbUity is not a s ee ss aril y 
Benevoienss* Nay, by rendering as trem* 
blii«ly aMve to trUBag misfortmiss, it ike- 
qneatly prevenU il» and Indaees an eflem- 



Wkh S w H apameeS tH wiefaraM^ 

St are the Tnra, that IVoia a Heward^ tye 
oa the dMdt of eee^ ht Uft* Ihom *tfb * 
11% who veikinie fDoS with VBiiinrcdlhte 
DMsltbttthalt He dulb me while he aids. 
My Bsaefiietor, not my firotiter Man. 
Bit even thiii fhli eM SitveliB w, 
SeMM Wetch, teemt Minhoed, when there riM 

beibre bm 
irhe ftacnrd Pftyli vliloa.eeafhii THhe. 
Who tiy for W m n hi a u i yet than the e i e n a 

ed/ 
Ntfntag In aone dsileloot SoBtade 
TMr dDChM Lov«i and dainty SympathlM.' 

Si^uUt Lemwet, f* ISO. 

*• Lastly, where Vhrtee is. Sensibility is 
the nraameet sad becoming AtUre of Vlr- 
toe. Oa fisriaiB eesasieas it may almost 
besaidtofaseMeVbtae. Bat SeMiUUty 



aad sU the amiahle QasHties may likewise 
beeome, and too often Aeve beeoaM, the 
panders ef Vise aad the hMtrameals of 



•• So mast U needs be iHth aU qaaUties 
that have thshr rise only la pmHs madjrm^- 
wmta ef oar nstoM* A man of warm 
epiaisBS may saeriftee hsif his estate to 
rrseae a friend flrom Prison: for be is 
geaeraDy sympathelie, aad the nsore so- 
ber pari of his natore happened to be 
uppermost. The same man shell aftsr- 
vrstfds exhibit the same disregard of money 
hi SB attempt to sedaee thel Msad's Wilb 
or Daoghter. 

/Google 
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All the evil achieved by Hobbef and 
his whole School of Materialists will ap* 
pear inconsiderable if it be compared with 
the mischief effected and occasioned by 
the sentimental Philosophy of Stermk, 
and his numerous Imitators. The vilest 
appetites and the most remorseless in- 
constancy towards their objects, acquired 
the titles of the H§art, the hrenatihle PetU 
iugg, the too tender SenetbilUy : and if the 
Frosts of Prudence, the icy chains of 
Human Law thawed and vanished at the 
genial warmth of Human Nature, who 
could help it 9 It was an amiable weak- 
ness! 

*' About this time, too, the profanation 
of the word. Love, rose to its height. 
The French Naturalists, Buffbn and others, 
borrowed it from the sentimental Nove- 
lists ; the Swedish and English Philoso- 
phers took the contagion ; and the Muse 
of Science condescended to seek admis- 
sion into the Saloons of Fashion and Fri- 
volity, rouged like an Harlot, and with the 
Harlot's wanton leer. I know not how the 
Annals of Guilt could be better forced into 
the service of Virtue, than by such a com- 
ment on the present paragraph, as would 
be afforded by a selection from the senti- 
mental Correspondence produced in Courts 
of Justice within the last thirty years, fidrly 
translated into the true meaning of the 
words, and the actual Object and Purpose 
of the infamous Writers. Do you in good 
earnest aim at Dignity of Character? 
By all the treasures of a peaceful mind, by 
all the charms of an open countenance, I 
conjure you, O youth I turn away from 
those who live in the Twilight between 
Vice and Virtue. Are not Reason, Dis- 
crimination, Law, and deliberate Choice, 
the distinguishing Characters of Huma- 
nity ? Can aught then worthy of a human 
Being proceed from a Habit of Soul, which 
would exclude all these and (to borrow a 
metaphor from Paganism) prefer the den 
of Trophonius to the Temple and Oracles 
of the God of Light ? Can any thing manly, 
I say, proceed from those, who for Law 
and Light would substitute shapeless feel- 
ings, sentiments, impulses, which as far at 
they differ from the vital workings in the 
brute animals owe the difference to their 
former connexion with the proper Virtues 
of Humanity ; as Dendrites derive the 
outlines, that constitute their value above 
other clay-stones, from the casual neigh- 
bourhood and pressure of the Plants, the 
names of which they assume ? Remem- 
ber, that Love itself in its highest earthly 
Bearing, as the ground of the marriage 
vmion, becomes Love by an inward fiat 
of the Will, by a completing and sealing 
Act of Moral Election, and lays claim 
to permaoence only under the form of 

TITY." 
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Thisy on the whole, is a good pas- 
sage, spirited and eloquent, although 
not free from the vices incident to Mr 
Coleridge's style, especially the vice of 
exaggeration. For, in the first place, 
he has taken care so to degrade the 
character of Sensibility, that it is scarce- 
ly possible to imagine any writer, above 
the very lowest rank, considering it a 
substitute either for Prudence or the 
Moral Principle. In the second place, 
even this kind of sensibility, thongh 
not a sure pledge of a good heart, is 
generally so ; and, supposing it to be 
not altogether instinctive and unrea- 
soning, which scarcely any permanent 
impulse is, but imder some rational 
control and safeguard, if it were no 
other than the experience of life fre- 
quently thwarting and rendering its 
undue indulgence disastrous or ridicu- 
lous — then such sensibility is amiable, 
and symptomatic (we do not fear to 
say so) of a good heart. It may be 
right to speak, even with some auste- 
rity, of *' a constitutional quickness of 
sympathy, and a keen sense of the 
gratifications that accompany social 
intercourse, mutual endearments, and 
reciprocal|preferences,** when these are 
represented as all in all in the moral 
character ; but it is not right to speak 
of them with any disparagement in 
themselves, since without them, except 
indeed in the lofUest and most sublime 
spirits of men, there is no such thing 
as virtue. In the third place, though it 
be true that Prudence is an " offspring 
of the understanding,'* it is also no less 
true, that Prudence is often just as 
constitutional as sensibility, a quality 
too of the nerves, and a result of in- 
dividual bodily temperament. The 
cautious are often cold-blooded ; and 
the prudent not unfrequently persons 
whose nerves are like nails, and who, 
undbturbed by the agitations of those 
feelings which they ought to possess, 
make the head do the work of the 
heart. Were a fair estimate to be 
made of the comparative worth of the 
best kind of prudence and the best 
kind of sensibility, or of the compa- 
rative worthlessness or danger of the 
worst — and no other estimate is of 
any avail in moral disquisition — the 
result would not be that at which 
Mr Coleridge has arrived in hb 
imperfect philosophy. Fourthly, — 
we very much doubt the likelihood 
of the man of warm passions, who sa- 
crificed half his estate to rescue a friend 
from prisoDi a!terwar<^ exIiibitiDg the 

Digitized by VjOU VIC 



i838.] 



Extracts from the Dratter of Our What-not 



same disregard of money in an attempt 
to seduce that friend*s wife or daugh- 
ter. No man ever sacrificed the half 
of his estate for friendship, on a sud- 
den, instinctive, constitutional impulse 
of temperament Such an act could 
only have been performed by a gene- 
rous man. And, although a generous 
man may commit a wicked action, he 
is less inclined to do so, we think, than 
an ungenerous man, more especially 
an action of consummate baseness and 
deliberate cruelty. The illustration b 
striking, but it is not satisfying, and 
shows the advocate, not the judg^. 
Finally, to assert that all the evil 
produced by Hobbes and the whole 
school of materialists will appear in- 
considerable, if it be compared with 
the mbchief efiected and occasioned by 
the sentimental philosophy of Sterne, 
and his numerous imitators, is alto- 
gether monstrous, and in the direct 
teeth of a hundred of Mr Coleridge's 
moral speculations in the ' Friend,* and 
bis < Lay Sermons,* in which he has, 
with considerable force, struck at the 
root of the selfish system of the Phi- 
losopher of Malmsbury. A few fan- 
tastic and mawkish novels — what 
were they to the host — ^not yet ex- 
tinct — of hard-featured wretches, 
who> in the name of morality, have 
laboured to destroy all moral respon- 
sibility, and to found duty on power ? 
But we cannot help thinking that, 
had Mr Coleridge taken a more philo- 
sophical view of the constitution of our 
nature, he would have seen that the 
term Sensibility does, in its best and 
truest signification, denote one great 
constituent of our being, by which 
we are capable of being affected in 
various and sometimes extraordinary 
degrees of pleasure and pain, and with 
various and sometimes extraordinary 
degrees of will and desire, by different 
objects made known to us by our 
powers of understanding. It denotes 
a capacity, by which we are susceptible 
of suffering and misery, by which the 
whole variety and strength of otu* moral 
nature is unfolded, and from which our 
intellectual reason draws its amplest 
and most precious stores. It is open 
to the impression of all the objects 
which the world may offer it. These 
present themselves, and the emotion 
arises, making to the mind disclosure 
of itself, bringing out to its sight, with 
visible force and strong undoubted 
reality, powers which lie there often 
unknowpf and always unmeaeored till 



137 

the very act shows them forth in their 
native shape and proper dimensions. 
From this first strong movement, 
which, however, is not single, but may 
spread itself in great diversity of forms 
through the mind — from this first 
passive sway of emotion, the mind re- 
turns, and rises up in its strength to 
act on the object, either with power 
of will and desire to escape from it, or 
with power of will and desire to pos- 
sess and enjoy it. This power of feel- 
ing, of will, or of desire, is thus far no 
otherwise dependent on the intellec- 
tual mind than as the intellectual fa- 
culties mix in all its acts — conceiving 
and understanding the object, conceiv- 
ing and understanding the means to 
pursue or to fly from it. They act 
perfectly, and with great subtlety and 
force, but in mere subservience to 
passion — as a part of it, but separable 
from it. 

In all passion, we find two states 
perfectly distinct fron each other — 
the emotion arising from contempla- 
tion of the object, which is an affec- 
tion of pleasure and pain, and in which 
the mind may be passive merely; and, 
arising out of this, the movement of 
the mind to or from the object. There 
is also a third state, intimately con- 
nected with this last, and yet differing 
from it — the state of the will. 

The first point, then, is the suscep- 
tibility of impression and emotion. In 
some minds, this exists to a great ex- 
tent, without producing strong exer-^ 
tion of the vdll. It is then properly 
called Sensibility, which regards sim« 
ply the capacity of being strongly and 
deeply affected. However, Sensibility 
itself may be of very different charac- 
ters; as it may be quick and vivid, 
but transient ; or its affections may 
be more calm, but deep and fixed. 
The susceptibility of great exhilara- 
tion of heart, for example, or of sud- 
den and passionate sorrow, is found 
under the first character. Under the 
second, deep and steadfast joy, which 
sustains in the mind no more, perhaps, 
than a calm bright serenity, and yet 
implies, not a tranquil indisposition 
to be .affected, but an extreme and fine 
sensibility to pleasure. On the other 
hand, the same temper of mind may 
produce a settled and enduring melan* 
choly. This is the first affection in 
which the mind is nearly passive. 

Now, though we may regard those 
impresuons on the Sensibility as given 
merely in order to prepare and leacl 
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on thoM mofemeDts of the will through 
which the miDcl is oarried into aotioiii 
which majr be coneei?ed as the ulti- 
mate purpose and proper end of those 
affections of pleasure and pain — yeti 
if the emotion should not reach to 
will, we by no means necessarily es- 
teem this falling short of its seemingly 
desired end, as a defect in the work- 
ing of the mind. On the contrary, the 
affections of the Sensibility are often 
very touching to us to contemplate^ 
or beautiful, m^)estic, and sublime, 
when they reach not to Uie produc* 
tion of any purpose in the will ;— as 
the sorrow which is felt for those who 
moum> when Our sympathy can offer 
them nothing but its sorrow } — as the 
grief of those who mourn the loss of 
that which they hate loYcd, when 
their piety restrains all impatient 
murmuring at their own priyation, and 
all vain longing towarcU that whioh 
is gone. Their grief, in its simplieity, 
is most affecting and beautiful* So 
the happiness of children^ on whom 
joy falls like the sunshine^ and passes 
away* Such, too, is the admiration 
we feel for characters of greatness^ 
who, in the humility of our nre^ 
rencei seem to us lifted up far above 
our imitation* In those instances* and 
numberless others that might be sup* 
posed, all that we see is, the first simple 
emotion strongly declared in the soul, 
but not passing on to the effects that 
naturally and properly arise out of the 
primarv feeling. 

We have not room now to say more 
on this subject ; but the little we have 
said may, perhaps, serve to show, 
that in his vituperation of Setisibilityy 
Mr Coleridge has either confined his 
consideration to the popular, and, 
we might say, vulgar meaning of 
the term ; or that* if he had in hii 
mind any reference to its proper and 
philosophical meaning, his inveelive 
betrays a very imperiect knowledge 
of the essence and agency of tUs 
part of the constitution of our !»• 
ture. 

It would likewise appear, from the 
sneer at Sympathy in the long pas* 
sage now quoted, as well as from 
other more direct allQsions elsewhere^ 
that Mr Coleridge held very cheap 
the moral system of Adam Smith. 
But we suspect tliat, notwithstanding 
hb too frequent expressions of slight 
towards what he and others of his 
school are pleased to tall the Scotek 
Pkiloe^y, aei^r be Mt they anr 



tJttly, 



masters of the most important te» 
nets of any of our metaphysical mo- 
ralists. 

Sympathy is supposed by Dr Smith 
to act towards the production of Moral 
Sentiment in three ways : — First, by 
enabling us to judge others, vix.— by 
enabling us to put ourselves in the 
place of others, and thus to eompare 
their conduct with what ours would 
be; upon which comparison we ap* 
prove or condemn. Secondly, by en* 
abling us to conceive the judgment 
which others make of us. Thirdly, by 
participation in the gratitude and re- 
sentment of those who are benefited or 
ii^ured either bv ourselves or others. 
On the first of these views, an obser- 
vation of a simple kind suggests itself* 
and has been made. If sympathy did 
no more towards the production of 
moral sentiment than to enable us to 
judge others by taking their plaoe> it 
might be said that the doctrine would 
contain nothing at variance with any 
other theory of morality ; since sym* 
pathy would then do no more than 
place us in the necessary situation fo? 
forming the judgment. The cause of 
our judgmoit would still have to bo 
shown. When we imagine ourselveB 
in the place of anotheri and conomve 
how we should act* and approve or 
condemn him accordingly, there most 
be some principle in our mind, not 
only determining our conception of 
how we should act, but determining 
also our satisfaction is that concep- 
tion, and this must be already a mond 
principle. This is the argument of Mr 
Stewart and Dr Brown* and would pro^ 
bably occur to many other enquirers* 
as it is not unobvious. It does net ap- 
pear* however, on further considera- 
tion, entirely satisfactory. 

The ol^ect of Dr Smith is to set 
aside the idea of an independent, ori« 
p^nal, moral principle, by showing that 
It Is made up in many different ways $ 
bnt he has not himself explained, as dis- 
tinctly as he might have done, the part 
which Sympathy takes, under his first 
head* in superseding an orighoal prin- 
ciple. To understand him conststent- 
ly, we must explson the first point of 
ms doetrine for ourselves* Thus :-^ 

When I plaoe myself in the sitna- 
ttoii of another, and, conceiving my 
own condnct, find it to be in some es- 
sential point at variance with his* I 
feel a nam in the eontempktton ef fa» 
act. Now* this is net Beeessarily a 
pak cf ■mral iiiBilc«>Kiyii| b«l a 
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pain of repugnance and aTerrion. Mj 
own imaginary mode of action is gratei> 
tvl and satisfying to mo ; not original- 
ly (aeeordtng to Dr Smithes tlieory) 
by my understanding of moral right 
in it, but by the strong natural aiTec- 
tiony which, in my oonceived situation, 
woidd, I mutt suppose, carry me to 
act in the manner I now eonceiTo, with 
earnest desire and li?ely pleasure. It 
. is the opposition of this man's act, 
and, it is to be presumed, along with 
his act, his temper, to this my affec- 
tion, that is the cause of my pain in 
the first instance^and, in the next, of 
my ayersion towards himself. This 
pain and dislike are not property, in 
their origin, moral sentiment, but na« 
tural fiaeUog. They are of the same 
kind, although, with respect to sub- 
jects of a higher order, as that i^ain 
and dislike with whieh we consider 
men, savages for inatanoe, whose man- 
ner of linng is loathsomo to us. There 
is, in this last case, no place for moral 
eondemnation ; nothing but a strong, 
and indeed an invincible natural aver- 
non. Now, according to Smith's the- 
oiT, it is this natural pain and dislike 
wuh which we look upon acts and 
states of mind, contradieting stronjgp 
inherent feelings of our own, that is 
meant to be represented to us as one 
of those elements, not originally, nor 
in tbemselvof properly speaking moral, 
but which enter into and make up that 
yariously-compounded feeling, or ra- 
ther svstem of feeUngs, to whieh, when 
completed, we py9 the name of moral 
sense, or conscience. 

Two things aro^ery certain, with 
respect to the point of theory we have 
now been endeayouring to explain :-^ 
The first, that the natural feelmg of 
which we have spoken does take place*; 
the other, that, on the whole, this na- 
tural feeling agrees with, strengthens 
and supports our moral judgment. 
The question is, whether we have, in 
the cases in which such a feeling must 
be acknowledged, besides this feeling, 
a distinct and peculiar principle of 
moral j udgment. Grounds for the opi- 
nion that we have, are ; — first, that 
there is one element of all moral judg- 
ment, which it appears not easy to 
deduce from such a feeling, namely, 
condemnation. We may find in it 
the gprounds of dislike, disgust, ab- 
horrence, separation, rejection, ex- 
clu^on, anger, scorn, hatred; but the 
distinct and peculiar idea of riffht 
Tidated and consequent condemnanon 



— ideas evidently inseparable from 
an adverse judgment — and which, in 
fkct, after ail these adjunctive ideas 
of passion have been separated from 
it, remain as its essence — are not in- 
cluded in such a feeling, nor appear to 
be in any way deduolble from it. 
Secondly, that it appears possible for 
us to entertidn moral judgments in 
direct opposition to the force of all 
such our natural feelings ; as, when 
we are occasionally called on to judge 
of acts which we feel it to have been 
impossible that we ourselves should 
have performed, which we do not 
contemplate without repugnance and 
fear, and which we are nevertheless 
compelled, even with dislike, to ac- 
knowledge to have been right, as we 
might posnbly conceive a case of a 
father delivering up his son to justice. 
In like manner, on the other hand, 
oar oonscienoe will occasionally con- 
strain us to condemn acts which we 
cannot say that we ourselves, in the 
same situation, should not have done ; 
acts indicating no fixdings which we 
do not reco^piise in onrselves, and 
with whieh by nature we are not 
strongly inclined to sympathize. Both 
these reasons appear to establish a 
decided distinction between our na- 
tural afiections and our feelings, how- 
ever strong, and our moral principle. 
Thu part of Dr Smith's argument, 
therefore, may be considered and an- 
swered in either of two ways. — Ei- 
ther, with Mr Stewart and Dr Brown, 
we may ooQceive him to have meant, 
that, having by sympathy,'placed our- 
selves in the situation of anotiier, and 
found that our conduct would coincide 
with, or differ from his, we therefore 
morally approve or condenm him — 
in which case, there is the logical de- 
fect in the argument which these wri- 
ters suppose, namely, that it presup- 
poses the principle which it undertakes 
to deduce, and represents that as cau- 
sing the judgment which merely pla- 
ces us in the situation for exercising 
it : Or it may be understood in the 
way in which we have now attempted 
to explain it, and it then seems to be 
liable to the two objections which we 
have made. We are inclined to think 
that Dr Smith has not treated this 
point so explicitiy as to enable us to 
say with certainty which of the two 
views really represents his opinion. 
It is possible thiat he might not have 
sisaaBmed it so closely as to make up 
his opinion iritii penect distinctness 
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upon it. He may have even fluctuated 
between the two views. The theory 
of a writer is not always to be tried 
merely by the words in which he has 
g^ven it. His book cannot contain all 
his thoughts. Nor is it, finally, to be 
considered altogether and merely as 
personal to him ; — It is a suggestion 
}n philosophy ; and it is allowable to 
philosophy ta complete, in a specious 
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theory, what has been imperfectly 
presented to its author, previously to 
trying it. Admitting what has been 
said, the question arises (which we 
cannot now discuss), whether this dis- 
like is to be acknowledged as an ele> 
ment of a composite moral amaae, or 
only as one of the supports^ of which 
there are many> of oaliTe conscience. 



COROK ATEOSr ODE FOR QUEEN VICTORIA I. 
JUNE 28, 1838. 



Tme Sceptre in a maiden-hand, 
The reign of Beauty and of Youth, 
Awake to gladness all the land. 
And Love is Loyalty and Truth. 

Rule, Victoria, rule the Free ; 

Hearts and hands we offer Thee. 

Kot by the tyrant-law of might. 
But by the Grace of God, we own. 
And by the People's Voice, thy right 
To sit upon thy Fathers* throne. — 

Rule, Victoria, rule the Free ; 

Heaven defend and prosper Theel 

Thee isles and continents obey. 
Kindreds and nations, nigh and far. 
Between the bound-marks of thy 

sway 
The Morning and the Evening Star.-^ 
Rule, Victoria, rule the Free, 
Millions rest their hopes on Thee. 

Shefield. 



No Slave within thine empire breathe. 
Before thy steps oppression fly ; 
The Lamb and Lion play beneath 

The meek dominion of thine eye 

Rule, Victoria, rule the Free, 
Chains and fetters yield to Thee. 

With Mercy's beams yet more benign. 
Light to thy realms in darkness send, 
Till none shall name a God but thine, 
None at an Idol-altar bend. — 

Rule, Victoria, rule the Free, 
Till they all shall pray for Tliee. 

At home, abroad, by sea, on shore, 
Blessings on Thee and thine increase ; 
The sword and cannon rage no more. 
The whole world hail Tliee Queen of 
Peace !— 
Rule, Victoria, rule the Free, 
And the Almighty rule o'er Thee! 

James Montgomery. 
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The history of Rome will remain, 
to the latest age of the world, the most 
attractive^ the most useful, and the 
most elevating subject of human con- 
templation. It must ever form the 
basis of a liberal and enlightened edu- 
cation ; it must ever present the most 
important object to the contemplation 
of the statesman ; it must ever exhibit 
the most heart-stirring record to the 
heart of the soldier. Modern civili- 
sation, the arts and the arms, the 
freedom and the institutions of Europe 
around us are the bequest of the Ro- 
man legions. The roads which we 
travel are, in many places, those which 
these indomitable pioneers of civilisation 
first cleared through the wilderness of 
nature ; the language which we speak 
is more than half derived from Roman 
words ; the lavrs by which we are pro- 
tected have found their purest foun- 
tains in the treasures of Roman juris- 
prudence; the ideas in which we 
glory are to be found traced out in the 
fire of young conception in the Ro- 
man writers. In vain does the su- 
perficial acquirement, or shallow va- 
riety^ of modem liberalism seek to 
throw off the weight of obligation to 
the grandeur or virtue of antiquity ; 
in vain are we told that useful know- 
ledge is alone worthy of cultivation, 
that ancient fables have gone past^ 



and that the study of physical science 
should supersede that of the Greek or 
Roman authors. Experience, the great 
detector of error, is perpetually re- 
calling to our minds the inestimable 
importance of Roman history. The 
more that our institutions become li- 
beralised, the more rapid the strides 
which democracy makes amongst us» 
the more closely do we cling to the 
annals of a state which underwent 
exactly the same changes, and suffered 
the consequences of the same convul- 
sions ; and the more that we expe- 
rience the insecurity^ the selfishness, 
and the rapacity of democratic ambi- 
tion, the more highly do we come to 
appreciate the condensed wisdom with 
which the great historians of antiquity, 
by a word or an epithet^ stamped its 
cnaracter, or revealed its tendency. 

There is somethine solemn, and 
evidently providential^ in the unbroken 
advance and ultimate boundless do- 
minion of Rome. The history of other 
nations corresponds nearly to the vi- 
cissitudes .of prosperity and disaster, of 
good and evil fortune^ which we ob- 
serve in the nations of the world at 
this time. The brilliant meteor of 
Athenian greatness disappeared from 
the world idmost as soon as the bloody 
phantasmagoria of the French Revo- 
lution. In half-a*^»ntury afler they 
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arose nought remained of either but 
the works of genius they had produced^ 
and the deeds of glory they had done. 
The wonders of Napoleon's reign fa- 
ded as rapidly as the triumphs of the 
Macedonian Conqueror \ and the dis« 
tant lustre of Babylon and Nineveh is 
faintly recalled by the ephemeral dy- 
nasties which have arisen, under the 
pressure of Arabian or Mogul con- 
quest* in the regioni of the £ast in 
modem times. But, in the Roman 
annals, a different and mightier sys- 
tern developes itself. From the in- 
fancy of the republic, from the days 
even of the kings, and the fabulous 
reigns of Romulus and Numa, an un- 
broken progress is exhibited, which 
never experienced a permanent reverse 
till the eagles of the Republic had 
crossed the Euphrates, and all the ci- 
vilbed world, from the wall of Anto- 
ninus to the foot of Mount Atlas, was 
subjected to their arms. Their re- 
verses, equally with their triumphs — 
their defeats, equally with their victo- 
ries^their infant struggles with the 
cities of Latium, not less than their 
later contests with Carthage and Mi- 
thridates — contributed to develope 
their strength, and may be regarded as 
the direct causes of their dominion. 
It was in the long wars with the 
Etruscan and Samnite communities 
that the discipline and tactics were 
slowly and painfully acquired, which 
enabled them to face the banded 
strength of the Carthaginian confede- 
racy, — and in the desperate struggle 
with Hannibal that the resolution and 
skill were drawn forth which so soon, 
on iu termination, gave them the em- 
pire of the world. The durability of 
the fabric was in proportion to the tar- 
diness of iu erowth, and the solidity 
of its materials. The twelve vultures 
which Romulus beheld on the Pala- 
tine Hill were emblematic of the twelve 
centuries which beheld the existence 
of the empire of the West ; and it 
required a thousand years more of cor- 
ruption and decline to extinguish in 
the East this brilliant empire, which, 
regenerated by the genius of Constan- 
tine, found, in the riches and match- 
less situation of Byzanthxm, a counter- 
poise to all the effeminacy of Oriental 
manners, and all the ferocity of the 
Scythian tribes. 

It is remarkable that time has not 
yet produced a liistory of this wonder- 
ful people commensurate either to 
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their dignity, their importance, or their 
intimate connexion with modern insti- 
tutions. The pictured pages and 
matchless descriptions of Livy, indeed, 
will, to the end of the world, fascinate 
the imagination and subdue the hearts 
of men ; but it is a fragment only of 
his great work which has descended to 
our times; and even when complete, 
it came down only to the time of Au- 
gustus, and broke off* exactly at the 
period when nations, arrived at the 
stage of existence to which we have 
grown, are most interested in its con- 
tinuance. The condensed wisdom, 
energetic expressions, and practical 
experience of Sallust and Tacitus, ap- 
ply only to detached periods of the 
later annals ; and, though not a page 
of their immortal works can be read 
without suggesting reflections on the 
extraordinary political sagacity which 
they had acquired from experience, or 
received from nature, yet we shall look 
in vain, in the fragments of this work 
which have survived the wreck of 
time, for a connected detail even of 
the later periods of Roman story. 
The modems appear to have been 
deterred, by the exquisite beauty of 
these fragments of ancient history, from 
adventuring at all on the same field. 
Ferguson's is considered by the English, 
and admitted by the Germans, to be 
the best connected history of the Re- 
pubtic which exists; but not only does 
It embrace merely, with adequate ful- 
ness, the period from the rise of the 
Gracchi to the ascent of the throne by 
Augustus, but it does not contain the 
views, nor is it dictated by the practi- 
cal acquaintance with human affairs, 
which is necessary for a real history of 
Roman policy. The Scotch professor 
has, witli much ability, illustrated the 
contests of Sylla and Marius, of Caesar 
and Pompey ; but he lived in a pacific 
age, amidst the unbroken seclusion of 
an academical life, and, consequently, 
could not possibly attain those clear 
and decisive views of the tendency and 
springs of action, in civil contests, 
which are brought home to the minds 
of the most illiterate by the storms and 
crimes of a revolution. 

Niebuhr is universally allowed to 
have opened a new era in the early 
history of the Republic. Before his 
time historians ^ere content with 
adopting, without examination, the le- 
gends which, in the Roman annals, 
passed for the narrative of real events^ 
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and« despairing of adding any thing to 
their heauty, simply presented their 
readers with a translation of Liyy and 
Dionysius. Dissatisfied with such a 
mode of recording the progress of so 
celebrated a people, Ferguson rejected 
the early legends altogether, and pass- 
ing, in the most cursory manner;^ over the 
first ^ve hundred years of Roman story, 
professed himself unable to discover 
firm historic ground till he came down 
to the second Punic War. But neither 
of these methods of treating the sub- 
ject suited the searching eye and inqui- 
sitive mind of the German historian. 
Possessed of extraordinary learning, 
and a matchless fiiculty of drawing, with 
intuitive sagacity, important historical 
and political conclusions from detach- 
ed and, to ordinary observers, unmean- 
ing detaib of subordinate hbtorians, 
he has contrived to rear up from com- 
paratively authentic data^ a veracious 
picture of the early Roman annals. 
Instead of rejecting in despair the whole 
history prior to the invasion of the 
Gaub as a mass of fables, erected by 
the vanity of Patrician families^ and 
adopted by the credulity of an unin- 
formed people^ he has succeeded in 
supporting a l«uge portion of those an- 
naJs by unquestionable evidence ; and 
stripping it only, in some parts, of those 
colours which the eloquence of Livy 
has rendered immortal, for the improve- 
ment and delight of mankind. It is a 
common reproach against this great 
antiquary, that he has overthrown the 
whole early history of Rome ; but no 
reproach was ever more unfounded. 
In truth, as Dr Arnold lias justly oh- 
served, it must be evident to every one 
acquainted with the subject, that he 
has built up much more than he has 
destroyed, and fixed on firmer historic 
grounds a vast deal which the inquisi- 
tive eye of modem scepticism was in- 
clined to lay aside as entirely fictitious. 
No stronger proof of this can be desir- 
ed than is to be found in the fact, that, 
while Ferguson began his history as 
authentic only with the exploits of 
Hannibal, Niebuhr has deemed it cer- 
tain that historical truth is to be found 
not only under the kings, but so early 
as ifineas Blartius. 

It is inconceivable, indeed, how it 
ever could have been seriously believed 
that the annab of the kings were en- 
tirely fictitious, when the Cloaca Maxi- 
ma still exists, a durable monument 
both qf the gnoMieur of conception and 
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power of execution which at that early 
period had distinguished the Roman 
people. Two thousand ^\e hundred 
years have elapsed since this stupen- 
dous work was executed, to drain the 
waters of the Forum and adjacent hol- 
lows to the Tiber ; and there it stands 
at this day, without a stone displaced, 
still performing its destined service 1 Do 
any of the edidces of Paris or London 
promise an equal duration ? From the 
moment that we beheld that magnifi- 
cent structure, formed of the actual 
done of the eternal city, all doubts as 
to the authenticity of Roman annals, 
so far, at least, as they portray a 
powerful flourishing kingdom anterior 
to the Republic, vanished from our 
minds. It' nothing else remained to 
attest the greatness of the kings at 
this period but the Cloaca Maxima and 
the treaty with Carthage in the first 
year of the Republic, it would be sutfi- 
dent to demonstrate that the basis of 
the early history of the kings was to 
be found in real events. And this 
Niebuhr, after the most minute and 
critical examination, has declared to be 
his conviction. 

Doubtless,the same historic evidence 
does not exist for the romantic and 
captivating part of early Roman history. 
We cannot assert that we have good 
evidence that Romulus fought, or that 
Numa prayed ; that Ancus conquered, 
or that Tarquin oppressed; that the 
brethren of the Horatii saved their 
country, or Curtius leaped headlong 
into the gulf in the Forum. The 
exquisite story of Lucretia ; the heart- 
stirring l^end of Corioli ; the invasion 
of Porsenna, the virtue of Cincinnatus, 
the siege of Veise, the deliverance of 
Camilli^, are probably all founded 
in some degree on real events, but 
have come down to our times glowing 
with the genius of the ancient histori- 
ans, and gilded by the colours which 
matchless eloquence has communicated 
to the additions with which the fond- 
ness of national or family vanity had 
clothed the artless narrative of early 
times. Simplicity Is the invariable 
characteristic of the infancy of the 
world. Homer and Job are often in 
the highest degree both pathetic and 
sublime ; but they are so just because 
they are utterly unconscious of any 
sucn merits, and aimed only at the re- 
cital of real events. The glowing pages 
and beautiful episodes of Livy are as 
evidently subsequent additions as the 



Digitized by 



Google 



Arnolds History of Rome* 



144 

pomp and m^esty of Ossian are to the 
meagre ballacb of Caledonia. 

But it is of no moment either to the 
neat objects of historical enquiry or the 
future improvement and elevation of 
the species, whether the Roman le- 
gends can or cannot be supported by 
historical evidence. It is su£Bcient 
that they exist, to render them to the 
end of the world the most delightful 
subject of study for youth, not the least 
useful matter for contemplation in ma- 
turer ^ears. They may not be strictly 
hiistoricaly but rely upon it they are 
founded in the main upon a correct 
picture of the manners and ideas of the 
time. Amadis of Gaul is not a true 
story, but it conveys, nevertheless, a 
faithAil though exaggerated picture of 
the ideas and manners of the chivalrous 
ages. There is, probably, the same 
truth in the Roman legends that there 
IS in Achilles and Agamemnon»>in 
Front de Boeuf, Richard Coeur de 
Lion, and Ivanhoe. We will not find 
in Roman story a real Lucretia or Vir- 
ginia, any more than in British history 
a genuine Rebecca or Jeanie Deans ; 
but the characters are not the less 
founded in the actual manners and spi- 
rit of the times. It is of little moment 
to us whether Romulus watched the 
twelve emblematic vultures on the Pa- 
latine Hill, or Numa consulted Egeria 
in the shades of the Campagna, or 
Veise was stormed through the mine 
sprung in the Temple of Juno, or the 
Koman ambassador thrust his hand into 
the fire before Porsenna, or Lucretia, 
though guiltless in intent, plunged the 
dagger in her bosom rather than sur- 
vive the honour of her house. It is 
sufficient that a people have ex^^ted, to 
whom the patriotic devotion, the indivi- 
dual heroism, the high resolves, the un- 
daunted resolution portrayed in these 
immortal episodes, were so familiar, 
that they had blended with real events, 
and formed part of their traditional an- 
nals. No other people ever possessed 
early legends of the same noble heart- 
stirring kind as the Romans, because 
none other were stamped with the cha- 
racter destined to win, and worthy to 
hold, the empire of the world. To the 
latest times the history of infant Rome, 
with all its attendant legends, must, 
therefore, form the most elevating and 
useful subject for the instruction of 
youth, as affording a fiiithful picture, if 
not of the actual events of that inter- 
esting period; at least of the ideas and 
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feelings then prevalent amongst a na- 
tion called to such exalted destinies ; 
and without being embued with a simi- 
lar spirit, we may safely assert no other 
people will ever either emulate their 
fame, or approach to their achieve- 
ments. 

Notwithstanding the high place 
which we have assigned to Niebohrin 
the elucidation and confirmation of 
early Roman history, nothing can be 
more apparent than that his work never 
will take its place as a popular history 
of the Republic, and never rival in 
general estimation the fascinating 
pages of Livy. No one can read it 
for half an hour without being satis- 
fied of that fact. Invaluable to the 
scholar, the antiquary, the philolo- 
gist, it has no charms for the great 
mass of readers, and conveys no sort 
of idea to the unlearned student of the 
consecutive event, among the very 
people whose history it professes to 
portray. In this respect it labours 
under the same fault which is, in a less 
degree, conspicuous in the philosophic 

Sages of Sir James Mackinto8h*s Eng- 
sh history ; that it pre-supposes an 
intimate acquaintance with the sub- 
ject in the reader, and is to all, not 
nearly as well versed in it as himself, 
either in great part unmtelligible, or 
intolerably dull. Heeren, whose la- 
bours have thrown such a flood of 
light on the Persian, Egyptian, and 
Carthaginian states, hasjusUy remark- 
ed that Niebuhr, with all his acute- 
ness, is to be regarded rather as an 
essayist on history, than an actual hb- 
torian. He has elucidated with ex- 
traordinary learning and skill seve- 
ral of the most obscure subjects in 
Roman annals ; and on many, espe- 
cially the vital subjects of the Agra- 
rian law, struck out new lights, wMcb, 
if known at all to the later writers of 
the empire, had been entirely lost dur- 
ing the change of manners and ideas 
consequent on the Gothic conquests. 
But his work is in many places so ob- 
scure, and so much overloaded with 
names, and subjects, and disouisitions, 
in great part unknown to readers, even 
of fair classical attainments and ex- 
tensive general knowledge, that it 
never can take its place among the 
standard histories of the world. He 
is totally destitute of two qualities in- 
dispensable to a great historian, and 
particularly conspicuous in the Ur^ 
^ed amsalists of antiqui^^powen 
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of descriptioDy and the discriminatiog 
eye, which, touching on erery subject, 
brings those prominently forward on- 
ly which, from their intrinsic import- 
ance, should attract the attention of 
the reader. He works out eyery thing 
with equal care and minuteness, and« 
in consequence, the impression pro- 
duced on the mind of an ordinary rea- 
der is so confused, as to amount almost 
to nothing. Like PoTde or Waterioo, 
in the imitation of nature (and land- 
scape-painting, and historical descrip- 
tion in this particular are governed by 
the same pnncij^les), he works out the 
details of each individual object with 
admirable skill ; but there is no breadth 
or general effect on his canvass, and he 
wants the general shade and subdued 
tones, which in Claude, amidst an in- 
finity of details, not less faithfully 
portrayed, rivet the eye of the spec- 
tator on a few brilliant spots, and 
produce on the mind even of the most 
unskilled the charm of a single emo- 
tion. 

Niebuhr^s history, however, with all 
its merits and defects, comes only 
down to the commencement of the 
most important era in the annals of 
the Republic. It is in the empire 
that the great want of continued an- 
nals is felt. Literally speaking, there 
is nothing, either in ancient or modem 
literature, which deserves the name of 
a history of the whole period of the 
Emperors. Tillemont has, with un- 
wearied industry and admirable ac- 
curacy, collected all that the inimi- 
table fWigments of Tacitus, and de- 
tached lights of Seutonius, Florus, and 
the panegyrists have left on this vast 
subject ; and Gibbon has, with incom- 
parable talent, thrown, in his first 
chapters, over the general conditions 
of tne empire, the Ught of his genius 
and the colouring of his eloquence. 
But Tillemont, though a laborious 
and valuable compiler, is no historian ; 
if any one doubts this, let him take 
up one of his elaborate quartos and 
tiy to read it. Gibbon, in his im- 
mortal work, the greatest monument 
of historical industry and ability that 
exists in the world, has given a most 
luminous view of die events which led 
to the decline and fall of the em- 
pire, and erected, with consummate 
talent, a bridge across the gulf which 
separates ancient from modem story. 
But he begins only to narrate events 
with any minuteness at the period 
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when the empire had already attained 
to its highest elevation ; he dismisses 
in a few pages the conquests of Trigan, 
the wisdom of Nerva, the beneficence 
of Marcus Aurelius, and enters into 
detail for the first time when the blind 
partiality of Marcus Antoninus, and 
the guilt of his empress, had prepared, 
in the accession and vices of Com- 
modus, the conunencement of that 
long series of depraved emperors who 
brought about the ruin of the empire. 
What do we know of the conquests of 
Trajan, the wars of Severus, the vic- 
tories of Aurelian ? Would that the 
pencil of the author of the Decline 
and Fall had thrown over them the 
brilliant light which it has shed over 
the disasters of Julian, the storming 
of Ck>nstantinople, the conquests of 
Mahomet, or the obstinate wars of the 
Byzantine emperors with the Parthian 
princes. But his history embraces so 
vast a range of ol^ects, that it could 
not satisfy our cunositv on the annals 
even of the people who formed the 
centre of the far-extended gn^oup, and 
it is rather a picture of the progress of 
the nations who overthrew Rome, thui 
of Rome itself. 

There is ample room, therefore, for 
a great historical work, as voluminous 
and as eloquent as Gibbon, on the 
Riee and rrogress of Roman great- 
ness; and it embraces topics of far 
more importance, in the present age of 
the world, than the succession of Mas- 
ters and fierce barbarian inroads which 
long shook, and at last overtumed the 
enduring &bric of the empire. Ex- 
cept as a matter of curiosity, we have 
little connexion with the progress of 
the Gothic and Scythian nations. 
Christianity has turned the rivers of 
barbarism by their source ; civilisa- . 
tion has overspread the wilds of 
Scythia ; gunpowder and fortified 
towns have given knowledge a dura- 
ble superiority over ignorance ; Rus- 
sia stands as an impenetrable barrier 
between Europe and the Tartar horse. 
But the evils which the Roman insti- 
tutions contained in their own bosom, 
as weU as the deeds of glory and ex- 
tent of dominion to which they led, 
interest us in the most vital particulars. 
Our institutions more closely resemble 
theirs than those of any other people 
recorded in history, and the causes 
which have led to the vast extent of 
our dominion and durability of our 
power, are the same which gave them 
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for centuries the empire of the world. 
The same causes of weakness, also, are 
now assailing us which once destroyed 
them ; we, too, have wealth imported 
from all parts of the world to corrupt 
our manners^ and an overgrown me- 
tropolis to spread the seeds of vice 
ana effeminacy, as from a common 
centre, over the length and breadth of 
the land; we, too, have patricians 
striving to retain power handed down 
to them by their ancestors, and ple« 
beians burning with the desire of dis- 
tinction, and the passion for political 
elevation which springs from the 
spread of wealth among the middle 
classes ; we, too, have Gracchi ready 
to hoist the standard of disunion by 
raising the question of the Agrarian 
law, and^Syiias and Mariuses to rear 
their hostile banners at the head of 
the aristocratic and democratic fac- 
tions ; in the womb of time, is pro- 
vided for us as for tbem, the final 
overthrow of our liberties, under the 
successful leader of the popular party, 
and long ages of declme under the 
despotic rule imposed upon us by tbe 
blind ambition and Eastern equality of 
the people. A fair and phdosophic 
history of Rome, therefore, is a sub- 
ject of incalculable importance to the 
citizens of this, and of every other con- 
stitutional monarchy ; in their errors 
we may discern the mirror of our 
own — In their misfortunes the pro- 
totypes of those we are likely to 
undergo^in their fate, that which, 
in all human probability, awaits our- 
selves. 

Such a history never, in modem 
times, could have been written but at 
this period. All subsequent ages, from 
the days of Cicero, have been practi- 
cally ignorant of the very elements of 
political knowledge requisite for a 
right understanding or fair discussion 
of the subject. In vain were the les- 
sons of political vnsdom to be found 
profusely scattered through the Ro- 
man historians— in vain did Sallust 
and Tacitus point, by a word or an 
epithet, to the important conclusions 
deducible from their civil convulsions ; 
— the practical ejroerience, the daily 
intercourse with Republican institu- 
tions were awanting, which were ne- 
cessary to g^ve the due weight to their 
reflections. The lessons of politioal 
wisdom were so constantly brought 
iiome to the citizens of antiqidty by 
the storms and dissensions of the Fo- 



rum, that they deemed it unnecessary 
to do more than allude to them, as a 
subject on which all were agreed, and 
with which every one was familiar. 
Like first principles in our House of 
Commons, they were universally taken 
for granted, and, therefore, never made 
the tiieme of serious illustration. It 
is now only that we begin to perceive 
the weighty sense and condensed wis- 
dom of many expressions which drop- 
ped seemingly unconsciously from 
their historical writers, that dear- 
bought experience has taught us that 
pride, insolencjr, and corrupt prin- 
ciple are the main sources of popular 
ambition in our times, as in the dars of 
Catiline; and that the saying of John- 
son ceases to pass for a witty paradox, 
that ** Patriotism is the last refuge of 
a scoundrel.*' 

Dr Arnold has now fairly set him- 
self to work with this noble task, and 
he is, in many respects, peculiarly fit- 
ted for the undertaking. Long known 
to the classical world as an accom- 
plished scholar, and the learned editor 
of the best edition of Thucydides ex- 
tant, he is still more familiar to many 
of our readers as the energetic head- 
master of Rugby school; and is to 
this hour looked up to with mingled 
sentiments of awe and affection by 
many of the most celebrated charac- 
ters of the age. The first volume of 
the great work in which he is en- 
gaged alone is published, which brings 
down the history of the Republic to 
tbe burning of Rome by the Groths, 
but it affonis a fair specimen of tbe 
spirit and ability with which the re- 
mainder is likely to be carried on. In 
many respects be bas shown himself 
admirably calculated for tbe great but 
difi&cult task which he has undertaken. 
His classical attainments, both in Greek 
and Roman literature, are of the very 
highest order ; his industry is indefa- 
tigable, and he possesses much of that 
instinctive glance or natural sagacity 
which enabled Niebuhr, amidst the 
fictions and chaos of ancient annals, 
to fix at once on the outlines of truth 
and the course of real evrats. His 
powers of description are of no ordi- 
nary kind, as our readers will at once 
perceive from the extracts we are 
about to lay before them ; and xnany 
of his r^ectbns prove that he is en- 
dowed wUh that fkonlty of drawing 
general conclusions from particular 
events, which, when not pushed too 
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far« is the surest sign of the real ge- 
nius for philosophical history. 

Dr Arnold, it is well known, is a 
Whig — ^perhaps, we may add, an ultra^ 
Liberal. So lax from objecting to his 
book on tins account, we hail it with 
the more satisfaction that it does come 
from an author of such principles, and 
therefore that it can safely be referred 
to as a work in which the truth of an- 
cient events is not likely to be disguis- 
ed or penrerted to answer the yiews 
at least of the ConsenradTe partjr in 
Great Britain. We are satisfied from 
many instances in the Tolume before 
us, that he is of an inquisitive, searching 
turn of mind, and that he would deem 
himself dishonoured if he concealed or 
altered any well-ascertained facts in 
Roman histo^ More than this we do 
not desire. We not only do not dis- 
like, we positively enjoy, his occasional 
introduction of liberal views in what 
we may call Roman politics. We see 
in them the best guarantee that the 
decisive instances against democratic 
priuciples, with which all ancient his- 
tory, and, most of all, Roman history, 
abounds, will not be perverted in his 
hands, and may be relied on as authen- 
tic faots against his principles. Pro- 
vided a writer is cuidid, ingenuous, 
and liberal, we hold it perfeetiy imma- 
terial to the ultimate triumph of truth 
what is the shade of his political opi- 
nions. The cause is not worth de- 
fending which cannot be supported by 
the te^mony of an honest opponent. 
Every experienced lawyer knows the 
value of a conscientious but unwilling 
witness. Enough is to be found in 
their apologist, Thiers, to doom the 
French Revolution to the eternal exe- 
cration of mankind. There is no wri- 
ter on America who has brought for- 
ward such a host of facts decisive 
against republican institutions as Miss 
Martineau, whom the Liberals extol 
as the only author who has given a 
veracious account of the Transatlantic 
democracies ; and we desire no other 
witness but Dr Arnold to the facts 
which demonstrate that it was the 
extravagant pretensions and ambi- 
tion of the commons, which, in the 
end, proved fatal to the liberties of 
Rome. 

The CampagnA of Rome, the fields 
of Latium, the Alban Mount, the Pa- 
latine Hill, were familiar to the child- 
hood of us all ; and not the least de- 
lightful hours of the youth of many 



of us have been spent in exploring the 
realities of that enchanting region. We 
transcribe with pleasure Dr Arnold's 
animated and correct description of 
it, drawn from actual observation with 
the hand of a master. 

'' The territory of the original Roma 
during iU first period, the true Agar Ro- 
manui, could 1^ gone round in a sin^ 
day. It did not extend beyond the Tiber 
at all, nor probably beyond the Anio ; and 
on the east and south, where it had most 
room to spread, its limit was between five 
and lix miles from the city. This Ager 
Romanus was the exclusive property of 
the Roman people, that is of the houses ; 
it did not include the lands conquered 
from the Latins, and given back to them 
again when the Latins became the plebs 
or commons of Rome. According to the 
Augurs, the Ager Romanus was a peculiar 
district in a religious sense ; auspices could 
be taken within its bounds which could be 
taken nowhere without them* 

" And now what was Rome, and what 
was the country around it, which have 
both acquired an interest sudi as can cease 
only when earth itself shall perish ? The 
hills of Rome are such as we rarely see in 
England, low in height, but with steep and 
rocky sides. In early times the natural 
wood still remained in patches amidst the 
buildings, as at this day it grows here and 
there on the green sides of the Monte Tes- 
taceo. Across the Tiber the ground rises 
to a greater height than that of the Roman 
hills, but its sunmiit is a level unbroken 
line ; while the heights,' which opposite to 
Rome itself rise immediately from the 
river, under the names of Janiculus and 
Vaticanus, then swept away to some dis- 
tance from it, and return in their highest 
and boldest form at the Mons Marins, just 
above the Milvian bridge and the Flami- 
nian road. Thus to the ' west the view Is 
immediately bounded; but to the north 
and north-east the eye ranges over the low 
ground of the Campagna to the nearest 
line of the Apennines, which closes up, as 
with a gigantie waU, all the Sabine, Latin, 
and Volseian lowlands, while over It are 
still distinctly to be seen the high summits 
of the eentral Apennines, covered with 
snow, even at this day, lor more than six 
montiis in the year. South and south- 
west lies the wide plain of the Campa gn a ; 
its level line succeeded by the equally level 
line of the sea, which can only be distin- 
guished from it by the brighter light re- 
flected from its waters. Eastward, alter 
ten miles of plain, the view is bounded by 
the Alban hills, a cluster of high bold 
points rising out of the Campagna, like 
Arran from the sea, on the highest of 
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which, at nearly the same height with the 
smnmit of HeWellyii, stood the Temple of 
Jupiter Latiarifl, the scene of the common 
worship of all the people of the Latin name. 
Immediately under this highest point lies 
the crater-like basin of the Alban hike ; and 
on its nearer rim might be seen the trees 
of the grove of Ferentia, where the Latins 
held the great civil assemblies of their na- 
tion. Further to the north, on the edge 
of the Alban hills, looking towards Rome, 
was the town and citadel of Tusculum; 
and beyond this, a lower summit, crowned 
with the walls and towers of Labicum, 
seems to connect the Alban hills with the 
line of the Apennines just at the spot 
where the citadel of Prceneste, high up 
on the mountain ride, marks the opening 
into the country of the Hemidans, and 
into the valleys of the streams that feed 
the Liris. 

" Returning nearer to Rome, the low- 
land country of the Campagna is broken 
by long green swelling ridges, the ground 
rising and falling, as in the heath country 
of Surrey and Berkshire. The streams 
are dull and sluggish, but the hill rides 
above them constantly break away into 
little rocky cliflb, where on every ledge the 
wild fig now strikes out its branches, and 
tufts of broom are clustering, but which in 
old times formed the natural strength of 
the citadels of the numierous cities of La- 
tium. Except in these narrow dells, the 
present aspect of the country is all bare 
and desolate, with no trees nor any hu- 
man habitation. But anciently, in the 
time of the early kings of Rome, it was 
full of independent cities, and, in its popu- 
lation and the careful cultivation of its 
little garden-like farms, must have re- 
sembled the most flourishing parts of Lom- 
bardy or the Netherlands." 

We have already adverted to the 
difficulty of determining where fic- 
tion ends and real hifitory begins in the 
early Roman annals^ and the scanty 
foondation there is in authentic records, 
for any of the early legends of their 
history. Fully aliye> however, to the 
exquisite beauty of these remains, and 
the influence they had on the Roman 
history, as well as their importance as 
evincing the lofty character of their 
infant people, Dr Arnold has adopted 
the plan of not rdecting them altoge- 
ther, but giving them in a simple nar- 
rative, something like the Bible, and 
commencing with his ordinary style 
when he arrives at events which really 
rest on historic ground. This is cer- 
tainly much better than entirely re- 
jeotingthem ; but, at the same time, it 
utroduces a quaint style of writing, in 
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recounting these early events, to which 
we can hardly reconcile ourselves, 
after the rich colouring and graphic 
hand of Livy. As an example of the 
way in which he treats this interesting 
but difficult part of his subject, we give 
his account of the story of Lucretia, 
the exqtusite epbode with which Livy 
terminates his first book and narrative 
of the kings of Rome. 

'' Now when they came back to Rome, 
King Tarquinius was at war with the 
people of Ardea; and as the city was 
strong, his army lay a long while before it, 
till it should be forced to yield through fa- 
mine. So the Romans had leisure for 
feasting and for diverting themselves : and 
once Titus and Aruns were supping with 
their brother Sextus, and their courin 
Tarquinius of Collatia was supping with 
them. And they disputed about their 
wives, whose wife of them all was the 
worthiest lady. Then said Tarquinius of 
Collatia, ' Let us go, and see with our 
own eyes what our wives are doing, so 
shall we know which is the worthiest.' 
Upon this they all mounted their horses, 
- and rode first to Rome ; and there they 
found the wives of Titus, and of Aruns, 
and of Sextus, feasting and making merry. 
Then they rode on to CoUatia, and it was 
late in the night ; but they found Lucretia, 
the wife of Tarquinius of Collatia, neither 
feasting, nor yet sleeping, but she was rit- 
ting with all her handmaids around her, 
and all were working at the loom. So 
when they saw this, they all said, ' Lucre- 
tia is the worthiest lady.' And she enter- 
tained her husband and his kinsmen, and 
after that they rode back to the camp be- 
fore Ardea. 

" But a spirit of wicked passion seixed 
upon Sextus, and a few days afterwards he 
went alone to Collatia, and Lucretia re- 
ceived him hospitably, for he was her hus- 
band's kinsman. At midnight he arose 
and went to her chamber, and he said that 
if she yielded not to him he would slay 
her and one of her slaves with her, and 
would say to her husband that he had slain 
her in her adultery. So when Sextus had 
accomplished his wicked purpose he went 
back again to the camp. 

" Then Lucretia sent in haste to Rome, 
to pray that her father Spurius Lucretius 
would come to her ; and she sent to Ardea 
to summon her husband. Her father 
brought along with him Publius Valerius, 
and her husband brought with him Lucius 
Junius, whom men called Brutus. When 
they arrived, they asked earnestly, ' Is all 
well ?' Then she told them of the wicked 
deed of Sextus, and she said, * If ye be 
men, avenge it.' And they all swore to 
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her, that thejr would avenge it. Then she 
said again, * I am not guilty.; yet moBt I 
too share in the punishment of this deed, 
lest any should think that they may be false 
to their husbands and live.' And she 
drew a knife from her bosom, and stabbed 
herself to the heart. 

*' At that sight her husband and her 
father cried aloud ; but Lucius drew the 
knife firom the wound, and held it up, and 
said, < By this blood I swear that I win 
visit this deed upon King Tarquinins, and 
all his accursed race ; neither shall any 
man hereafter be king in Rome, lest he do 
the Uke wickedness.' And he gave the 
knife to her husband, and to her father, 
and to Publins Valerius. They marvel- 
led to hear inch words from him whom 
men called dull ; but they swore also, 
and they took up the body of Lucretia, 
and carried it down into the forum ; and 
they said, * Behold the deeds of the 
wicked fSsmily of Tarquinius/ All the 
people of Collatia were moved, and 'the 
men took up arms, and they set a guard 
at the gates, that none might go out to 
carry the tidings to Tarquinins, and they 
followed Lucius to Rome. There, too, all 
the people came together, and the crier 
summoned them to assemble before the 
tribune of the Celeres, for Lucius held that 
office. And Lucius spoke to them of all 
the tyranny of Tarquinius and his sons, and 
of the wicked deed of Sextns. And the 
people in their curise took back from Tar- 
quinins the sovereign power, which they 
had given him, and they banished him and 
all his family. Then the younger men fol- 
lowed Lucius to Ardea, to win over the 
army there to join them ; and the city was 
left in the charge of Spurius Lucretius. 
But the wicked Tullia fled in haste f^om 
her house, and all, both men and women, 
cursed her as she passed, and prayed that 
the furies of her Cither's blood might visit 
her with vengeance. 

*' Mean- while Kin^ Tarquinins set out 
with speed to Rome to put down the tu- 
mult. But Lucius turned aside from the 
road that he might not meet him, and came 
to the camp ; and the soldiers joyfully re- 
ceived him, and they drove out the sons 
of Tarquinius. King Tarquinius came to 
Rome, but the gates were shut, and they 
declared to him from the wails the sen- 
tence of banuhment which had been pass- 
ed against bim and his family. So he 
yielded to hb fortune, and went to live at 
Cere with his sons Titus and Aruns. His 
other son, Scztus, went to Gabii, and the 
people there, remembering how he had 
betrayed them to his father, slew him. 
Then the army left the camp before Ardea 
and went back to Rome. And all men 
said, * Let ui follow the good laws of the 



good King Servius ; and let us meet in our 
centuries, according as he directed, and 
let us choose two men year by year to go- 
vern us, instead of a king.' Then the 
people met in their centuries in the field 
of Mars, and they chose two men to rule 
over them, Ludus Junius, whom men call- 
ed Brutus, and Lucius Tarquinius of Col- 



Every classical reader most perceWe 
the object which our author had in 
▼lew. He has in great part translated 
hUy, and he wishes to preserve the 
legend which he has rendered immor- 
tal ; but he is desirous^ at the same 
time» of doing it, as he himself tells 
us> in such a manner that it shall be 
impossible for any reader, even the 
most illiterate, to imagine that he is 
recording a real event. It may be 
prejudice, and the force of early asso- 
ciation, but we can hardly reconcile 
ourselves to this Mosaic mode of writ- 
ing the history of the most remote 
events. Every author's style, to be 
agreeable, should be natiiral. The 
reader experiences a disagreeable feel- 
ing in coming upon such quaint and per- 
haps affected passages, after being habi- 
tuated to the flowing and vigorous style 
of the author. It would be better, we 
conceive, to write the whole in one 
uniform manner, and mark the differ- 
ence between the legendary and authen- 
tic parts by a difference in the type, or 
some other equally obvious distinction. 
But this is a trivial matter, affecting 
onl V the commencement of the work ; 
and ample subject of meditation is sug- 
gested by many facts and passages in 
its later pages. 

We -nave previously noticed the 
decisive evidence which the Cloaca 
Maxima and the treaty with Carthage 
in the time of Tarquiu afford of the 
early greatness of the Koman monarchy. 
But we were not aware, till reading 
Arnold— >even Niebubr has not so dis- 
tinctly brought out the fact — that at the 
time of the expulsion of the Tarquins 
and the commencement of the Repub- 
lic, Home was already a powerful mo- 
narchy, whose sway extended from the 
northern extremity of the Campagna 
to the rocks of Terracina ; and that it 
was then more powerful than it ever 
was for the first hundred and fifly years 
of the Commonwealth I The Koman 
kingdom is compared by Arnold, under 
the last of the Kings, to .Tudea under 
Solomon ; and the fact of a treaty, re- 
corded in Polybius, being in that year 
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concluded with Carthage^ proves that 
the state had already acquired consider- 
ation with distant states. 

** Setting aside," sftys our author, " the 
tynumy ascribed to Tarquiniui, and re- 
membering that it was his policy to de- 
prive the commons of their lately acquired 
citisenship, and to treat them like subjects 
rather than members o£ the state, the pic- 
ture given of the wealth and greatness of 
Judea under Solomon may convey some 
idea of the state of Rome under its latter 
kings. Powerful amongst surrounding na- 
tions, exposed to no hostile invasions, with 
a flourishing agriculture and an active 
commerce, the country was great and 
prosperous ; and the king was enabled to 
execute public works of the highest mag- 
nificence, and to inrest himself with a 
splendour unknown in the earlier times of 
the monarchy." 

But mark the effect upon the exter- 
nal power and internal liberties of the 
nation, consequent on the violent 
change in the Government and esta- 
hiishment of the Commonwealth, as 
portrayed in the authentic pages of 
this liberal historian. 



*' In the first year of the commonwealth, 
the Romans still possessed the dominion 
eigoyed by their kings ; all the cities of 
the coast of Latium, as we have already 
seen, were subject to them as far as Ter- 
racina. Within twelve ifear$, w€ cannoi 
certainly say how much Boouer^ theee were 
all become independent. This is easily 
intelligible, if we only take into account 
the loss to Rome of an able and absolute 
king, the natural weakness of an unsettled 
government, and the distractions produced 
by the king*s attempts to recover his 
throne. The Latins may have held, as 
we are told of the Sabines in this very 
time, that their dependent alliance with 
Rome hadl>een concluded with King Tar- 
quinius, and that as he was king no longer, 
and as his sons had been driven out with 
him, all covenants between Latium and 
Rome were become null and void. But 
it is possible also, if the chronology of the 
common story of these times can be at all 
depended on, that the Latin cities owed 
their independence to the Etruscan con- 
quest of Rome. For that war, which has 
been given in its poetical version as the 
war with Portemia, was really a great out- 
break of the Etmsean power upon the 
nations southward of Etrurla, in Uie very 
front of whom lay the Romans. In the 
very next year after the expulsion of the 
king, according to the common story, and 
certainly at some time within the period 
with which we are now conoeraed, the 
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Etruscans fell upon Rome. The result of 
the war is, indeed, as strangely disguised 
in the poetical story as Chariemagne's in- 
vasion of Spain is in the romances. Rome 
was completely conquered ; all the terri- 
tory which the kings had won on the right 
bank of the Tiber was now lost. Rome 
itself was surrendered to the Etruscan 
conqueror ; his sovereignty was fully ac- 
knowledged, the Romans gave up their 
arms, and recovered their eity and terri- 
tory on condition of renouncing the use of 
iron except for implements of agriculture. 
But this bondage did not last long ; the 
Etruscan power was broken by« great de- 
feat sustained before Aricia ; for after the 
fall of Rome the conquerors attacked La- 
tiunif and while besieging Aricia, the 
united force of the Latin cities, aided by 
the Greeks of Cumie, succeeded in de- 
stroying their army, and in confining their 
power to their own side of the Tiber. 
Still, however, the Romans did not re- 
cover their territory on the right bank of 
that river, and the number of their tribes, 
as has been already noticed, was conse- 
quently lessened by one third, being re- 
duced from thirty to twenty. 

*' Thus within a short time after the ba- 
nishment of the last king, the Romans lost 
all their territory on the Etruscan side of 
the Tiber, and all their dominion over La- 
tium. A third people were their immedi* 
ate neighbours on the north-east, the Sa- 
bines. The cities of the Sabines reached, 
says Varro, from Reate, to the distance of 
half a day's journey from Rome ; that is, 
according to the varying estimate of a 
day's journey, either seventy- five or an 
hundred stadia, about ten or twelve miles.*' 
'* It is oertalo, also, that the first en- 
largement of the Roman territory, after 
its great diminution in the Etruscan war, 
took place towards the north-east, between 
the Tiber and the Anio ; and here were the 
lands of the only new tribes that were 
added to the Roman nation, for the space 
of more than one hundred and twenty 
years after the establishment of the com- 
monwealth." 

Such was the disastrous effects of the 
revolution which expelled Tarquinius 
Superbus, even though originating, if 
we may believe the story of Lucretia, in 
a heinous crime on his part, on the ex- 
ternal power and territorial possessions 
of Rome. Let us next enquire whe- 
ther the social condition of the people 
was improved hy the change, and the 
plebeians reaped those fruits from the 
violent change of the Government 
which they were doubtless led to ex- 
pect. 

'< The most important part**' says Ar- 
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Dold, " in the bifiory of the fint yean of 
the commonwealth if the traciog» if pot- 
sible, the gradual depression of the com- 
mons to that extreme point of misery 
which led to the institution of the tribune- 
ship. We hare seen that immediately 
after the expulsion of the king, the com- 
mons shared in the advantages of the re- 
volution ; but within a fow years we ftnd 
them so oppressed and powerless, that 
their utmost hopes aspired, not to the as- 
sertion of political equality with the bur- 
ghers, but merely to the obtaining protec- 
tion from personal injuries. 

'* The specific character of their de- 
gradation is stated to have been this ; that 
there prevailed among them severe dis- 
tress, amounting in many cases to actual 
ndn ; that to relieve themselves from their 
poverty, they were in the habit of borrow- 
ing money of the burghers i that the dis- 
tress continuing, they became generally 
insolvent ; and that as the law of debtor 
and creditor was exceedingly severe, they 
beoame liable in their persons to the 
cruelty of the bur^rs, were treated by 
them as slaves, confined as such in their 
workhoosee, kept to taskwork, and often 
beaten at the discretion of their task- 



Various were the miseries to which 
the commons were reduced in conse- 
quence of the revdution, and inexor- 
able the rigour with which the nobles 
pressed the advantage the^ had gained 
by the abolition of the kmgly form of 
government. The civil convulsions 
and genera] distress, Dr Arnold tells us, 
terminated in the establishment of an 
exclusive oppressive aristocracy, inter- 
rupted occasionally by the legalised 
despotism of a single individual. 

«< Thus the monarchy was exchanged 
for an eselutioe arittocracjf, in which the 
burghers or patricians possessed the whole 
dominion of the state. For mixed as was 
the influence in the assembly of the cen- 
turies, and although the burghers through 
their clients exercised no small control 
over it, stiU they did not think U safe to 
Intmst it with much power. In the elee- 
tfon of consuls, the centuries could only 
diooae out of a number of patridaa or 
burgher candidates; and even after this 
eleetioB it remained for the burghers in 
their great oouneil in the curi» to ratify 
it or to annul it, by conferring upon, or 
refusing to the persons so eleoted the 
* Imperinm ;* in other words, that sove- 
reign power which belonged to the con- 
suls as the successors of the kings, and 
which, except so far as it was limited 
within the walls of the dty, and a circle of 
one mile without them, by the right of 



appeal, was absolute over life nnd death. 
As for any legislative power, in this period 
of the conunonwealth, the consuls were 
their own law. No doubt the burghers 
had their customs, which in all great points 
the consuls would duly observe, because, 
otherwise on the expiration of their office 
they would be liable to arraignment before 
the curis, and to such punishment as that 
sovereign assembly might please to inflict ; 
but the commons had no such security, 
and the uncertainty of the consul's judg- 
ments was the particular grievance which 
afterwards led to the formation of the 
code of the twelve tables. 

'* We are told, however, that within 
ten years of the first institution of the 
consuls, tMe burghers fnmd it ntetitary 
to ereat* a tingU magiUrate with powers 
still more absolMte, who was to exercise 
the full sovereignty of a king, and cem 
without that single ehech to which the 
hings of Rome had been subbed The 
Master of the people, that is, of the 
burghers, or, as he was otherwise called, 
the Dictator, was appointed, it is true, for 
six months only ; and therefore liable, like 
the consuls, to he arraigned, after the ex- 
piration of his office, for any acts of tyran- 
ny wliich he might have oommitted during 
its continuance. But whilst he retained 
Ins office he was as absolnte without the 
walls of the city as the consuls were 
within them ; neither commoners nor 
burghers had any right of appeal from his 
sentence, although the latter had enjoyed 
this protection in the times of the mo- 
narchy." 

At leneth the misery of the people, 
flowing &om the revolution, became 
so excessive that they could endure it 
no longer, and they took the resolution 
to separate altogether from their op- 
pressors, and retire to the sacred hill 
to found a new Commonwealth. 

** Fifteen years after the expulsion of 
Tarquinius, the commons, driven to de- 
spair by their distress, and exposed with- 
out protection to the capricious cruelty of 
the burghers, resolved to endure their 
degraded state no longer. The particu- 
lars of this second revolution are as un- 
certain as those of the overthrow of the 
monarchy ; but thus much is certain, and 
is remarkable, that the commons sought 
safety, not victory ; they desired to escape 
from Rome, not to govern iL It may be 
true that the commons who were left in 
Rome gathered together on the Aventine, 
the quarter appropriated to their order, 
and occupied the hill as a fortress ; but it 
ia universally agreed that the most effi- 
cient part of their body, who were at thai 
time in the field as soldiers, deserted their 
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generals, and marched off to a hill beyond 
the Anio ; that is, to a spot beyond the 
limits of the Ager Romanas, the proper 
territory of the burghers, but within the 
district which had been assigned to one of 
the newly created tribes of the commons, 
the Crastuminian. Here they established 
themselves, and here they proposed to 
found a new city of their own, to which 
they would have gathered their families, 
and the rest of their order who were left 
behind in Rome, and have given up their 
old city to its original possessors, the 
burghers and their clients. But the 
burghers were as unwilling to lose the 
ienrices of the commons, as the Egyp- 
tians in the like case to let the Israelites 
go, and they endeavoured by every means 
to persuade them to return. To show 
how little the commons thought of gaining 
political power, we have only to notice 
their demands. They required a general 
cancelling of the obligations of insolvent 
debtors, and the release of all those, 
whose persons, in default of payment, had 
been assigned over to the power of their 
creditors ; and further they insisted on 
having two of their own body acknow- 
ledged by the burghers as their protectors ; 
and to make this protection effectual, the 
persons of thone who afforded it were to 
be as inviolable as those of the heralds, 
the sacred messengers of the gods ; who- 
soever harmed them was to be held ac- 
cursed, and might be slain by any one 
with impunity. To these terms the 
burghers agreed ; a solemn treaty was 
concluded between them and the com- 
mons, as between two distinct nations ; 
and the burghers swore for themselves, 
and for their posterity, that they would 
hold inviolable the persons of two officers, 
to be chosen by the centuries on the field 
of Mars, whose business it should be to 
extend full protection to any commoner 
against a sentence of the consul ; that is 
to say, who might rescue any debtor from 
the power of his creditor, if they con- 
ceived it to be capriciously or cruelly ex- 
erted. The two officers thus choseiL re- 
tained the name which the chief officers 
of the commons had borne before,— they 
were called Tribuni, or tribe masters ; but 
instead of being merely the officers of one 
particular tribe, and exercising an autho- 
rity only over the members of their own 
orJcr, they were named tribunes of the 
commons at large, and their power, as 
protectors in stopping any exercise of 
oppression towards their own body, ex- 
tended over the burghers, and was by 
them solemnly acknowledged. The num- 
ber of the tribunes was probably suggest- 
ed by that of the consuls ; there were to 
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be two chief officers of the commons as 
there were of the burgben." 

Thus, all that the Roman populace 
gained by the revolution which over- 
turned the kingly power, was such a di- 
minution of territory and external* im- 
portance as it required them more than 
one hundred and fifly years to recover, 
and such an oppressive form of aristo- 
cratic Government as compelled them 
to take refuge under a dictator, and led 
to such a degree of misery as, eighteen 
years afler the convulsion, made them 
ready to quit their country and homes, 
and become exfles from their native 
land! 

At the close of the third century of 
Rome, and fifly years after the expul- 
sion of the Tarquins, Arnold gives the 
following picture of the external con- 
dition of tne Republic : — 

** At the dose of the third century of 
Rome, the war&re which the Romans 
had to maintain against the Opican na- 
tions was generally defensive ; that the 
.£quians and Volscians had advanced from 
the line of the Apennines and established 
themselves on the Alban hills, in the heart 
of Latium ; that of the thirty Latin states 
which bad formed the league with Rome 
in the year 261, thirteen were now 
either destroyed, or were in the posses- 
sion of the Opicans ; that on the Alban 
hills themselves Tusculum alone remained 
independent ; and that there was no other 
friendly city to obstruct the irruptions of 
the enemy into the territory of Rome. 
Accordingly, that territory was plundered 
year after year, and whatever defeats the 
plunderers may at times have sustained, 
yet they were never deterred from re- 
newing a contest which they found in the 
main profitable and glorious. So greatly 
had the power and dominion of Borne fallen 
since the overthrow of the monarchy,*' 

It was by slow degrees, and in along 
series of contests, continued without 
intermission for two hundred years, 
that the commons recovered the liber- 
ties they had lost from the consequences 
of this triumph in this first convulsion ; 
so true it is, in all ages, that the people 
are not only never permanent gainers, 
but in the end the greatest losers by 
the revolution in which they had been 
most completely victorious. 

The next great social convulsion of 
Rome was that consequent on the 
overthrow of the Decemvirs. The 
success of that revolution operated in 
the end grievously to the prejudice of 
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the commons, and retarded, by half a 
centuiy, the advance of real freedom. 
Every one knows that the Decemvirs 
were elected to re-model the laws of 
the Commonwealth ; that they shame- 
fvdly abused their trust, and constituted 
themselves tyrants without control ; 
and that they were at last overthrown 
by the general and uncontrollable indig- 
nation excited by the injustice of Ap- 
pius to the daughter of Virginius. A 
juster cause for resistance, a fairer 
ground for the overthrow of existing 
authority, could not be imagined; it 
was accordingly successful, and the 
immediate effect of the popular triumph 
was a very great accession of political 
power to the commons . Arnold tells us— 

" The revolution did not stop here* 
Other and deeper changes were effected ; 
but they lasted so short a time, that their 
memory has almost vanished out of the 
records of history. The assembly of the 
tribes had been put on a level with that of 
the centuries, and the same principle was 
followed out in the equal division of 
aU the magistracies of the state between 
the patricians and the commons. Two 
supreme magistrates, invested with the 
highest judicial power, and discharging also 
those important duties which were after- 
wards performed by the censors, were to 
be diosen every year, one from the patri- 
cians, and the other from the commons. 
Ten tribunes of the soldiers, or decemviri, 
chosen five from the patricians and five 
from the commons, were to command the 
armies in war, and to watch over the 
rights of the patricians ; while ten tribunes 
of the commons, also chosen in equal pro- 
portions from both orders, were to watch 
over the liberties of the commons. And 
as patricians were thus admitted to the old 
tribuneship, so the assemblies of the tribes 
were henceforth, like those of the centu- 
ries, to be held under the sanctions of 
angury, and nothing could be determined 
In them if the auspices were unfavourable. 
Thus the two orders were to be made fully 
equal to one another ; but at the same time 
they were to be kept perpetually distinct ; 
for at this very moment the whole twelve 
tables of the laws of the decemvirs received 
the solemn sanction of the people, although, 
as we have seen, there was a law in one of 
the last tables which declared the mar- 
riage of a patrician with a plebeian to be 
unlawful. 

" There being thus an end of all exclu- 
sive magistracies, whether patrician or 
plebeian ; and all magistrates being now 
recognised as acting in the name of the 
whole people, the persons of all were to 
be regarded as equally sacred. Thus the 
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consul Horatius proposed and carried a 
law which declared that, whoever harmed 
any tribune of the commons, any edile, 
any judge or any decemvir, should be 
outlawed and accursed; that any man 
might slay him, and that all his property 
should be confiscated to the temple of 
Ceres. Another law was passed by M. 
Dttillus, one of the tribunes, carrying the 
penalties of the Valerian law to a greater 
height against any magistrate who should 
either neglect to have new magistrates ap- 
pointed at the end of the year, or who 
should create them without giving the right 
of appeal frx>m their sentence. Whosoever 
violated either of these provisions was to 
be burned alive as a public enemy. 

" finally, in order to prevent the de- 
crees of the senate from being tampered 
with by the patricians, Horatius and Va- 
lerius began the practice of having them 
carried to the temple of Ceres on the 
Aventine, and there laid up under the care 
of the Kdiles of the commons. 

" This complete revolution was con- 
ducted chiefly, as far as appears, by the 
two consuls, and by M. Duilins. Of the 
latter we should wish to have some further 
knowledge ; it is an unsatisfactory history. 
In which we can only judge of the man 
from his public measures, instead of being 
enabled to form some estimate of the 
merit of bis measures from our acquaint- 
ance with the character of the man. But 
there is no doubt that the new constitution 
attempted to obtain objects for which the 
time was not yet come, which were re- 
garded rather as the triumph of a party, 
than as called for by the wants and feelings 
of the nation; and therefore the Roman 
constitution of 806 was as short-lived as 
Simon de Montfort's provisions of Oxford, 
or as some of the strongest measures of 
the Long Parliament. An advantage pur* 
sued too far in politics, as well as in war, 
is apt to end in a repulse." 

After a continued struggle of seven 
years, however, this democratic con- 
stitution yielded to the reaction in fa- 
vour of the old institutions of the state, 
and the experienced evils of the new,— 
and another constitution was the re- 
sult of the struggle which restored 
matters to the same situation in which 
they had been before the overthrow of 
the Decemvirs ; with the addition of a 
most important o£Bcer — the Censor, 
endowed with almost despotic power- 
to the patrician faction. This decided 
reaction is thus described^ and the 
inferences dedudble from it fairly 
stated by Dr Arnold. 

** In the following year we meet for th^ 
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lint tiflM whh the Dame of a new p«tri- 
daa magiitraoj, the oenionhlp ; and Nle- 
bnhr saw dearly that the creation of this 
oiBce was cooneoted with the appointment 
of tribunes of the soldiers ; and that both 
belong to what may be called the constitn- 
tion of the year 812. 

<« This constitution recognised two 
points ; a sort of continoation of the prin- 
ciple of the decemrirate, inasmuch as the 
supreme gOTemment was again, to speak 
in modem' language, put in commission, 
and the kingly powers, formerly united in 
the consuls or prvtors, were now to be 
diTided between the censors and tribunes 
of the soldiers ; and secondly, the eligi- 
bility of the commons to share in some of 
the powers thus divided. But the parti- 
tion, even in theory, was far from equal : 
the two censors, who were to hold their 
office for five years, were not only chosen 
f^om the patricians, but, as Niebuhr 
thinks, by them, that is, by the assembly 
of the curifle ; the two quttstors, who judged 
in cases of blood, were also cbosen from the 
patricians, although by the centuries. Thus 
the civil power of the old pnetors was in 
its most important points still exercised 
exclusively by the patricians; and even 
their military power, which was profess- 
edly to be open to both orders, was not 
transmitted to the tribunes of the soldiers, 
without some diminution of its majesty. 
The new tribuneship was not an exact 
image of the kingly sovereignty ; it was . 
not a curule office, and therefore no tri- 
bune ever enjoyed the honour of a tri- 
umph, in which the conquering general, 
ascending to the Capitol to sacrifice to the 
guardian gods of Rome, was wont to be 
arrayed In all the insignia of royalty. 

" But even the small share of power 
thus granted in theory to the commons, 
was in practice withheld ft^m them. 
Whether from the influence of the pa- 
tricians in the centuries, or by religious 
pretences urged by the angurs, or by the 
enormous and arbitrary power of refusing 
votes which the officer presiding at the 
comitia was wont to exercise, the college 
of the tribunes was for many years filled 
by the patricians alone. And, while the 
censorship was to be a fixed institution, 
the tribunes of the soldiers were to be re- 
placed whenever it might appear needful 
by two consuls ; and to the consulship no 
plebeian was so much as legally eligible. 
Thus the victory of the aristocracy may 
seem to have been complete, and we may 
wonder how the commons, after having car- 
ried so triumphantly the law of Canuleios, 
should have allowed the political righU as- 
serted for them by his colleagues, to have 
been so partially conceded in theory, and 
In practice to be so totally withheld. 
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" The explanation is simple, and it is 
one of the most valuable lessons of history. 
The commons obtained those reforms 
which they desired, and they desired such 
only as their state was ripe for. They 
had withdrawn in times past to the Sacred 
Hill, but it was to escape teom intolerable 
personal oppression; they had recently 
occupied the Aventine in anns, but it was 
to get rid of a tyranny which endangered 
the honour of their wives and daughters, 
and to recover the protection of their 
tribunes ; they had more lately still retired 
to the Janiculum, but it was to remove an 
insulting distinction which embittered the 
relations of private life, and imposed on 
their grandchildren, in many instances, the 
inconveniences, if not the reproach of ille- 
gitimacy. These were all objects of uni- 
versal and personal interest; and these 
the commons were resolved not to relin- 
quish. But the possible admission of a 
few distinguished members of their body 
to the highest offices of state concerned 
the mass of the commons but little. They 
had their own tribunes for their personal 
protection ; but curule magistracies, and 
the government of the commonwealth, 
seemed to belong to the patricians, or at 
least might be left in their hands without 
any great sacrifice. So it is that all things 
come best in their season ; that political 
power is then most happily exercised by a 
people, when it has not been given to them 
prematurely, that is, before, in the natural 
progress of things, they feel the want of It. 
Security for person and property enables 
a nation to grow without intemiption ; in 
contending for this a people*s sense of law 
and right is wholesomely exercised ; mean- 
time national prosperity increases, and 
brings with it an increase of intelligence, 
till other and more necessary wants being 
satisfied, men awaken to the highest earth- 
ly desire of the ripened mind, the desire 
of taking an active share in the great work 
of government. The Roman commons 
abandoned the highest magistracies to the 
patricians for a period of many years ; but 
they continued to increase in prosperity 
and in influence ; and what the fathers had 
wisely yielded, their sons in the fulness of 
time acquired. So the English House of 
Commons, in the reign of Edward III., 
declined to interfere in questions of peace 
and war, as being too high for them to 
compass ; but they would not allow the 
crown to take their money without their 
own consent; and so the nation grew, 
and the influence of the House of Com- 
mons grew along with it, till that bouse 
has' become the great and predominant 
power in the British constitution. 

•* If this view be correct, Trebonius 
judged far more wisely than M. Ddlios ; 
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and Um alMUidonMiit of htlf the plebeian 
tribiraethip to the patridaot, in order to^ 
obuin for Uie plebeians an equal share in 
Uie higher magittradet, wonld hare been 
aa really ii^nriotu to the commoni at it 
waa nnwelcome to the pride of the ariato- 
craey. It was resigning a weapon with 
which they were familiar, for one which 
they knew not how to wield. The tri- 
buneship was the foster-nurse of Roman 
liberty, and without its care that liberty 
never would have grown to maturity, 
What evils it afterwards wrought, when 
the public freedom was fully ripened, arose 
l^om that great defect of Uie Roman con- 
stitution, its conferring such extravagant 
powers on all its officers. It proposed to 
check one tyranny by another ; instead of 
so limiting the prerogatives of every nm- 
glstrate and order in the state, whether 
aristocratical or popular, as to exclude 
tyranny f^om all.*' 

Our limits will not admit of any 
other extracts, bow interestiDg soever 
thev may be. Those already made 
will sufficiently indicate the character 
of the work. It is clear that Dr Ar- 
nold, in addition to his well-known 
classical and critical acquirements, pos- 
sesses a discriminating judgment, a re- 
flecting philosophic turn of mind, and 
the power ofgraphic interesting descrip- 
tion. These are valuable qualities to 
any historian: they are indispensable 
to the annalist of Rome, and promise 
to render his work, if continued in the 
same spirit, the best history of that 
wonderful state in the English, perhaps 
in any modern, language. We con- 
gratulate him upon the auspicious 
commencement of his labours; we 
cordially wish him success, and shall 
follow him, with no ordinary interest, 
through the remainder of his yast sub- 
ject, interesting to the student of an- 
cient eyents, and the observer of con- 
temporary transactions. 

There are two points which we 
would earnestly recommend to the 
consideration of this learned author, 
as essential to the success of his work 
as a popular or durable history. 

The first is, to avoid, as much as 
possible, in the text, all discussions 
concerning questiones vexatas, or dis- 
puted points, and give the conclusions 
at which he arrives in distinct propo- 
sitions, without any of the critical or 
antiquarian reasoning on which they 
are founded. These last, indeed, are 
of inestimable importance to the learned 
or the thoughtful. But how few are 
they, compared to the mass of readers I 
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and bow incapable of giymg to any 
historical work any extensive celebn- 
tyl They should be given, but in 
notes, so as not, to ordinary readers, 
to interrupt the interest of the nar- 
rative, or break the continuity of 
thouffht. 

The second is, to exert himself to 
the utmost, and, on every occasion 
which presents itself, to paint, with 
graphic fire, the events, or people, or 
scenes which occur in the course of 
his narrative, and to give all the inter- 
est in his power to the description of 
battles, sieges, incidents, episodes, or 
speeches, which present themselves. 
More even than accuracy of detail, or 
any other more soh'd qualities, these 
fascinating graces determine, with fu- 
ture ages, the celebrity and permanent 
interest of an historical work. What 
is the charm which attracts all ages, 
and will do so to the end of the world, 
to the retreat of the Ten Thousand, 
the youth of Cyrus, the early annals 
of Kome, the Catiline conspiracy, the 
reign of Tiberius, the exploits of Alex- 
ander, the Latin conquest of Constan- 
tinople, the misfortunes of Mary, the 
death of Charies 1. ? The eloquent 
fictions and grapliic powers of Xeno- 
phon and Livv, of Sallust and Tacitus, 
of Quintus Curtius and Gibbon, of 
Robertson and Hume. In vain does 
criticism assaH, and superior learning 
disprove, and subsequent discoveries 
overturn their enchanting narratives ; 
in vain does the intellect of the learned 
few become sceptical as to the facts 
they relate. The imagination is kindled, 
the heart is overcome, and the works 
remain, not only immortal in celebrity, 
but undecaying in influence through 
every succeeding age. Why shoidd 
not history, in modem as in ancient 
times, unite the interest of the romance 
to the accuracy of the annalist ? Why 
should not real events enchain the 
mind with the graces and the colours 
of poetry ? That Dr Arnold is learn- 
ed, all who have studied his admirable 
edition of Thucydides know ; that he 
can paint with force and interest, none 
who read the volume before us can 
doubt. Wliy, then, should not the 
latter qualities throw their brilliant 
hues over the accurate drawing of the 
former ? 

We have already said that we find 
no &ult with Dr Arnold on account of 
his politics; nay, that we value his 
work the more, because, giving, as it 
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promises to do, in the main, a faithful 
account of the facts of Roman history, 
it cannot fail to furnish, from a source 
the least suspicious, a host of facts 
decisive in favour of Conservative 
principles. By Conservative principles 
we do not mean attachment to despo- 
tic power, or aversion to genuine free- 
dom : on the contrary, we mean the 
utmost abhorrence of the former, and 
the strongest attachment to the latter. 
Wc mean an attachment to that form 
of government, and that balance of 
power, which alone can render these 
blessings permanent, — which render 
property the ruling, and numbers only 
the controlling power, — which give 
to weight of possession and intellect 
the direction of affairs, and entrust to 
the ardent feelings of the multitude 
the duty only of preventing their ex- 
cesses, or exposing their corruption. 
Without the former, the rule of the 
people degenerates, in a few years, in 
every instance recorded in history, into 
licentious excess, and absolute tyran- 
ny; without the latter, the ambition 
or selfishness of the aristocracy per- 
verts to their own private purposes the 
domain of the state. Paradoxical as 
it may appear, it is strictly and literally 
true, that the general inclination of ab- 
stract students, remote from a practi- 
cal intercourse with mankind, to re- 
publican principles, is a decisive proof 
of the experienced necessity for Con- 
servative policy that has always been 
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felt in the actual administration of af- 
fairs. Recluse or speculative men be- 
come attached to liberal ideas, because 
they see them constantly put forth, in 
glowing and generous language, by the 
popular orators and writers in every 
age : they associate oppression with 
the government of a single ruler, or a 
comparatively small number of per- 
sons of great possessions, because they 
see, in general, that government is 
established on one or other of these 
bases ; and, consequently, most of the 
oppressive acts recorded in history 
have emanated from such authority. 
They forget that the opportunity ot 
abusing power has been so generally 
afforded to these classes by the expe- 
rienced impossibility of intrusting it to 
any other ; that if the theory of popu- 
lar government had been practicable. 
Democracy, instead of exhibiting only 
a few blood-stained specks in history, 
would have occupied the largest space 
in its annals ; that if the people had 
been really capable of directing affairs, 
they would, in every age, have been 
the supreme authority, and the hold- 
ers of property the dedaimers against 
their abuses ; and that no proof can 
be so decisive against the practicability 
of any form of government, as the fact, 
that it has been found, during six thou- 
sand years, of such rare occurrence, 
as to make even learned persons, till 
taught by experience, bUnd to its ten- 
dency. 
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SONNETS BY THE SKETCHER. 
THOUGHTS. 

Come, living Thougfats — envelope me around 
With your yoluminous Beings— clear away> 
For ye are spirits creative, and ve may 

With your ethereal presence this dark ground 

Beneath, and my unburthenM feet surround 
With th' unfeJt pavement of your golden way, 
T' ascend from out the darkness of Earth's day, 

That to the Mind*s large kingdom wo may bound — 

To reign, if perfect will and knowledge be 
To reign — and aught may reign, but God above ; 
Where Life, in Spiritual conception free. 
Sees all is Beauty, and feels all is Love. 
And, ministering Thoughts, ye come more bright 
Than wings of Angels glistening in their flight. 

THE CONCERT. 

Last eve, a Concert gave me such high pleasure 
As I can ill express — ^not as you think 
In painted Hall — where painted warblers wink 

In ecstasy of some long-dying measure. 

Whose siUy words bequeaUi no sense to treasure. 
But on a primrose bank, and on the brink 
Of a sweet streamlet, whence the pure leaves drink 

Tlicir freshness, lying there in endless leisure. 

I felt the boughs o*ershadow me — and closed 

Mine eyes — and the quick Spirits that haunt the stream. 
Each with his lyre upon my lids reposed — 
Then floating gently broke into mv dream — 
Whence in a bark, moor'd by a golden strand. 
We sailed right merrily to Fairy-land. 



THE GLOW-WORM. 

O Gem, more precious than the thrice-tried ore. 
And jewels that the cavem*d treasuries hold, 
(For what rare diamond ere did life enfold ?) 

Thee at her bridal hour the chaste Earth wore. 
When iEther, her proud bridegroom, came, and o*er 
Heaven^s Archway spread his mantle, gemm'd with gold 
Of Stars in all their glory manifold — 
Yet doem*d £arth*s bosom still adomM more. 

They call thee worm, thy love ungently name. 
Whilst thou, like Hero, lightest to thy nook 

Some bold Leander with thy constant dame. 
Whose Hellespont may be this running brook. 

O let the wise-man- worm his pride abjure. 

And his own love be half as bright and pure ! 

VOL, XUV. NO. CCLXXIV. t 
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THE BEST INFANT-SCHOOL. 

Nature, best Schoolmistress, I love the book 

Thou spreadest m the fields, when children lie 
Round thee, beneath the blessing of the sky. 

Thou biddest some on thy bright pictures look — 
For some thou dost attune the play-mate brook ; 

For thy sole Ushers are the ear and ey«^ 

That give to growing hearts their due supply^ 

And cull sweet tastes from every silvan nook. 

Dismiss thy Infant-school, good Mistress Starch t 
Absolve nor child nor parent from the ties 
That bind with love and duty. Stmt and march^ 
And sing-song knowledge will not make them wise. 
Her scholars little know, but love and wonder more-— 
Nature abhors thy mimic worthless store. 



i tHB SICK DREAM, 

A wintry night t*— my casemetit witii the blast 

Shook ; the thin smoke from the dim hearth upcrept. 

Like dew of slumber, on my lids — I slept. 

Methought my Spirit, to the whirlwind cast, 

Was hurrd to vapoury caverns, thick and vast. 

Through which the scotirgcd ghosts, all howling, swept. 

And forked iightnings pierced them as they passed ; 

And there were angels hid their eyes, and wept. 

I wokO) and op'd my casement, as if there 

Some Spirit escaped for pity moan^ loud. 

No fierce blast enter'd, but a gentle air ; 

And wrathful mutteriiigs ran from cknkl to cloud. 

If well I did, or ill, Hekaowc^h hest 

Who made my after-slumbers calm and blest. 



MAftKONV. 

O wouldst thoM give Ae Masic, let it be 

Now low and soft, in undulating wiodon, 
Now swelling, now subsiding like the Ocean, 
And, like it, wild or gentle, ever free — 
But add no words — for simple melody 
Flows to my heart like an enchanted potion 
From Fairy band — that would expel from mt 
In potency of Lom aU ^oMhly tiotioB. 

O language is not for the Spirits of Air, 

That sing as they awake. They hide ^emaelves 

From speech and unclosed eyes — woaldst thou repair 
To their loved haunts — the woods— the rocky shelves— 

They to thy lute, beside the vovntatn stream) 

Will come to thee in Music and in Dream. * 



THB SOMlieR OF 1838. 

Ye Summer Winds, ye come upon mine ear 
In the vex*d Midnight, more like Spirits unblesty 
That shake the wintry drift — there is no rest. 
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And I am weary of this World of fear ; 

Eclipse bath quenched the beauty of the year ; 
And Danger, in the darkness of the breasts 
Sits breeding Fiends* that from their teeming nest 

Of black suggestions growl their birthdght eheer. 

O^ on green Nature's lap to lay one*s head^ 

And in that quiet hear no more the surge 
Of men, and things, and winds ; l^^ RiTwet*s bed. 

That Argument of Peace doth ever urge 1 
. It will not be — methinks sweet Nature's dead-— 

O come, ye gentler airs, and sing her dii^ge. 



7ATfi£B AND SOtT. 

O check not, thoughtless Parent, ChfldlHKKfs tear ; 
Let him pour out the sorrows of his breast. 
And know that thou, too, feelest them, and best. 

Too soon come hion days, and Iftioughts that sear 

Young Virtue such as his ; Ae Child re^epe— 
That, while his limbs enlarge with man impreet^ 
His little heart grow freely with the rest. 

Nor learn alone one coward lesson — Fear. 

Open thy heart to me, ingenuous Boy I 
And know by thine own tears what *tis to weep. 

By thine own mirth how blessed to enjoy ; 
Truth part thy lips* not niggard Cfluition keep. 

Open thy heart — no narrow door lor Sis» 

But wide> ^* that all t^ Virtues nay rash in." 



NIOHT* 

Mysterious hour, that wrappest mm arouid 
With the dark mantle of ill-boding Night ; 

Thou dost awake within nore gtmhUj bdght 

The Mind's eye to diseem the prisoB groHiMl, 
Where, wiUi far worse thaa iron Icittan bouad— 
Its own sad thoiights_it seeks* yet loathes the aifht» 

What lies between me and yon easement ligh^ 
Blank solitude, invisible^ profowid. 

Yon little beam teUs of a gentle Home, 

Looks that the Night illume* and Love's warm breath — 

Dark is the gulf between us — and this dome 

Of starry Heaven wears now a pall of Death. 

I stand, enclosed in nights and thoughts foileni^— 

But thou wilt beam on me «g«in* swaei Mom 1 



THE BROOK — THS WATSEI OF OOWSOLATlOir, 

Ah I well do I pemember thee* sweet Brook* 
How on thy margin once I did complain. 
When Grief was at my heart* and in my brain ; 

How thou didst pour thy song, tiiat gently shook 
The curious boughs Uiat into thee did look ; 
That sometimes Pity 'twas so B ietimee 'twas Pais* 
And now 'twas changed to prattling mrt agMfi ; 
Now low, lik0 eveiiiiig hyvK freoi iMy bo<^ 
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That Grief has left no trace — ^thy baoka I tread — 
And hear those tones that rise through all thy way^ 

Like Memory's Music from enchanted bed. 
So when some gusty Storm hath passed away^ 

This little Flower uplifts its humbled head> 

In thankful wonder at thy water's play. 

THB LOVEE*S MOONLIGHT. 

I saw a Lover^on his upraised brow 
The Midnight Moon had in sweet token lighted. 
Then knew he that hb absent Love, his plighted, 

Was present — ^in her thought and in her vow. 

Blest Creatures ! whom night-wandering Angels bow 
To blessy and leave the low sunk world .benighted : 

Love knows no Time— for it is ever — Now I 

Love knows no space — for Hearts must live united ! 

Blest Creatures ye^! for Nature*s self doth plot 

Your communing, and levels this terrene. 

And prostrates sdl it holds, as it were not ; 
And lifts her lamp up in the sky serene. 
That both might gaze upon one Heavenly spot. 
And Love alone might live and breathe between. 

THE CONTRAST. 

Ungentle Love wakes Love of gentler mood. 

As tenderest Pity liveth linkM to Pain. 

What else shall soothe the frenzy of the brain ? 
Once I remember on a cliff I stood. 
And gave a name out to the winds. The Wood 

Down the ravine tnoan*d with it to the plain— 

The river bore it onward to the main 
That rollM it back again in every flood. 

It called the Fiends out of the passing clouds. 

As they th* uprooted rocks would on me cast. 
And the dim wood gleamed pale with ghostly shrouds. 
Then Laura came — she smil'd — the Frenzy pass*d. 
She kneerd to me — and laid upon her breast 
My aching head-*and look'd me into rest. 



MIDNIGHT. 

Soft be thy step ! Night, the meek mother, lies 
In the deep bosom of the silent wood. 
Around her nestled all the feather'd brood ; 
The sainted stars, that sentinel the skies. 
Take watchword from the Ri?er Mysteries 
( Wliose streamlets skirt this silvan neighbourhood. 
Tuning their music to their dreamiest mood). 
To sh^ their influence on her deeping eyes. 

So some pale Abbess, in her shadowed ceU — 
While all around her the pure sisters rest- 
Blends in her dreams the oigan*s distant swell 

And bright-eyed Angels hovering o*er her breast. 
Here Hea^nly Peace, and Peace on Earth combine- 
Night be thy piljow too, their guarded shrine. 
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NOvkMBEB. 

She was a lusty maid> to Winter wed^ 
Young Winter^ a fresh bridegroom— yet full soon 
Came Sorrow, ere Hwas half the honeymoon ; 
And gusty Passion stormed — then tears she ^ed — 
And when she fain would smile, she hung her head. 
Overseer Poverty, a surlv loon. 
Knocked at the door, and chilled their sunless noon ; 
Hard was their fare, and harder still their bed — 
Then Winter rigorous was. This ill she brooked. 
And in her pinched consumption, as she bowed. 
The impatient Bridegroom daily on her looked. 
And soon he wrapped her in her snowy shroud ; 
Then, while the winds moaned o'er her lonely grave. 
He sped — and tuned his voice to many a merry stave. 

INFINITY OF ART. 

Siy what is Art? Th* acquirement of a sense 
Discoverable, dormant, iucomplete — 
Poetry, Painting, Music ; do they cheat 
The understanding with false ravishments 
Of things that are not ? No : when man invents 
He but discovers ; and, with favoured feet. 
Walks privileged where Angels pass and meet — 
And bringeth back, as 'twere, the rudiments 
Of their high language, that in perfect state 
Of Being transformed celestial shall be ours ; 
With thorough knowledge to communicate, 
- Though there were neither Eye nor Ear. O Power* 
Illimitable ! — ^'tis but the outer hem 
Of God's great mantle our poor stars do gem. 



Time was that Death and I were bitterest foes. 
And oft I pictured him with noiseless feet 

Threading the busy crowds from street to street. 
While his fell finger touch'd and thinn'd their rows — 

And still the waves of Life did round him close. 
And then the Tyrant left his wonted beat. 
Stealing 'mong children at their play, unmeet 

For his strong grasp — and chiird their vernal rose. 

But now methinks a kinder form he takes— 
The good Physician, bringing anodyne 
For aching hearts — and oft his glass he shakes 
To speed Life's woes, that with the sands combine. 
Now, like a gentle friend, my pillow makes. 
And with soft pressure lays his hand in mine. 
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CASIMIR PERIEa. 



Part II. 



The ordinances of July 1830 did not 
surprise M. Casimir Perier. But 
what would be the conduct of France 
with respect to them ? That was the 
question with him — and he was re- 
solved not to be the leader of the Op- 
position. Was resistance legitimate ? 
Did not the 14th article of the Charta 
of 1830 fully enable the King to re- 
sort to the measures he had enacted ? 
And, were not the intentions of the 
coalition such as to compel Charles X. 
to avail himself of the special powers 
conferred by that article ? Why did 
Charles X. make the ordinances in 
question? To gratify an inordinate 
love of power and domination ? His 
worst enemies do not accuse him of 
that. To carry into effect a long pre- 
meditated attack on the Charta of 
1814, and 6n the constitutional liber- 
ties thereby conferred ? There is no 
evidence to establish such a pre- 
sumption. To gratify the Ultra Ko- 
roanists and the Court ? Charles X. 
was nof the tlupe of that party, though, 
to avoid the infidelity and irreligion of 
the popular leaders, he preferred the 
Roman Catholic ascendency. Did he 
make the ordinances in question with 
the intention of establishing perma- 
nently a new form of Government in 
France ? This is not probable ; and, 
indeed, to the end of his days, the mo- 
narch declared that he was friendly to 
the constitutional form established by 
the Charta. Why, then, did he make 
the ordinances of July ? It was be- 
cause he was satisfied that the Cham- 
ber of Deputies and the Press had 
formed a coalition to overthrow the 
principle of a constitutional govern- 
ment — viz., that of three powers in 
the state, intending to usurp for the 
representative power in the Govern- 
ment the rights which belonged to the 
Chamber of Peers, as well as those 
which belonged to the Crown. It was 
because the monarch believed that 
France sincerely desired a constitu- 
iional monarchy^ and not a sham 
republic — because he believed that 
France was attached to her princes ; 
and because he thought that by taking 
this decision to ^tand against the en- 
croachments of the representative, or 



the hereditary and royal powers of the 
state, he should succeed in restoring 
that equilibrium which even iCasimir 
Perier could not but feel had been de- 
ranged. M. Casimir Perier resolved, 
when the ordinances appeared, on re- 
maining a spectator. He could not 
believe that a Government, making 
such ordinances, and committing such 
measures, was unprepared to defend 
them ; and he had too great a horror 
of civil war to encourage, even by a 
look, any other than what he termed a 
/»/a/ resistance. The ordinances ap- 
peared on Monday. He remained at 
home the whole day, and took no part 
at the meetings of political clubs, 
or even private assemblies. On the 
evening of the second day, Tuesday, 
some young men waited upon him at 
bis house and asked bim to give them 
a sij^al, a drapeau, a word, a sign. 
" What would you do?" he replied; 
*' do you think, then, that the Go- 
vernment, when it made such ordi. 
nances as these, did not propose, first 
of all, the forces to defend them ? And 
have we the thunderbolts of Heaven 
at our command to strike them ? No ; 
those who made the ordinances have, 
doubtless, large forces to defend them ; 
our resistance can only be a legal, be- 
fore the Chambers, the Tribunals, and 
at the Electoral Colleges." Thus, 
from the testimony of Casimir Perier 
himself, it is evident that if the Prince 
de Polignac and his coadjutors had 
taken those steps which it was expect- 
ed they would have done, to defend 
the ordinances they counselled the 
King to make, the ordinances would 
not have been overthrown by an un- 
armed populace, and an arrangement 
would have been made which would 
have secured to the Crown its heredi- 
tary and legal rights, and to the Cham- 
bers their Just but defined privileges. 
But the Ministry that counselled the 
ordinances did not dare to tell the 
King that it was probable they would 
be resisted by brute force. Thus all 
military precautions were omitted — 
t4ie command of the city and the troops 
was left in inefficient hands — a few 
^' proletaires" smd " gamins** swelled 
their ranks — and a mere emeute of 
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journeTmeii prifiters became a revohi- 
tioD! 

As soon as the ordiiiaiiGes appeared^ 
Lafitte and his party sent to all the 
enyirons of Paris, twenty leagues 
ronnd, agents eharged to aseertahi the 
nomber and names of the regiments 
marching to the capital, or within its 
reach. These reports were transmit- 
ted, bj Tarioos means, to the head- 
qnarters of the Rne Lafltte — then the 
Rue d*Artois! These reports were 
fkvourable to the ReTolution. They 
communicated the astounding f^ct that 
no troops of any importance were to 
be found — that the Government had 
left itself to the mercy and sympathy 
of the most democratical popnlace in 
the world — and that the precautions 
taken by the Government were not 
more than those ubich would have 
been taken in the event of some serious 
strike among workmen, or of some 
mobs on account of a scarcity of 
work, or a rise in the price of bread. 

From that moment, f . e, from Tues- 
day evening, when these reports ar- 
rived from many and sure agents, the 
Revolution party resolved on attempt- 
ing a physical resistance. Up to that 
moment it was purely moral. But M. 
Casimir Perier was no party to a phy- 
sical resistance. On the contrary, ne 
waited on the Ministers on Wednes- 
day, endeavoured to prevail on the 
Cabinet to counsel the King to with- 
draw the ordinances, and resorted to 
every wise and honourable measure to 
prevent, if possible, the effusion of 
blood. Wednesday was a day of 
doubt to all parties. The Deputies at 
Paris vainly met, and vainly protested. 
In the evening, some faithful servants 
of the Royal Family waited on Casi- 
mir Perier, and endeavoured to pre- 
vail on him to raise his voice to 
3uell the tumult. He consented to 
so» on one condition, viz. that the 
ordinances were withdrawn. The 
next day his wishes were complied 
with, and he was appointed Prime 
Minister. But the mob had defeated 
the troops— the paving stones had tri- 
umphed over the cannon, and the race 
of Hughes Capet was dethroned by 
the fatal word of the chief of the Re- 
volution, Lafayette, who replied to 
Count D' Argout, «« It is too late,** 

When, on Thursday the 29th July, 
1830, Casimir Perier perceived that 
the army had joined the mob, and that 
the populace was triumphant he rush- 



ed to the pubHe place, be no longer 
remained at home ; ** We must save 
the remains of the monarchy at least,'* 
be ezelaimed ; and by his energy and 
influence he prevented the continuance 
of a civil war. He counselled some 
faithftil, but abandoned battalions, no 
longer to resist, since that resistance 
would be useless. He spoke of a king, 
and a monarchy, when no one else 
€iared to mention the words; and 
when the populace and the revolution- 
ary leaders wished to confer unlimited 
power on the municipal commission, 
he refused to accept the offer which 
was made, and distinctly stated that all 
he shonld do would be purely of a 
municipal character, reserving to the 
electors and the Chambers the right 
of establishing a general Government. 
The last platoon of the royal guards 
had not left Paris before his mind was 
filled with apprehension at the then ap- 
palling state of the country^ It was 
without a Government — ail was anar- 
chy ; and but one thought then filled 
his mind — it was to re-establish order. 
This thought never abandoned him to 
the last moment of his life. He had 
not made the Revolution, and they had 
not sufficiently trusted him. This 
want of mutual confidence had been a 
great evil. Such men as Guizot and 
Perier might have adorned any Go- 
vernment, and their devotion would 
have been as sincere as their counsels 
would have been beneficial. 

Casimir Perier was one of the first 
to recognise the right and the fact of 
a new royalty. Admitted immediately 
into the counsels of the Lieutenant- 
general, and then of the King, he took 
one of the most active parts in the 
decisive acts of that epoch. Presi- 
dent of the Elective Chamber, he pre- 
sented to Louis Philippe the Constitu- 
tional Charta, which he swore to before 
God and his country. But he felt 
that this was but the mere commence- 
ment of hb duties. It was necessary 
to secure the repeal of the old dynasty. 
It was necessa^ to obtain at least the 
non-resistance of France to the Revo- 
lution. It was necessary to re-estab- 
lish and maintain material order, the 
authority of the laws, the action of an 
Administration, and to show to Europe 
something like the form of a Govern- 
ment. Something yet more difficult 
was necessary, for it was essential to 
govern tbia Kevolutiou. The work 
was new in France, and it- appeared 
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impossible ; but Casimir Perier brought 
to it all the power of a yigorous and 
manly mind^ and all the energies of a 
deep and settled^ as well as energetic 
conviction. 

The Revolution of 1830 was re- 
garded by Europe not only with sus- 
picion> but with hate. This was just 
and natural. One Revolution had 
scarcely been closed, and France had 
hardly begun to enjoy the benefits of a 
constitutional and mixed Government, 
when a new abyss opened, and new 
horrors presented themselves to the 
view. The chiefs of that Revolution 
were well known. Their manoeuvres 
had long attracted the attention of the 
Northern Powers. The Governments 
of Europe were not wholly taken by 
surprise, except as to the moment of 
the convulsion, and they were prepa- 
red at once to decide that the watch- 
word should be ** resistance.** This 
word " resistance** was that of Casi- 
mir Perier. He resolved rather to die 
a victim to order than to live the slave 
of anarchy. He determined rather 
to perish on the revolutionary block 
than be linked to the revolutionary car. 
He knew France — ^her first revolu- 
tion — her public men — ^her parties — 
her causes of complaint — her preju- 
dices — ^her aversions. He knew that 
France was wholly unfitted for re- 
publican or popular government, and 
he had suffered too much himself in 
his own proud and independent spirit 
from the despotism of the empire, to 
desire to see re-established the Impe- 
rial regime. He was not, ^erefore, 
at all surprised that the first move- 
ment of foreign powers should be to 
distrust the Revolution, distrust all 
who had been concerned in the Oppo- 
sition, either in or out of the Cham- 
bers, under the Restoration. Yet he 
knew, as far as he was personally con- 
cerned, that he had never desired the 
overthrow of the dynasty of the Bour- 
bons, and had never conspired with 
the Orleanist party, from 1820 down- 
wards, to place that Prince upon the 
throne. He had been a member of 
the Opposition, it was true, but he had 
never belonged to a cabal. Casimir 
Perier, in his early interviews with 
the Lieutenant-Greneral, always direct- 
ed the conversation to the necessity of 
paying more attention to the opinions 
of Europe, and less to those of the 
populace. He was, above all, desir- 
ous that the Revolution of 1 830 should 



be unstained with the blood of inno- 
cent and unoffending victims. No one 
had deplored more sincerely than he 
had done the assassination of Lonis 
XVI. and the butchery of Marie An- 
toinette, and he had a horror of re- 
volutionary scaffolds. He regarded 
the Revolution of 1830 as a great ne- 
cessity, which could only be justified 
by the moderation of its character, by 
the abstinence of its agents from tSl 
sorts of extravagances — by the wis- 
dom of its measures, and the tempe- 
rance of its demands ; and by, in fact, 
showing, by its conduct and conversa- 
tion, that it did not desire to annul 
treaties, to break through engage- 
ments, to disturb neighbours, to plot 
against thrones, to unsettle the minds 
of other people and the institutions of 
other nations, but that its unique ob- 
ject was to establish in France a con- 
stitutional monarchy, with a prince on 
the throne, chosen because he was a 
Bourbon, and because he was a man 
of firm character, energetic mind, and 
resolute habits, having a large family 
of sons to succeed him, and thus to 
establish a new and a permanent dy- 
nasty. 

There can be no doubt that Europe 
viewed with dismay the Revolution of 
1830, and it is as true that nearly all 
the Governments resolved not only to 
resist Propagandism in their own 
states, but likewise to attack and de- 
stroy that spirit and party in France. 
The almost simultaneous movements 
in Belgium, Poland, Germany, and 
on the Spanish frontiers, demonstrated 
to the northern and southern Govern- 
ments of Europe that, whatever might 
be the intentions of such men as Louis 
Philippe, and his servants Casimir Pe- 
rier, M. Guizot, Baron Louis, and the 
Duke de Broglio, those who may be 
said to have made the Revolution of 
1830, to have prepared it and conduct- 
ed it, were also en mesure to carry the 
fire and the sword into all neigh- 
bouring states. They were resolved, 
conte quit coute, on maintaining the 
Revolution the work of their hands, 
and it was for Europe to decide whe- 
ther, to avoid and avert the tremen- 
dous evils of a general confiagration, 
it would consent to the independent 
existence of the new French dynasty. 
It was clear to Casimir Perier that 
Europe would consent to no such 
thing, unless France should first prove 
by her conduct that she had no desire 
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to disturb the GovernmeDts of sur- 
ronnding states. Europe had not dis- 
turbed France^ but France had dis- 
turbed Europe. Europe had no gua- 
rantees to offer to France^ but she re- 
ouired them from her. Europe was 
disposed to listen to proposals — not to 
make them. Casimir Perier felt this. 
He therefore proclaimed the necessity 
for declaring) that France, in making 
her Revolution, had no inlention to vio- 
late existing arrangements, or to break 
existing treaties. How dangerous, 
however, was such a declaration to tho 
throne of Louis Philippe I for her Bar- 
ricades had hardly been removed — 
the populace was still in arms, and 
** Vive la Polog^e I" was the cry from 
the Manche to the Pyrenees. 

The real revolutionary party in 
France desired sincerely and truly an 
European war. This they did not 
conceal. They only wished for a pre- 
text for the re-enactment of 1793. 
But there was another party scarcely 
less dangerous, though somewhat less 
wicked. It was a party which, in or- 
der to defend the Revolution of 183a 
from foreign attack, maintained that 
it was indispensable *' to carry the 
war into the enemy's country." This 
party required that Mina and Valdez 
should be encouraged to get up a civil 
war in the Basque Provinces, in order 
to divert the attention of Spain from 
France. That the cause of the Poles 
should be defended, in order to occupy 
the attention of Russia and Prussia. 
And that the Italians should be aided 
in their attempts to free themselves 
from Austrian Governments, and that 
the Governments of the Duke of Mo- 
dena, the Duchess of Parma, and of the 
Papal States, should be overthrown. 
This was called by Lamarque, Ck>nstant) 
Lafayette, Lafitte, and the whole of 
the revolutionary party, ** The system 
of self-defence ;" and Casimir Perier 
was invited to adopt it. But the in- 
vitation was not listened to, and Casi- 
mer Perier replied, ** La paix est pos- 
sible, et le moyen de la maintenir est 
que la France soit calme et son gou- 
vemement regulier, si la guerre doit 
suscitcr Tanarchie, k plus forte raison 
Tanarchie enfanterait la guerre. Que 
la France reprime les soup^ons, les 
ressentimens ; les alarmes d*un patrio- 
tisme ombrageux ; la paix depend de 
sa sagesse, et la politique qui la pacifie 
au-d^ans, est aussi la seule qui la ga- 
rantisse au dehors. Defensive et 
conservative^ tels doivent etre les 
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caract^res de la Revolution en France^ 
comme en Europe.'* 

This policy was the only one which 
was suitable to the Monarchy of the 
7th August. The very first day it 
was the secret policy of the Duke of 
Orleans. But what obstacles were 
there not to vanquish I What preju- 
dices to overcome, or even to gratify I 
And still more, what illusions to dis- 
sipate ! Those who made the Revo- 
lution of 1830 were perpetually ex- 
cldming, " The Revolution of 1830 
will make the circuit of the world 1" 
and the frontiers of France were al- 
ready, in imagination, transported to 
the Rhine and the Alps — to Savoy 
and the Rhenish Provmces ! The 
crown of Belgium was to be placed on 
the head of the Duke de Nemours, and 
the throne of Greece to be offered to the 
Duke d'Aumerle, the Prince de Join- 
ville, or even to the baby boy, the Duke 
de Montpensier. The treaties of 1814 
were to be torn to pieces as waste pa- 
per — a new division of Europe was to 
be made by France — and we heard 
every morning, from the National^ the 
Tribune, and even from the Courier 
FrangaiSf "ies rots s*en vont,*^[h policy 
so directly opposed as was that of 
Louis Philippe and of Casimir Perier to 
these views and these wishes could not 
the^ be put into practice without a 
counter-revolution, and could not be 
proclaimed without the most imminent 
danger. Many repelled such a policy 
without understanding it, and many 
more desired its success, without dar- 
ing to hope for it. Though it was the 
only reasonable and the only truly 
French policy, yet it was not the mo- 
ment to proclaim it. DoubUess, the 
inmost thoughts of all reasonable men 
were in its favour, but, at any rate, it 
did not appear on the surface of public 
opinion. The smoke of the Barricades 
still covered the country, and the ru- 
mours and noise of a passing opinion 
appeared to the ignorant to be as the 
echo of the cannon of the Hotel do 
Ville. 

This line of policy, adopted in the 
first Council of Ministers of the new 
King, often prevailed. It inspired wiso 
measures and excellent speeches, but 
in the state of uncertainty in which it 
was placed, it was often obliged to 
make concessions, as it frequently had 
to submit to sad disappointments. 
The exigencies of foreign powers be- 
came necessarily gpreater in proportion 
as the revolutionary party appeared to 
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gain ground, and tho Ministry of the 
7th of August, 1836, was overthrown! 
Whilst member of that Cabinet, M. 
Perier made known, on various and im- 
portant occasions, his firm and unchang- 
ing convictions; but he preserved a 
great degree of reserve on ordinary mat- 
ters — satisfied in his own mind, that the 
time had not come when it would be 
either prudent or practicable to pro- 
claim, insist on, and enforce a Con- 
servative policy. His retreat from 
office exalted the apprehensions of Eu- 
rope and the alarms of wise and mo- 
derate men. He was surrounded, con- 
sulted, looked up to — his wisdom in- 
sured him respect — his popularity with 
the middling classes caused him to be 
consulted. " II n^ est pas temps ; c'est 
trop tot ; sachez attendre^* — he repeat- 
ed day after day to those who urged 
him to come forward, and to make a 
stand against the hurly-burly, confu- 
sion, agitation, and next to anarchy 
which prevailed. The Ministry of tJie 
2d November, 1830, with M. Lafitte 
at its head, was formed, and M. Casimir 
Perier became once more the Presi- 
dent of the Chamber of Deputies. 
Soon after the Revolution, he had ced- 
ed these functions to M. Lafitte. He 
now returned to them — and the Cham- 
ber was as much in need of his reso- 
lution as was the Cabinet itself. 

The Lafitte Ministry was feebleness 
personified It wished, or professed 
It wished, for the Monarchy and for 
peace, but it knew not how to enforce 
the conditions of peace or of the Mon- 
archy. How could it 1 For M. La- 
fitte, the revolutionist banker and con- 
spirator, to have proclaimed himself a 
Conservative would have been too 
preposterous ; so he took to tricking, 
but it did not succeed. When does 
it ? All the wisdom and prudence of 
Louis Philippe and of the Duke de 
Broglie were necessary to avoid a 
rupture with Europe — for every day 
some new occasion was offered for an 
open war. France was ignorant of 
her peril. She imagined that because 
she aid not really desire war, therefore 
that the Propagandism of her parties, 
and the conspiracies of her revolution- 
ary leaders, were but of little import- 
ance. She forgot that example is 
dangerous, more dangerous than pre- 
cept ; and she did not perceive that 
public opinion wa^ all at sea — that 
the state vessel was without a pilot- 
that there was mutiny on board-^and 
^at the Chambers did not dare to say 



to the Hevolntion, Hitherto thou hast 
proceeded, but thou shalt proceed no 
further. Still, some discussions of an 
important character had brought the 
two opposing systems before the coun- 
try, and yet the Ministry hesitated 
what course to take. Casimir Perier 
presided over these debates with an 
infiexible severity. His face was pale 
and sad. He saw the cloud In the 
horizon. He knew that the storm 
would be terrible — but he resolved, 
when the proper moment came, that 
he would face it. 

The evil increased. He witnessed 
its progress, yet he still decided that, 
though it was time to expose, tho 
moment had not arrived to combat it. 
During four long months he watched, 
night and day, the progress of the evil, 
and his mind was perpetually occupied 
with the Question. He saw that 
France had still her illusion^ — that 
still they were too near the noise of 
the Revolution to hear the small still 
voice of peace and of order — and in 
the long conversations he had with a 
small number of friends, he always 
led the discussion to this question, and 
spoke with the anxious tone of a man 
who deliberated on the salvation of 
his country, and on the glory of her 
name. To those who pressed him to 
act — to make a stand, and not to suf- 
fer the Revolutionary party to proceed 
further, he always replied, ** // est trop 
tot, k temps nest pas venu,** Often 
did he refuse to his political friends at 
the Chamber of Deputies, when pre- 
sident, the permission to speak on iu- 
significaut subjects, lest, through such 
debates, the great and decisive ques- 
tion should be prematurely, and, thore- 
fore, injuriously discussed at the public 
tribunal. I^meute after emeute took 
place, but the Lafitte Ministry had 
disposed of the fate of the ex- Mi- 
nisters of Charles X., and this terrible 
affair was heard and decided. At length 
the moment approached when it be- 
came indispensable to know whether 
France was to be governed by Paris 
mobs in the streets, composed of anar- 
chbts, thieves, and ** proletaires,** or 
whether there were to be a regular 
throne, regular laws, a regular go- 
vernment, a regular army, and the 
institutions at last promised by tho 
Revolution and Cbarta of 1 830. The 
subject could admit of no longer delay, 
and the emeute of the 13th of Febru- 
ary, 1831, decided the question. 
The Emeute of 13th February, 1831, 
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was of a ntlnre to open erm a most 
friendly eye to the weakness of the 
Lafltte Adndnistration. Some depu- 
ties resolyed to speak out to the 
Chamber, and to excite it from its 
apparent and false security. M. Gui- 
zot attacked the Ministry from the 
Triboncy and the Ministry repHed 
by announcing an early dissolution of 
the Cabinet. The fall of the Lafltte 
Administration was one of the greatest 
blessings erer conferred on France or 
on Europe. Whilst it boasted of its 
pacific and moderate intentions, it en- 
couraged the hopesi and raised tlie 
expectations of the ultra- Liberal party. 
Whilst it affected independence and a 
great love of national honour, it was, 
like the Melbourne Administration, 
the slave of a faction, and the ally of 
rcTolutionists. Whilst it gave daily 
and solemn promises to the ambassa- 
dors of foreign powers that it desired 
to cultivate the best possible under- 
standing with the Governments they 
represented, it at the same time encou- 
raged secretly the hopes of the Poles 
without meaning to bdp them ; told 
the French party in Belgium that it 
was convinced that the union of that 
province with France was the only 
means of putting for ever at rest the 
agitations of the Low Countries ; sup- 
plied means to the Spanish Libei^s to 
carry on their political intrigues and 
their border insurrections ; kept the 
Italian refiigees in a state of suspense, 
sometimes encouraging and at other 
times diseouraging them ; and, in one 
word, preached peace, but encouraged 
war — preached order, and yet was the 
author of anarchy. 

Casimir Perier neither excited nor 
restrained those who took the lead in 
their subversion of a Government of 
chibs, emeutes, and mob dominion. 
He felt that the time was at hand, but 
he thought the moment had scarcely 
arrived ; he resolved not to undertake 
the task of gt)veming without having 
at least reasonable chances of success. 
He did not desire office for the sake 
of its glitter or show ; he had more 
ambition than that. Naturally an 
enemy of disorder — profoundly attach- 
ed to all ideas of authority — of subor- 
dination — of respect — inaccessible to 
speculative illusions — full of contempt 
and irony for the politics of romancers 
and poets — he saw with some severity 
and some disgust the agitations of 
modem society, and, above all, that 
feverish, unhealthy, irritable state de- 



veloped by the Revolution of 1830. 
He feh, ^en, neither joy nor happi- 
ness when he saw the day arrive for 
him to seize the reins of Govern- 
ment! bnt casting on his country a 
firm but a sad look of distrust and 
sorrow, he accepted the mission with 
the sentiment of a man who has a 
great duty to perform — with the dis- 
trust of a mind chagrined, but with 
the courage of a great and noble 
heart. 

March 13, His oelebratedMinistnrof 
1 83 l,was no hasty combination. Before 
forming it, he was resolved to know the 
real state of the poKce, the finance, 
and the diplomacy of the country. 
He saw and conferred with the former 
Council ; he deliberated a long time 
before he declared his resolution ; he 
really and truly hesitated more than 
once, and he did not consent to be 
chief of the Cabinet till he had sounded 
well all the questions, resolved, at least 
in principle, all the difficulties, and 
examined profoundly all the repug- 
nances, as well as all the objections. 
He vnshed that, from the moment the 
Ministry should be named, it should 
begin to act. Unity — an entire, and 
well-based, and well-considered unity 
was that which he regarded as indis- 
pensable. The difficulty was gieat 
to bring all together to one way of 
thinking and to one system of action, 
bnt yet he succeeded ; and when he 
saw the Ministry ready to be formed 
and to act, he received from the hand of 
Louis Philippe the commission to unite 
the proposed members into a Cabinet. 
He was one of those who would not 
consent to accept the confidence of a 
prince without being assured that he 
possessed the means of rendering him- 
self worthy. The situation of Franco 
when Casimir Perier accepted office 
and formed his Ministry was most 
deplorable. She had no ally but Eng- 
land ; she had no public opinion ; her 
finances were in a most melancholy 
situation ; her public credit was gone ; 
her trade and commerce were in a state 
of ruin ; her manufactories were clos- 
ed ; her nobility were emigrating, or 
selling their properties and funds and 
converting all Into ready money ; her 
metropolis was daily exposed to the 
agitation of street emeutes and insur- 
rections in the public place ; her poli- 
tical and revolutionary clubs were in- 
creasing every week, and were de- 
manding new concessions every day ; 
her press insulted the throne, t»"* 
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altar, and the privileged classes — 
preached anarchy and leyelling in broad 
day ; and, whilst the ambassadors of 
foreign powers were insulted in their 
hotels, the clergy were thrown into 
the Seine, or hunted down like wild 
beasts when they appeared in public. 
The working classes necessarUy suf- 
fered much from this sad state of de- 
pression, misery, and anarchy. The 
Propagandist party urged them to pil- 
lage — and the modern Robespierrian 
demagogies counselled the sans cu- 
lottes to proceed to the Faubourg St 
Germain and rob the hotels of the 
absent nobility— or hang those they 
might find at the next lamp-posts. 
There was no cry heard but for a gene- 
ral war, and those who dbcouraged this 
notion were stigmatised as traitors and 
scoundrels. We remember to have 
witnessed in Paris the emeute of 1 3th 
February, 1831, and to have asked 
some of the leaders the objects they 
had in view ; but they could give no 
other account of their principles and 
wishes than '* ii faut la guerre*^ 
** War 1 War I" was their only cry — 
but it was war to the cottage as well 
as to the throne — ^war to the altar as 
well as to the home — and war to all 
who possessed, on the part of those 
who did not. 

The policy of the Cabinet of the 
13th of March was the natural policy 
of the monarchy of 1830 — but it was 
never recognised nor proclaimed till 
Casimir Perier undertook to do so. 
Oh, how loud was .that howl which 
proceeded from all parts, when Casi- 
mir Perier proclaimed that the policy 
of his Adminbtration would be '^ peace, 
liberty, and public order !*' His true 
merit was, not that of having discover- 
ed the system, for from the moment 
Louis Philippe was named King he 
declared he would adopt no other ; 
but Casimir Perier was the first Mi- 
nister who proclaimed that these were 
his intentions— he was the first who 
said, <' Mine shall be a system of re- 
sistance ** — not a negative policy, but 
a policy of action; he was the first 
who gave that tone of authority which 
is so necessary to a Government, and 
which commands confidence. He 
was the first wha rallied round the 
Government not only the interests, but 
the convictions and devotedness of the 
middling classes, and assured, to the 
cold and chilling system of repression 
and counter-revolution, the support 
pf the convictions, and even of the 



enthusiasm of all thinking and ener- 
getic men. It was at a moment of 
peril like that we have described, 
that Casimir Perier, renouncing the 
ease of a brilliant position, and of 
an untouched popularity, delivered 
himself up, without illusions, sacri- 
ficing all his ease and all his popu- 
larity at once, to the perfidy and 
menaces of all the factions then so 
powerful and sanguinary — ready to 
defend his cause against the authors 
of the Revolution — not underrating 
any obstacle or peril — but rather re- 
garding the horizon as more charged 
and more black than even was the 
case. He was indeed superior, but 
not insensible to calumny and injus- 
tice. He knew and felt that to go- 
vern France then, was to renounce all 
repose, all security, all ease ; and yet, 
though his health was most frail, and 
his constitution most feeble, be en- 
tered the arena — ay, and by no means 
certain of victory. He regarded the 
Revolution of 1830 as a most danger- 
ous experiment. He knew that that 
experiment must fail if any other po- 
licy were adopted than that which he 
proposed, but ne was by no means cer- 
tain that even that policy would suc- 
ceed. He was also no theorist. He 
had not, therefore, the consolation de- 
rived by some men from a belief in 
abstract principles. He had no great 
confidence in political friends, and 
none in political partisans. He en- 
deavoured to imagine that he should 
be deserted by all, and even conduct- 
ed as a victim to some revolutionary 
orgies, to be offered up as a sacrifice 
to their mad and brutal passions ; and 
all this he realised in his own mind ; 
and yet, with all these motives for re- 
nouncing, instead of accepting tho 
terrific duties of Prime Minister at 
that moment, he accepted the com- 
bat, feeling, as he was, the only man 
who at that moment could stand in 
the breach. Nor must it be forgot- 
ten that at the palace and the court 
Casimir Perier had some personal 
eneoaies. He was proud, haughty, 
domineering ; had strong passions 
and strong dislikes; and was resol- 
ved to be a real bona fide Presi- 
dent of the Council, presiding himself 
over all the meetings of the Cabinet, 
and not allowing Louis Philippe to 
continue his favourite system of pre- 
siding himself. He was williog to 
undertake all his responsibility of an 
undivided presidentship, but he saw 
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resolved that it should be imdi- • 
yided. 

When Casimir Perier took office^ 
the approaching dissolution of the 
Chamber of Deputies^ rendered essen- 
tial by the fact of the Revolution of 
1830« was likewise unfavourable to 
the developement of his system. Who 
could predict what a new Chamber 
mightsaj, think, and decide? The press 
— the dubs — ^the schools — the young 
and ardent portion of thearmy and Na- 
tional Guards, were all opposed to the 
system of " peace, liberty, and public 
order.** Their cry was still for war. 
The whole of the west of France was in 
a state of agitation. The question of 
Belgium was So whoUy undecided, 
that the question of peace or war was 
still in suspense. Poland still fought 
valiantly with broken swords. Nearly 
all the press excited daily the warlike 
dispositiotis of the lower orders — and 
by degrees all France had become in- 
oculated with the mania for war. It 
became necessary then to give confi- 
dence to Europe, without abandoning 
the new French dynasty; to satisfy 
France, without allowing her pas- 
sions to be gpratified ; and to bring one 
party to resign itself to the Revo- 
lution of 1830, as understood by 
the conservateura^wad to bring the 
other to be contented with the simple 
change of dynasty, and with the revi- 
sion of a few of the articles of the 
Charta of 1814. Yet Casimir Perier 
had to falfil the promises made by the 
Charta of 1830 ; and deeply did he 
regret one of those promises, viz. the 
destruction of the Hereditary Peerage. 
He had also at once to show to Europe 
that he did not fear war whilst he of- 
fered peace ; and that the sword was 
at his side whilst the olive-branch was 
in his hand. And in the midst of all 
these difficulties he was surrounded 
every where by distrust — for no mind 
was confiding — every where bv un- 
certunty — for no one was satisfied. 
He had but one idea, one reply, to 
oppose to all this — and that was 

'* Je veux la paix, et je ne veux que la 
Charter 

In other words, he insisted that the 
monarchy of 1830 should be, and 
shoidd also be considered, as a defini- 
tive and reg^ular Government " Wis- 
dom and pride,*' s^d Canmir Perier, 
** should be inscribed on the banner 
of our national Revolution.** 
Bat that irblcb be »aid^ it was ne- 



cessary also for him to prove. In 
politics a system is not every thing. 
The system should be reasonable and 
wise ; but it is the execution of that 
system which assures to it success, 
which constitutes its glory. What 
did M. Perier bring along with him 
in support of the system which he pro- 
claimed ? One only thing — but it was 
a great one — the security ofiered to 
France b^ his own character. M. 
Perier said at the Tribune, " Pour 
garder la paix an dehors, comme pour 
la conserver an dedans, U ne faut 
peut-etre qu*une chose — c*est que la 
France soit gouvem^e.** 

Under the preceding Adminbtra- 
tions France had often asked, <' Where 
is the Government ?** And echo an- 
swered, «* Where?" But with Casi- 
mir Perier the question could be put 
no longer. France soon knew, and 
soon felt, that she was governed in- 
deed. 

On one occasion an old friend of 
himself and of his family, attached 
to the cause of Bonaparte, and be- 
lieving that the Government of Na^ 
pole<m II. was practicable, attack- 
ed, in no very measure terms, the 
President of the Council, in his pri- 
vate dressing-room, to which he was 
always admitted at an early hour 
in the morning. *' M. Perier,*' said 
the Bonapartist, " your system can- 
not stand — all France is opposed to 
you — you are only supported by the 
bankers and capitalists of the Bourse 
—.your system is selfish, pecuniary, 
disgraceful to France — and anti-na- 
tional ; France requires the old frac- 
tions of the empire — ^the destruction 
of the treaties of Vienna — the eman- 
cipation of the people of Europe, who 
are her natural aJlies — and not Uie 
kings of ibis continent, who can never 
sympathise with the Revolution of 
1830. Your system cannot last*' 

To all this he replied, «< The France 
you know is the France of the kennels, 
of the gutters, of the dregs of society, 
of the mob, of the clubs, of the schools; 
beardless boys, indolent vagabonds, 
and dissatisfied speculators. The 
France Which supports my system 'is 
opulent France, industrious France, 
honest and laborious France — ^well- 
principled France, which loves order 
as well as liberty, and peace better 
than conquest. We shall see which 
France will prevail. If yours shall 
succeed, do not imagine you will stop 
At ^yea the terrorism of 1793— yoa 
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will go beyond that. The social re- 
Tolution you will then witness will 
exceed all the anarchy yet witnessed 
on the earth. If my France shall suc- 
cced, you will see the Revolution of 
1830 every where respected and looked 
up to-*our new dynasty confided in 
and honoured — peace and order suc- 
ceed to the present state of incipient 
anarchy — and France will have gained 
all she proposed by the Revolution of 
July.'' 

To this prediction the Bonapartlst 
replied^ that the system of Casimir 
Perier would lead back France to the 
institutions of the Restoration ; and 
that» if plans and policy should suc- 
ceedy France would soon have no 
more liberty than she enjoyed under 
die reigns of Louis XVIII. and 
Charles X. His answer to this obser- 
vation was truly characteristic 

'* More liberty than under the Re- 
storation ! More freedom than under 
thereignsof Louis XVIII. and Charles 
X. I Why, you do not know what 
you talk about ; no ! tell your party .*-•> 
yonr Imperialists — your Republicans 
— tell them all, that if I live, they shall 
weep tears of^bLood to have back again 
the liberti^ of the Restoration ! Dur- 
ing no period of the history of Franoe, 
lias so great a degree of liberty been 
cigoyed as during that portion of her 
existence. Take you back to the Re- 
storation ! ah, indeed I should be 
happy, happy beyond expression, if I 
could ever hope again to see France 
as free, as prosperous, as blessed as 
she was under the Restoration I " 

The Booapartist could say nonoore. 
Tills was the system of Casimir Pe- 
rier, and he summed up all by say- 
ing, << Je veux la paix, et je ne veux 
quo la Charte." 

It would be AS unneoessary as it 
would be tedious to recount all tlie 
facts of his powerful and wise admi- 
nistration. It was conceived and di- 
rected by himself— and its ol^ject was 
clear and precise. At the commence- 
meat it astonished even those whom 
it satisfied. Even those who desired 
most ardently its success were so^- 
tical as to its duration. Those who 
wero in heart republicans still aiffected 
to love the new monarchy, and to de- 
sire its strength. For it must not be 
forgotten that, even after the defeated 
emeute of the Uth Jidy, 1631, the 
Republicans had not raised the stand- 
ard of the Republic. They still vow- 
0d their attachment to the dynasty of 



Orleans, and thdr apprehensions lest 
the policy of M. Perier should be un- 
favourable to its existence. The Con- 
servatives themselves could not believe 
in the possibility of their own success. 
It was too good to be true. Some 
even said, *' that he carried resistance 
too far;" and many a time was he 
obliged not only to attack the hydra 
of anarchy and Propagandism, but al- 
so to devote a portion of each day to 
encourage his timid though sincere 
followers. 

The elections of 1831 afforded a 
great scope for the exercise of his 
energy and talents. He derived vast 
assistance from the advice of M. Gui- 
zot, and both publicly and privately 
acknowledged it to the end of bis life. 
The struggle was desperate between 
wisdom and passion, false patriotism 
and real love of country ; between the 
love of giory in the French character, 
and the rising desire for peace; be* 
tween the enthusiasm and fanaticism 
of the mob, and the calm and digni- 
fied love of rational liberty of the su- 
perior and middling classes. When 
the Chamber met, it was unknown to 
itself as it was to the Government. 
Its new members arrived^ and many, 
many of its old^nes too — ^with all their 
suspicions, all the doubts, and misgiv- 
ings of the country, and with all its il- 
lusions. The old Liberal party was 
there with all its exigencies, though it 
confided in its own patriotism, and was 
willing to find a guide and a comman- 
der. During the Restoration, the old 
Liberal party bad been too much a 
party, and too little a principid. This 
Casimir Perier knew — this he felt, — 
and this he deplored. No one pro- 
fessed more formally than he did the 
constitutional necessity of a bond of 
union between the Chamber and the 
Ministry ; but no one held in more 
profound contempt that ambiguous 
policy which gave out that each mea- 
sure and each law must be judged of 
isolately, without paying any attention 
to the necessities of die Government^ 
and the wants of the majority. When, 
then, the Deputies of 1831 elected M. 
Lafitte, the chief of the last Cabi- 
net, Pre^dent of the Chambeiv Cxst- 
MiR PERisa gave in his restgnation ; 
and, but for the unexpected attack 
made by the King of the Pays Bas 
on the rebel province of Belgium, this 
eminent statesman had resolved to leave 
office. That was a moment of pro- 
found danger for the new Frenoh dy- 
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nasty. If Casimir Perier had not con- 
sented to remain, a war with Europe 

wouldy apparently at least, haTe been 
inevitable. How great was the anx- 
iety of the king and of the Conserva- 
tive interests of the country during 
that moment of uncertainty. How 
loud was the laugh of joy and detision 
when the name of Lafitte came out 
of die ballottiog urn with a majority 
for him as President of the Chamber 
of Deputies I The majority was but 
ONE — but Casimir Perier was no Lord 
Melbourne or Count MoW. He un- 
derstood the principle of a minority in 
the Chamber of Deputies very differ- 
ently to them ; he acted on the princi- 
ple which decided the Duke of Wel- 
lington, when he resigned power be- 
cause a majority of three was against 
him- But the mirth and the satisfac- 
tion of the ultra- Liberal party was of 
short duration. Casimir Perier con-" 
sented to remain in power, notwith- 
standing the defeat he sustained at the 
Chamber, or at least he consented to 
make another trial of the new Depu- 
ties. His decision was a wise one. 
The joy of the Revolutionary party at 
the momentary defeat of Casimir Pe- 
rier was a lesson to the Chamber it- 
self; and when it read in the columns 
of the Revolutionary prints the invec- 
tives poured forth against the Conser- 
vative policy of that statesman, and 
the curses heaped upon him when he 
consented to make another trial of 
the Chamber, the Deputies hesitated 
no longer. A majority, then, frank, 
loyal, and decided, rallied round the 
Conservative drapeau, and from that 
moment no Minister was ever sup- 
ported by a more compact and decided 
majority. But still the Opposition 
both within and without the Chamber 
was formidable and numerous. Still 
the most dangerous theories were pro- 
mulgated in the most seductive forms, 
and it was not only necessary to de- 
fend against calunmtons attacks and 

. gloomy predictions a line of policy not 
yet in full operation, and the success 
of which was necessarily slow, if not 
even fknibtful ; but it was also essen- 
tial to prove to those who loved a ra- 
tional liberty, that to regulate is not 
to stifle it — that to keep it within 
bounds is not to crush it — and that 
resistance is not treason. This was 
the task which every day Casimir 
Perier had to recommence with pas- 
sion, ardoui:, and conviction, day after 
day of a laborious session. M« Gul< 



zot was one of his principal supporters 
in this Herculean combat, and some 
effective aid was also supplied by M. 
Dupin. Many a day during this ses- 
sion will be noted in the Parliament- 
ary annals of France ; but none more 
so than when the debate arose on the 
" ordre du join motive." Warsaw 
had fallen, and its fall had produced 
a profound impression in France. All 
the fractions oi the Opposition united 
to avail themselves of this event, and 
to convert it into instruments of ven- 
geance, revolt, and war. Paris had a 
sad and menacing aspect — tumultuous 
mobs appeared. One of them sur- 
roimded and wished to insult M. Pe- 
rier himself. They spoke of marching 
against the Tuileries — of marching 
against the Chambers; and at the same 
time the question of Poland — i. e,, 
the question of war or of peace — was 
brought under the attention of the 
Chamber. This was the sitting of 
the 21st of September. M. Perier, 
however, triumphed, and tlie peace of 
the world was decided by a majority 
of one hundred and sixteen. We say 
advisedly, " The peace of the worldr 
For if ttiat day M. Casimir Perier 
had not triumphed, an uiilversal war» 
a war of principles, a revolutionary 
war, must have followed, which would 
have reproduced the ensemble of the 
war of the Conventiooy as well as the 
war of Napoleon. 

From the moment that Casimir Pe- 
rier had assured so formidable a ir.a- 
jority for his system of peace, he 
marched with firmness in the course 
he had chalked out. His conferences 
with foreign ambassadors were fre- 
quent. His nu>ming walks with Count 
d'Appony, in. a garden close to the 
Bois de Boulogne, were discovered. 
There he endeavoured to convince the 
diplomatist, and through him all Eu- 
rope, that tho intendons of the new 
dynasty were essentially Conserva- 
tive; i^nd whilst Prince Talleyrand 
pledged himself in London for the 
truth of this deolarati4«, the whole of 
the policy, as well as the assurances 
of M. Perier at Paris, guarantee*d 
the truth and accuracy <^ both their 
statements. 

At last one year passed away, and 
M. Perier beheld himself, on the 1 8th 
March, 1832, still the leader and chief 
of the Conservative Administration of 
the former year. This was a great 
triumph. Twelve months of existence 
to a Ministry at such an epoch, was la 
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itself next to a miracle. A mtgority 
now existed, most compact and reso- 
lute, on all political questions. 

The army had been tried at Lyons, 
and had proved itself faithful, raris 
was devoted to the ideas of order and 
Conservatism. The expedition to 
Ancona was the only extraordinary 
whim of Casimir Perier, but he defend- 
ed it on the ground that it was necessary 
to make' such a concession to France, 
iu order to show to her that, though 
the Government was resolved on main- 
taining peace, it was also determined 
not to submit to any humiliation. 

The expedition to Ancona was still, 
we think, though disposed to make 
every allowance to M. Perier, one of 
the faults of that honest and great 
man*s Administration. It was not suf- 
ficiently large to oppose an Austrian 
army in Italy. It was not sufficiently 
powerful to Keep in order the agitating 
spirits in the Papal and other States. 
It would have been as nothing, and 
less than nothing, in the event of a 
war between Austria and the Italian 
populations, and was calculated to 
excite false hopes on one side, and 
dbtrust on the other. But we know 
that, even to the hour of his death, he 
looked upon this as a master-stroke of 
policy, as he did the expedition of the 
French to the Belgian territory. M. 
Perier laboured, however, under the 
error, which is very common to public 
men who have been only a short time 
at the head of affairs, viz. that of sup- 
posing that all the secrets of the French 
Cabinet were not known to the other 
Cabinets of Europe. Yet the reverse 
of this was the case. Europe knew 
that France had not an army to defend 
even her own territory, much less to 
carry war into an enemy's country ; 
and therefore, when the Austrian, 
Prussian, and Russian Governments 
saw this paltry expedition to Ancona, 
knowing, as they did know, that France 
was unable to sustain a serious war in 
Italy — they perceived in it the proof, 
that even Casimir Perier, with all the 
firmness of his character, and with all 
the resolution of his system, was 
obliged to make this concession to 
the war and revolutionary parties in 
France. The subsequent continuance 
of those forces at Ancona has been 
more than absurd — it has been a fault ; 
and it is high time that Louis Philippe 
should himself see the propriety of 
withdrawing soldiers from the Italian 
shores. 



The spring of 1832, unhappily, 
however, brought along with it the 
cholera morbus to Paris. At first Ca- 
simir Perier was not much alarmed by 
its invasion ; but subsequently the 
scenes which took place in the capital 
filled his heart with anguish, and his 
eyes with tears. On the 1st April in 
that year he visited, with the young 
Duke of Orleans, the splendid Hos- 
pital of the Hotel Dieu, and vbjted 
with him the first victims of that ter- 
rible disease. The following days 
reports were put in circulation that 
the fountains of Paris had been poi- 
soned by Government agents, and then 
by the priests, and the most horrible 
assassinations were perpetrated in 
broad day, under the pretext of aveng- 
ing the •* people** of their poisoners. 
Never was a fouler calumny invented. 
It was the progress of the pest which 
carried off its victims, sweeping all 
before it. 

On the 6th April, 1832, Casimir 
Perier was seized with an attack of 
the cholera. The malady was ter- 
rible. He suffered most excruciatingly 
from the cramp. The best med^^ 
talent of France was procured for 
him. No effort, and no experiment, 
was wanting or remained untried. 
Every plausible remedy was sought 
for with avidity. Those who were 
most opposed to his political system 
were as anxious as his friends to pre- 
serve his energetic and valuable life. 
But, though for a moment the dbease 
appeared to cede, it returned with 
renewed power, and his exhausted and 
sunken frame at last became the prey 
of death, and he expired on the 16th 
May, 1832, in the tifty-fifth year of 
his age. 

During the period that M. Casimir 
Perier was Mmister, his speeches at 
the Chamber were very numerous, 
especially from September 1831 to 
March 1832. The subjects discussed 
were of the most exciting character, 
and comprised all the leading fea- 
tures of the Revolution of 1830. The 
policy of the Government — the con- 
duct of the Legitimists — the questions 
of Austria and the Roman States — 
the Polish Revolution — the destruc- 
tion of the hereditary peerage — the 
capture of Warsaw — the conduct of 
the foreign refugees — the settlement 
of the civil list — the troubles in La 
Vendue — the National Guards* law — 
the troubles of Lyons — the frauds and 
deficits of Resner-* the floating del^t^-. 
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the secret sendee money — ^tbe foreign 
policy of France — the expenses of 
foreign embassies — the troubles of 
Grenoble* and the financial operations 
of Uie Government, were amongst some 
of the topics of the most interesting 
and important debates of modem 
French history. 

The last time he ever spoke in the 
Chamber of Deputies was in the sit- 
ting of the 29th March* when he pre- 
sented from Government bills provid- 
ing for the secret expenses of the 
Government* for the caisse de viiuana, 
and for the prorogation of the suspen- 
don of the municipal organization law. 
We cannot* however, do better than 
select as a specimen of his style and 
manner of speaking* some extracts 
from his celebrated address of 2 1st 
September* 1831* in reply to the at- 
tacks made by the Opposition on the 
Conservative policy of the Casimir 
Perier Administration. 

The moment seized upon by the 
Opposition was when Warsaw had 
fallen* when Paris was in a state of 
unparalleled agitation* and when the 
Chamber was surrounded by mobs 
and tumults. The following are some 
specimens of his impassioned and 
manly eloquence : — 

<' A la nouvelle des ^v^nemens de 
Varsovie* la France a eprouv^ un 
•entiment douloureux ; mais tons les 
bons eitoyens* en s*as8ociant a la situ- 
ation de la Pologne* n*ont pas oubli6 
ce qn*ils doivent a lenr propre pays* 
et assurement ils ne vement pas 
r^parer les malheurs de la Pologne 
par les malheurs de la France. 

" On vous a parld de vos delibera- 
tions* messieurs ; vous deliberez ici 
sous la protection des lois* et le 
gouvemement* qui est charge de les 
d^fendre* a pour appui Tarmee* la 
Garde Nationale* qui en criant Vive 
la Pologne ! crie avant tout : Vive le 
Rot! Vive la France 1 oui! Vive le 
Roil Vive la France I c*est Id le cri 
de tons les Fran^ais ; les cris fac- 
tieox que nous avons entendus* nous 
sanrons les r^primer. Ceux qui orient 
en oe moment* Vive la Pologne ! en 
ajoutant* A has le Gouvemement du 
Koi ! A has Tantorit^ dn Roi ! ne sent 
nl les amis de la Pologne* ni les amis de 
leurspays. D^b6rez tranquillement* 
messieurs; tant que le pouvoir nous 
sera confie* nous saurons le defendre 
et le faire respecter par les factieux." 

M. 3Iauguin having complained 
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that the Opposition had been taken 
by surprise* and the Chamber cheated 
out of a vote of confidence* M. Casi- 
mir Perier demanded that a new vote 
should be given and a new decision 
come to. He said — 

" Et pour que TOpposition ne puisse 
pas un jour remettre en discussion ce 
second vote* comme le premier* sous 
pr6texte de surprise* qu*il soit bien 
entendu* messieurs* comme nous 
avons du croire qu*il Tavait ete dans 
la discussion de Taddresse* que ce 
syst^me* c'est le maintien de la paix* 
sous toutes les reserves de surety et de 
dig^it6 nationales* dont nous sojnmes 
aussi jaloux que qui que ce soit ; c*est 
Vantipathie la plus declaree pour touie 
esp^ce de propagande ; c'est une 
mediation de bienveillance en favcur 
de toutes les infortunes, avec tons les 
m^nagemens que dicte la loyaute pour 
les droits et pour les traites. 

" C'est une attention scrupuleuse d 
ne considerer les questions cxterieures 
que sous le point de vue des veritables 
int^rets de notre pays. Telle est* 
messieurs* dans tout pays libre et 
^lair^* la r^gle des hommes d'etat 
vraiment patnotes. Telle est celle 
que nous tracent a la fois nos int^rets 
mat^riels, rhonneur national* la paix 
interieure* et la security de notre revo- 
lution. 

^* Sous tons ces rapports* ^galemcnt 
sacres* nous avons done la conscience* 
messieurs* d'avoir fait ce que voulait 
la France* non pas ce que veulent pour 
elle ceux qui la font ^rire et parler* 
mais ce que ses interets* 6tudi^s con- 
sciencieusement* r6clament de 1' Ad- 
ministration qui les a compris. 

** Nous persistons done avec une 
conviction plus profonde que jamais, 
dans un syst^me de paix que nous nous 
faisons gloire d'avoir defendu* d'avoir 
maintenu jusqu'd ce jour* et -dont la 
rapture jetterait une immense respon- 
sabilite, aux yeux de la France, de 
r Europe* de rhumanit6 toute entiere* 
sur quiconque s'en serait rendu compt- 
able> 

At the death of Casimir Perier* he 
left two sons ; one is Secretary to the 
French Embassy at the Hague* and 
the other undertook the direction of 
the commercial house founded by his 
father. His wife, whose maiden name 
was Pauline Loyer* and for whom he 
ever felt the most lively and tender 
affection* has no other consolation 
than that derived from the recoUection 

Digitized by VjUOQIC 



m 



Coiimr Perier, 



tA«r. 



of the pastj from the memory of ha^ 
Ting been the devoted companion of 
a man whose name is held in universal 
respect* and from the hopes of a pious 
and serene mind, 

Casimir Perier was buried at the- 
cemetery of the Pert la Chaise^ not far 
from his brother Seipion> and from his 
friend Camille Jordan. The funeral 
rites were performed by all the capital 
—and the addresses orer his tomb 
were delivered by Royer Collard, Big- 
non» Dupin, Berenger» Davilliers, 
Francois Delessert^ and the Duke de 
Choisieul. 

Casimir Perier was very tall and 
well made. His face was manly and 
regular— and there was a penetration 
and a finesse in his features which 
often contrasted well with his impos- 
ing energy. His air, his manner, were 
prompt* and even imperious — and he 
would say sometimes* smiling* when 
speaking of the efforts madie by his 
political opponents to compel him to 
yidd, — <' CommetUveut-^m queje dde 
avec la taiUe aye fat f *' 

M. Herseiu has pidnted an admi- 
rable likeness — and M. David has 
sculptured a perfect medallion^ of this 
celebrated man. In the last years of 
his life his features were changed by 
corporal sufferings* and bpr intense 
mental and moral appficaUon. His 
notions were tuUe and his impres- 
sions lively. His reason was always 
contending with his passions* and per- 
petually subduing them. He present- 
ed the spectacle of a man whose 
powerful soul in vain attempted to 
convey to others the vivacity and force 
of the impression under which be him- 
self laboured. ' He often said of him- 
self* — " II me manque bien des chosen, 
nuiis j'ai du cceur, du tact, et du hon^ 
heury 

His mind was^ however* disposed to 
hesitate. On vast sutjects he was 
quick to perceive* and resolute to act — 
but on the lesser and daily affairs of 
business or of the state be was prone 
to doubt and to adjourn. He was by 
no means a plea»a»t companion* ap 
agreeable bon-vivant* or adapted to 
the politenesses and courtesies of life. 
He was rigorous towards others— and 
severe towards himself* — ^but though 
he loved few* he hated nonaw He bibd 
a passion for conquest — ^but not to 
ii\jure» or to destroy. He had* how* 



ever* lome te&deriy attaidied fHesdt 
who speak of him with enthunaBm^ 
and for whom he felt the most pas- 
sionate friendship. In the world* ge- 
nerally* he was reserved* eold* and 
uneasy ; in his family he was gay In 
his oonvenation and lively in his saUiee. 

Casimir Perier is not foi^otten. Sit 
years have elapsed since he desoeoded 
to the common grave of the wiae and 
the ignorant* the virtuous and the 
wick^. But he is not forgotten. 
The rapid stream of tune ever fiowing* 
and ever bearing away upon its bo- 
som the names and the memories of 
those who have lived and who have 
acted* has not been able to sweep 
away the memory of Casimir Perier» 
His name will rest for ever engntved 
on the annak of the French mon- 
archy. 

The p<^tical syilem of Casimir 
Perier aid not expire with him.— 
When the news of his death was ben- 
veyed to Loms Philippe* he exclaimed* 
1ft the bitterness of his sorrow — << My 
cup it full— it only required this new 
dimter to complete lU bitteraees." 
But the policy m the departed states- 
man was persevered in — and France 
Was saved as w^ as Europe from an 
universal war. It may be said of him* 
as it was said of Mr PiU by Lord 
Castlereagh — << HupoHqf trwmphtd 
over his tomb.** He died too soon for 
himself* his £unily* hia friends* and 
his country— but* at least* if he had 
survived* lie would not have had to de» 
plore the triumf^ of propagandism* or 
the victories of sanguinary factions. 
His policy grappled with the hydra 
whilst Uving^ and crushed it after his 
death. 

The glory of Caaimur Perier is pmre^ 
as it is ineapaUe of attaek. He ap- 
peared as a meteor in those clomfyi 
dark* and dreary days when all was 
mysterious* uncertain* and sad. Bnt 
his work shall be durable* fur it was 
not the artificial creation of a party* 
but the reply to the demands of Jns* 
tice^ eivilisalion* rad true liberty^ 
On his ternb^ too early dosed* m too 
soon <^|>eBed* the drapeau of <' OaMal*' 
was raised I— and ttie laws have tri- 
umphed ever faction and foUy. This 
was te best homagi^ which eoold be 
pmd to his mMB0f7-*-4»d the leaiOA we 
should be taught frvm hit Ufe. 
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Tnt altMtkm of BatMi&ta in this 
eiNBitry kae of lata been direeted, by 
the PaHiaaiefltary enquiriea into the 
state of the laliBon MieiM, to the 
natural history of the Mdoen. The 
iMortaace of tint braneh of the 
fleherlea to Scotland render* orery 
fact connected with the hMtf» Ipoi^ 
and reproduction of the tdnon of 
great cooaeqoence, as Umding to re^ 
gulato the time and manner of its 
captnre» as well as to pnrride for tiM 
increase^ or, at leasts to prercnt Um 
material dinrimxdon of the speoies* 
Tliough much Taluable infonuUion 
was elicited before the Committee ci 
Pariiament upon the Salmon Fisherks 
of Great BritalO'^informatioD wMch 
could not have been easily procured 
in any other manner-^yet ^, m a 
few particulars of tlie salmon's his» 
tory^ somethinr resiaiis to be done 
to malLc that historr complete. The 
species of the family SabnamdcB, for 
instance^ haye not yet been so dis- 
tinctly marked out as to be distis^ 
gnished at their rarlons stages of 
growth ; and a good deal of mystery 
hangs orer the history of the salmon, 
from the time the frr leave the ^awn« 
ing«-bed and descend to the sea« until 
their return again, in their upward 
migration, as grilses and fhll-grown 
salmon. Much of that mystery, I 
hare little fear, will soon be deared 
up, from the iuTcstigations of our 
learned and actire associates. Sir 
William Jardine and Dr PaneU, 
who, it is understood, hare been di- 
recting their attention to this impor- 
tant subject. And ezperiments am 
now in progress by anc4her mqpitm, 
Mr John Shaw, the resulte of which 
will be most interesting to science. 

In the year 1803, the Highland 
Society of Scotland, with the tIow of 
promoting the fisheries of this part of 
the country, published, in the seoond 
Tolume of their Transactions) sereral 
papers on the Natoralf Commercial, 



and EcoMoical History of the Her- 
ring, and on tlie Natitfal History of 
tho SalaMu. The practical detaik 
contained in these papers — the history 
•f the safaDMi and herring fisheries— 
and the suggestions ibr their ins- 
proTcnenty are, I haye no doubt, 
worthy of every praise. But the au- 
thors of these papers do not seen to 
hate been rnncn acquahited with the 
writings of scieotinc men in other 
oonntries, who haye recorded obser- 
vations on the subject of which tlM^^ 
profess to treat* On itmjbod of the 
lierrittg and sahnoo, partienlarly, 
which must y ower fu lljr influence thidr 
habits, nothug positive is said, and 
no reference is made to any writer 
who had ever treated of this matter 
befere* And hence a later author, 
without looking further, seems to have 
taken the statcmente in thn volnme, 
and founded on them, as a snmmaiy 
of all diat could be said on the sub- 
ject of the food of the herring and 
sidmon. 

In these circnmstanoes, I htve 
thought it might be of some service 
to science^ as well as a matter of jus- 
tice to the memory of former observ- 
ers, to give a short stetement of ike 
fecte regarding the feod of the her- 
ring and salmon, which have been re- 
coraed by the best writers on natural 
history, and which s ee m to have been 
completely loot sight of by our Scot- 
tish naturalists. I have been the 
more indoeed to engage in this in- 
vestigatiOD, and to brinjf ont the re- 
^te here that) a fefw years ago> a long 
and elaborate paper on tM snly|eet 
was read before this Society, and sub- 
seqnetttly printed in ite Transactions. 
Thispq>er, with greater prete n stoas, 
is, I must be aUowed to say, by no 
means exempt from the remark I 
have ventured to make upon the 
papers in the Transactions of the 
Highknd Society. I aUude to the 
piyerof DrKiioK>ctttUled<< ObMr- 
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yations on the Natural History of the 
SalmoDy Herring, and Vendace," as 
printed in the 12th volume of the 
Transactions of the Royal Society. 
From the statements in that paper, 
though enunciated with the confidence 
of demonstration, I, in common with 
most naturalists, wholly dissent, and 
equally disclaim the manner and the 
terms in which the author has heen 
pleased to speak of the works and 
opinions of others. 

Statements apparently so inconsb- 
tent with all that had been previously 
recorded^ I felt assured would not 
pass without comment in the Society 
which had sanctioned their publicap 
tion ; and I long flattered myself that 
some member of the Society better 
qualified for the task would have un- 
dertaken the duty of pointing out 
what had been previously recorded 
on the subjects of which the author 
of this paper claims the discovery. 
It is because no one has so come for- 
ward tiiat I now appear before you ; 
and it is because some weight may be 
attached to uncontradicted assertions, 
by those who have never investigated 
the subject beyond this paper, that the 
correction of these statements becomes 
absolutely necessary. In pointing out 
what has been recorded by previous 
writers on the subject, and comparing 
their statements with the assertions of 
Dr Knox, I desire it to be distinctly 
understood, that I am far from wish- 
ing to detract from that individual*8 
merit as a cultivator, a successful cul- 
tivator it may be, of his own peculiar 
branch of science. It is as a natu- 
ralist, writing on a branch of natural 
history, that his claims come into com- 
petition with other naturalists; and 
the form into which I have thrown my 
observations seemed to me the best 
mode of eliciting the truth, and doing 
justice to all parties. 

In the investigations into which I 
have been led as to the food of the 
herring and salmon, I may add, that 
I have verified the recorded observa- 
tions of naturalists bv occasional in- 
spection of the stomachs of both fishes. 
The preparations on the table af- 
ford the strongest corroboration of the 
statementa of writers on natural his- 
tory as to the nature of the 8almon*s 
food. They were prepared by my 
friend Dr Pamell from fishes in full 
•easoafrom the friths of Forth and 
Tay. They are by no means intend- 
^ to exhibit all iSie various kinds of 



food that may be found in the salmon's 
stomach at difierent stations and at 
difierent periods of the year. It was 
considered to be an unnecessary waste 
of time to prepare the number of 
specimens that would thus have been 
required. The stomachs of the her- 
rings were procured from fishes in full 
season, purchased in the Edinburgh 
market, and exhibit most of the kinds 
of aliment which have been referred 
to by naturalists as the food of the 
herring. 

Trusting to your indulgence, then, 
I proceed, in the first place» to call 
your attention to what is stated by Dr 
Knox regarding the food and sex of the 
Vendace of Lochmaben ; secnndfy, to 
the food of the Herring ; and, thirdly , 
to the food of the Salmon, and the de- 
velopement and growth of its ova. 

But, before entering on the sub- 
ject in detail, it may be as well 
to state the claims of Dr Knox, as 
the sole discoverer of the food of 
the three fishes referred to ; and this, 
to avoid all misapprehension, I shall 
do in hb own words. The Doctor*8 
statements naturally arrange them- 
selves into, 

1. The positive. — "The nature of 
the food of the herring, coregonus, 
and salmon, was not to be stumbled 
upon by accident. I feel happy in 
having to ofier it as a direct result of 
patient scientific enquiry.'*— P. 463. 

2. The comparative " Modem 

systematic writers on natural history, 
so far as I have been able to observe, 
maintain a profound silence as to the 
food of the herring." '< In such 
works, all mention of the food is either 
omitted, or, what is much worse, mis* 
taken, and consequentiy their habits.*' 
P. 513. 

" In 1833, Professor Rennie of the 
King's College, London, declares the 
food of the herring to be altogether 
unknown.*'— P. 513. 

" I am aware that there are many, 
whose regard for accuracy in scien- 
tific statements being extremely coarse 
and loose, will not only assert they 
had examined the stomach of the bor- 
ing, but had also seen its food." — 
P. 515. 

'' We have already seen a person 
assert, in open defiance of the state- 
ments of all practical fishermen, and 
of everpr writer on natural history, 
from Lmne downwards, to Professor 
Kennie, that the food of the herring 
was known to every body 1 1 The o1^ 
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Ject of such remarks cannot be mis- 
taken."— P. 464. 

3. Superlative, — ** Of my compe- 
tency to make correct anatomical and 
physiological remarks, no reasonable 
person, I hope, who is at all acquaint- 
ed with the nature of my pursuits, 
will have any doubt"— P. 464. 

*' The reason why the food (of the 
herring) could not be discovered by 
preceding observers, will be readily 
understood by most of my readers. 
It was next to an impossibility for 
any other than a scientific person, 
who had examined the whole range 
of the animal kingdom, to make out 
the enquiry." — P. 514. 

The name of the individual refer- 
red to in this last sentence, ** who had 
examined the whole range of the ani- 
mal kingdom," is left to be gathered 
from the context. Of only one man 
in Europe could this be said, and that 
person was the late Baron Cuvier. I 
need scarcely .observe, however, that 
the writer of this hyperbolical compli- 
ment did not mean the author of the 
R^gne Animal, 

The process of reasoning which led 
to the supposed discovery, is not less 
singular than the discovery itself. 
Ascertaining that a fresh- water fish 
from the south of Scotland had some 
resemblance in size and general ap- 
pearance to the herring, the author 
concluded, that if he could find out 
what the vendace fed upon in Loch- 
maben loch, the food of the herring, 
though living in a difierent element, 
the sea, would most likely be the same. 
Vendace were, ofcourse, caught, their 
stonuLchs were examined, and animal- 
cules such as are found in lakes and 
ponds were there detected by the mi- 
croscope. The sagacity of the con- 
jecture was now fuUy evidenced ; and 
an animal, which the vulgar thought 
lived by the suction of air or water, 
was really found to feed upon the 
minute animals which existed in the 
loch with them. First, one species of 
animalcule was found in a stomach 
examined, and at a difierent period 
another. Here the enquiry as to food 
stopped, which, to have done justice to 
the subject, should have been spread 
over the whole year, and have embrac- 
ed the food of all seasons. 

From this, the transition to the 
herring and its food, supposed to be 
equally unknown as that of the ven- 
dace, wa8| ac^rding to Dr ^oz, nv 



tural, and the examination of the sto' 
mach of the herring was, of course, de* 
termined on. '' The discovery of the 
food of the vendace," he exclaims, 
** decides the question as to the food of 
the herring."— P. 507. The herring 
of the German Ocean, at least one 
specimen, was found to have in its sto- 
mach the fragment of a crustaceons 
animal, which the author considered 
to be of the same species or genus as 
that found in the stomach of the ven- 
dace of Lochmaben ; and to this pecu- 
liar food both fishes were said, on the 
faith of this analogy, to owe all their 
value as articles of food. 

Had an analogy been attempted be- 
tween the vendace and salmon, it 
might have been intelligible, as both 
belong to the same natural family, and 
both inhabit occasionally the same me- 
dium. But to attempt to draw any 
analogy between the vendace and her- 
ring, fishes of different natural fami- 
lies, and inhabiting different mediums, 
which neither ever quits, seems, if I 
may be allowed to make use of the 
comparison, much akin to the resem- 
blance discovered by Captain Fluel- 
len, between the birth-places of Alex- 
ander the Great and King Henry 
V. " There is a river in Mace- 
don ; there is also, moreover, a river 
at Monmouth: it is called Wye, at 
Monmouth, but it is out of my praina 
what is the name of the other river; 
but it is all one ; 'tis as like as my 
fingers to my fingers, and there*s saU 
mons in both,** — Henry V,, Act IV., 
Sc. 13. 

Let it be granted, however, that thb 
wide analogy, by some peculiar pro- 
cess in the mind of the author, led 
him to discover the mutilated remains 
of a minute crustaceons animal in a 
herring of the German Ocean, from 
having previously found minute ani- 
mals of a different species in the sto- 
mach of the vendace of Lochmaben — 
to what does the discovery amount ? 
To the truism, that the vendace, like 
all the animals of the same class, feeds 
npon what it finds in its native waters, 
and these animalcules among the rest. 
Reasoning h priori, any naturalist 
would have predicated the kind of food 
the vendace had to choose upon in such 
a piece of fresh water ; and, in point 
of fact, the writers upon these minute 
inhabitants of lakes and rivers assign 
them generally as forming part of £e 
food of fishes. *f They (the cyclops) 
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serve (say Boae and Latreille), as the 
other anioials of thu division JSeUomos^ 
ttaca, for the food of all aquatic inseet^^ 
all the vermes which inhabit the same 
placesj of many fiahea^ and birds. *'-^ 
Aouv. Did. d'His^. Nat, IX. p. 29. 
And Leiiivenhoek> giving a magni- 
fied representation of one of the ani* 
inal9 vpon which the fishes of lake9 
feedj and that exan^le exactly th^ 
aame species which Dr Knox* more 
than a hundred years alier» found in the 
stomach of the vendace, states posir 
tively that these *^' pucicuU mmortg" 
as be calls then^ **fac^ sunt ad aii- 
merUum mqforum,^*-r-r\Ql, III., p. 145. 
Now> if a m^or proposition necessa- 
rily iaohides the minor, then the food 
of the vendace* as well as other i^esh- 
water fishes^ was known to Leuwea- 
ho^]^ ; and Dr Knox has only the merit 
of applying a general principle to a 
psjrtioulajr case. 

I rasdiljr concede to Dr Knox all 
the merit, if there he any, of finding 
first one animali and then another, in 
the stomach of the vendaee ; but he 
has stated no iaots regarding its food 
in general, or at different peiiods of 
the ycAr, whe^i the DaphnisB and Cy. 
i^ops (for such appear to be toe ani- 
mals whose fragments he has figured) 
are not to he found* And there oan be 
little or no douht that, if examined 
at different periods of the year» the 
larvfie of inseets, and other inhabitants 
of the lake, would be found to be the 
prey of the vendaee^ as of other fresh- 
water fishes. 

Mr Yarrell, in vendaee from the 
same lake, found in the stomach the 
Z^yncms roseus of Desmarest, the Mo^ 
nocuius roseus of Turton, and the O^ 
clops vulgaris of Leach, or the JdonO' 
cuius guadricornis^ Lin. ; together with 
a very small ooleopteroos insect, the 
tough skin of a red worm, and what 
appeared to be a portion of the wing of a 
dipterous maed.-^iBritish FisAes,\ oh 
II.) And the poUiai of Lough Neagh, 
in Ivehuidf a species of ooregonus, if 
not eiiaetly the same as the Lochnui- 
ben vendaee, leeds on all the varietiee 
of aliment which the lake affords. 

But this discovery of the food of the 
vendaee is as nothing, when compared 
with the most unexpected eommuniea- 
tion bjT which it is followed, that ^hie 
■pedes of fish really consi^sd of two 
sexes, male and fismale ; and tiiat this 
anomaly required to he po^ved to the 
Bpy4Sooie^. In the pnbliahed ah- 



stract of his paper, drawn up by him- 
self, Dr Knox says, he "proved the 
vendaee to be male and female / " The 
Doctor has not detailed in this instance 
the steps which led to this discovery, 
nor the analogies which induced him 
to hazard such a startling proposition ; 
and it really seems not very creditahle 
to the previous knowledge of one *' who 
had examined the whole range of the 
animal Ungdom,*' that he should for 
one moment suppose the vendaee of 
Lochmaben to he brought into exiat^ 
enoe without the participation of a 
male parent On this point the aiotn- 
k^y of all vertebrwted animals was in 
favour of the presumption i and even 
in&reaoea» drawn from some of the ve- 
getable tribeeu might have ijadicated, 
to a mind more obtuse than the Doc- 
tor's* how the great work of reproduc- 
tion was carried on among fishes. But 
really it is impossiUe gravely to coo- 
sider this discovery. Why, the very 
fishwomea in the Edinburgh market 
would have laughed at the annunci- 
ation. Thev could have told the Doc- 
tor that a hen- lobster necessarily im- 
plied the existence of a cock- lobster ; 
that where there were eoch-pacOes, 
th^re must also be heu^padles : and 
on the same authority he ought have 
learned, that a maiden skate (no great 
rarity in the market), was typical of a 
fi«ut fish that had not been a mother. 

I eomc now, Sa the seeoud place, to 
examine the claims of Dr Knox aa the 
discoverer of ihefood of the herring 
{CLupea harengus^ Lin.) " Modem 
systenuitio writers," says he, *< on na- 
tural history, maintain a profound si- 
lence as to the food of the herring."— 
P. 5ia. » In 18»a, Professor Ronnie, 
of the King's College* London, de- 
clares the food of the herring to be alto- 
gether unknown. "^-J^. ** It was next 
to an impossibility for any other tiian a 
scientific p^^son, who had examined ^o 
whole range of Uie animal kingdom, 
to make out the encjuiry." — P. 614. 

Now, in opposkion to what is as- 
serted in these sentences as to the food 
of the herring being ^ altogether un- 
known,^ I venture to state, and tito 
statement will be borne out by the evi- 
dence of almost all writers on the na- 
tural history of fishes, that the food of 
the herrmgwas perfectly well known, 
and published, many years beCore the 
period of the appearance of thia pa- 
fAT. In place ot lazing hia mind with 
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% far-fetohad analogy, and taking a 
metuUmB route to enhance the merit 
of his wypoie d diaeorerj* if the an- 
tbor had taken the trouble to open al« 
OMMt any one of the aystematio woriu 
which he aays maintain a profound si- 
lence on the subject, be would have 
seen that there was no mystery in the 
matter ; he weald have seen that the 
Ibed of the herring was better known 
than the food of almost any other fish | 
and that every cironmstance which he 
has recorded as the fruits of his " pa- 
tient seientific enquiry," might be 
found in the pubHabed works of pre- 
ceding writers. 

^ Before nroeeeding, howevser, to no- 
tice what has been written upon this 
subjeot by preceding enquirers, it is 
neoessary to remark, that Dr Knoz*s 
discovery of the animal whioh forms, 
be asserts, the food of the herring, rests 
on a mutilated fragment of a minute 
erustaceous animal, which he has figur- 
ed, found in the stomach with c4her 
remains of food ; and from this he con- 
cludes that the said animal is the ex* 
cbuivefood oftkt kerrimgy to which it 
owes idl its good qualities ; and, to 
use his own language, ** whm it takes 
to o&er food, it is good for nothing as 
- an article of food,'* How the Doctor 
makes out all these eonsequenees from 
the single fact he details, we are not 
informed. To give any thing like pro- 
bability to these suppoidtions, it would 
be requisite, in the first {dace, to prove 
the existence of such animals m the 
seas which herrings frequent, in suffi- 
cient numbers to supply the innume- 
rable shoals with this their peculiar 
food ; and, secondly, it would be ne- 
oessary to show in what respects, or 
in whii^ manner, other species of food 
acted so iDJuriously upon the fish as to 
make its body run rapidly into pu- 
trescenoe. Without stopping to notice 
further these generalizations, based on 
the detection of a single fragment of 
an animalcule in the stomach of a her- 
ring, I shall proceed to lay before the 
Society a fow of the notices of preced- 
ing naturalists as to the food of this 
valuable fish. 

The first author to whom I shall 
allude as having discovwed and men- 
tioned the food of the herring, is Paul 
Neucrantz, doctor in philosophy and 
medicine, and physician at Lubeck. 
This gentlMMn wrote a dissertation 
on the herring, which was published 
at Lubeck in 16^4, under the follow- 



ing title :^^ De Harengo, Ezoroita- 
tio Medica, in qua ' principis pisdum 
exquisitissima bonitas summaque glo- 
ria asserta et vindicata.*' This work 
contains a very full and learned ac- 
count of the herring, the time of its 
appearance on the Northern and Bri- 
tish coasts, the mode of preparing it 
for exportation ; in short, a complete 
natural history of this valuable fish and 
its economioaJ usee. The fifth chap- 
ter of this work is devoted to the refu- 
tation of the vulgar notion that the 
herring subsisted on sea- water, and 
that generally nothing was to be found 
in its stomach. Describing that vis- 
cus, and showing from its structure 
that it was calculated to be the reci- 
pient of solid food, he goes on to state 
that it is not always empty, as suppos- 
ed, but often crammed with food ; and 
that he Jiad fk^uently ascertained Uie 
nature of this food from personal in- 
spection, and sometimes counted up- 
wards of sixty minute squilUt, or 
shrimps, in one fish, and many of 
these partially digested. He states 
further, that when the spawning was 
completed, there was less food found 
in the stomachs of the spawned fish ; 
that in these the intestine appeared to 
be half.filled with the ova of other 
fishes, or their own ; and he gives it as 
his belief that the herring feeds on its 
own fry, when languid and exhausted 
from spawning. — Neucrantz De Ha* 
rengo, p. 28. 

Neucrantz died in 1671. A cop^ of 
complimentary verses, by the classical 
Meibomius, is i^Sxed to his work. 

In order that it may be understood 
what the squiike of the writers of the 
period were, I have laid on the table 
the Histaria NaiuraH$ o/* Johnston, in 
which all the then known species are 
represented. 

The next author I have met with 
who ascertained the food of the her- 
ring is Antony Leuwenhoek ; and when 
I mention this name, it is a warrant to 
this Society, and to every one to whom 
the literature of science naay be but 
slightly knowuj for the value of his 
observations. At the same time, it is 
but fair to state, that Dr Knox, aware, 
perhaps, of the loose foundation upon 
which his asserted discovery rests, 
takes an exception to any evidence 
that may be adduced against him, in 
these not very complimentary terms : — 
<< I am aware^*' says he, « that there are 
manyi whose regard for accuracy in 
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scientific statements being extremely 
coarse and loose> will not only assert 
that they had examined the stomach 
of tho herring, but had also seen its 
food." — P. 515. Notwithstanding 
thb civil insinuation of mendacity on 
tho part of those who presmne to take 
up a contrary opinion to the Doctor, 
I state with confidence the testinoony 
of Leuwenhoek. 

What led Leuwenhoek to the in- 
vestigation of tho food of the herring, 
was the circumstance of this fish, not 
very fat in appearance, having the in- 
testines covered and the body saturated 
with fat, while other sea fishes, how- 
ever thick in the body, secreted none 
of this fatty matter. This induced 
him to investigate the nature of the 
food of the herring ; and, having en- 
quired at various fishermen on the 
coast of Holland what food they found 
in the stomach, was told, as any en- 
quirer here would be told, *' se nun- 
quam uUum in halecum stomacho aut 
intestiuis reperisse cibum." (Epist. p. 
46, 47.) Not discouraged at this, he 
went to market about the middle of 
March, and purchased a few herrings, 
in tho second of which he found a 
reddish matter, which he discovered 
by the microscope to be composed of 
s rounded bodies, scarcely acted upon 
by the stomach. The same bodiesj 
which appeared to be minute sacs, 
were found in the stomachs of all the 
herrings. " Hence it did not appear 
to me wonderful,*' says Leuwenhoek, 
** that the fishermen should conceive 
that no food was to be found in the 
stomachs of herrings, because they 
feed on animals so minute, and not in 
sufficient quantity at a time to distend 
the stomach, as we see in other fishes.** 
— « While other fishes are able to fill 
their stomachs so as to constitute a 
fifth part of the size of the animal, and 
the fragments of the food remain even 
for days in this viscus, the herring, on 
the contrary, b constantly swallowing 
those minute animalcules which escape 
the eye of the fisherman.*' On an- 
other occasion Leuwenhoek examined 
the stomachs of herrings when many 
had spawned, and found in the chyle 
and intestines the ova of their own 
species. At a different period he found 
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substances which be conjectored to be 
vegetable ; other slender oblong par- 
ticles, of which he could not aatisfae- 
torily ascertain the nature ; along with 
what appears from his description to 
be a minute Asterias. (//. Eput, 97, 
p. 52.) 

In proof of the accuracy of Leu* 
wenhoek's statement, there is now on 
the table the intestinal canal from a 
salt herring, filled with half-digested 
ova (No. 1.) And in two other spe- 
cimens (Nos. 2 and 3), taken this sum- 
mer, ova in a forward state of deve- 
lopement were clearly distinguishable. 
Whether these are ova of the herring 
or not, I am not prepared to say. 

The result of Leuwenhoek's enquiry 
was, that it was evident to him that 
herrings not only fed on animalcuUs, 
minute JUheSi or asdli, and even on 
their own ova, but also, when pressed 
by hunger, any thing they met with. 
(P. 53.) Leuwenhoek goes on to 
state, that, considering the nature of 
the food and the shoals to be fed, there 
must be in the sea incalculable num- 
bers of minute animals, beyond what 
had been imagined. In another place 
he states that the sandy shores of Hol- 
land abound with these minute cnu" 
tacea. And he accounts for the shoals 
of herrings moving to different parts of 
the coast by attributing their presence 
to the plenty or scarcity of food — ** ad 
escam congregantur aquilse.** 

Here, then, the food of the herring 
is ascertained, by one of the most suc- 
cessful investigators of the arcana of 
nature, to consist of ** exigua animaU 
cula, sive pisciculos," and, in default 
of other food, he ascertained that they 
even swallow the ova of their own 
species. The letter which contains 
this investigation is dated at Delft, in 
Holland, in January 1696.* 

The next writer, of those which have 
fallen in my way, who mentions parti- 
cularly the food of the herring, is the 
celebrated Otho Frederick MiUler, 
who published a work, entitled *' £n- 
tomostraca, sen Insecta Testacea,'* in 
4to, at Leipsic and Copenhagen in 
1765. In that work, he describes a 
species of Cyclops under the name of 
Cyclops longicomis, which he says was 
found in the sea of Finmarok, by the 



* *' At que ita mihi conspicuum fitit, haleces non tantum vesci eziguls piscieiiUi, 
atque etiam propriis ovis, led et qaodounque obviom urgente necessitate, versos st9« 
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celebrated Gunner, and afterwards 
** in tinu Drobc^orum" by bimselfj 
in numbers^ in tbe stomacb of a ber- 
ring', without particularly looking for 
any sucb thing. This small crusta- 
ceous animal is figured by Miiller in 
bis 19th plate, %g, 7-9. Dr Knox 
confesses, that the fragment of tbe 
erustaceons animal which he found in 
tbe stomach of a herring, << approaches 
very nearly the Cychps of M. Dn- 
menl ;*' and bears ** a strong resem- 
bktnce** to the animal found in num- 
bers by Muller, in the stomach of the 
same species offish. 
. The animal represented by Muller 
b then either of the same species as 
the fragment figured by Dr Knox* or 
it is not. If it be of the same species, 
there is an end to Dr Knox*s claim, 
for this very good reason, that Mul- 
ler*s work was published in 1785, and 
Dr Knox's supposed discorery was 
not made public till 1833. Nay, more, 
Muller re&rs to a prcTious writer, who 
had discoTered this animal in the sea 
of Finmarck many years before ; and 
he himself had d^ribed it under the 
name of Cychpa FinmarkU, in the 
*' Zoologiae DanicaeProdromus,'* which 
was punished at Copenhagen in 1776. 
The ^'immortal Gunner,** whom Miil- 
ler mentions as its first describer, had 
previously given a figure of the animal 
m the 10th volume of the Copenhagen 
Transactions. 

On the other hand, if it be not the 
same animal as those figured by Gun- 
ner and Mailer, then it must assuredly 
be a fragment of one or other of the 
minute Crustacea, which, along with 
other minute animals and ova, are 
stated by Neucrantz and later natu- 
ralists to form the food of tbe herring, 
and which abound on all the northern 
shores. 

How the Doctor could give a figure 
of the ** natural size of the adult, fuli' 
grown animal,* to use his own pleon- 
asdc expression, from an impsrfect 
fragment, he does not explain ; — but 
the deficiency could easily be supplied 
from Muller s figure. 

The next writer 1 notice who men- 
tions the food of the herring, is the 
celebrated ichthvologist, Mark Elea- 
zar Bloch, who began to publish his 
superb work on fishes at Berlin in 
1785. In his account of the herring 
he thus writes : *' The herring, which 
is so often exposed to the voracity of 
9ther «ium«]5| bdongs iUelf to the 
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class of voracious fishes. It lives 
chiefly on minute crabs'* (crustacea), 
" Neucrantz,** says he, *' has found 
many in its stomach half digested. 
Leuwenhoek has also observed ova of 
fishes in the oesophagus. It dso feeds 
on worms ; and the fishermen of Nor- 
way have often found its intestines 
filled with a species of red worm, 
which they call roe-aal. When the 
stomach is full of these animals, they 
believe that tlie fish is diseased ; but 
the true explanation is, that these 
worms, being much more subject to 
decay, spoil the herring before it is 
salted.'* Then Bloch explains, on the 
principle of the known rapid digestion 
of the herring, why their stomachs are 
generally found empty when caught. 
<< Whenever the fishermen," says he, 
^* notiee these animals in the herrings 
they are taking, they leave them during 
some time in the water, that the food 
may be entirely digested, and the fish, 
of course, keep better when salted.*'— 
Bhch, vi. p. 252, 253. 

It is necessary here to mention that 
the modem class Crustacea^ in which 
minute crabs and shrimps are includ- 
ed, made part of Linnaeus' great class 
Insecta, and were arranged under 
the generic natme of Cancer by that 
illusions naturalist. The term worms 
(VsaMBs) of the same author, besides 
the worms properly so called, includ- 
ed the testaceous as well as naked 
moUusca, and zoophytes. And hence, 
by all the writers of the period we are 
considering, the terms minute crabSf 
worms, and insects, include all the 
animals now separated into divisions 
more precise, and more accommodated 
to the extended state of our knowledge. 
Thus, the crabs, lobsters, and shrimps, 
&c., form the modem class Crusta- 
cea, the radiated animals are arranged 
under the class Echinodermata, and 
the one-eyed animals, which Linnaeus 
brought together under the generic 
term Monoculus, are now included in 
the sub-class Entomostraca, a term 
applied to them by Muller. A great 
portion of the animals of these classes 
form generally the food of fishes, and 
Bome species have been more particu- 
larly ascertained to be part of the food 
of the herring. To limit its food, 
however, to this or that species, on the 
evidence of a single fragment, or 
thousands of fragments, at one season 
of the year only, and on one particular 
COM^ 10 pi«tty nearly as phitosophical 
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as the conclusion would be» ttom the 
white of an egg being found in a 
single human stomach siter breakfast^ 
to conclude that the race lived solely 
upon eggs. 

But to return to the roe-<iali. 
These animals seem to bes if not the 
same« at least very nearly approaching 
to the identical food whioh^ according 
to Dr Knox, gives the herring its 
value, and the Dutch their superiority 
in curing this fish. In a note to 
l<acepede*s account of the herring, 
which is similar to tliat of Bloeb, Ms 
ingenious editor adds an explanation 
in regard to what the roe-aal of the 
fishermen of Norway really are. I 
quote the passage. — " These are not 
worms," says he, << but minute aArimps, 
which are found in the intestines of 
the herrings fished on the coasts of 
Norway. This species of cruitacea, 
described by M. Fabricius under the 
name of A$tacus harengum» and which 
the Norwegians call aal and sii aai, is 
80 multiplied during summer, that 
thousands of these animals are found 
}n a bucket of sea- water. They serve 
as the food of fishes* and principally 
of the herrings, which follow them 
wherever they direct their course, 
wherever the wind or' current drives 
them. M. Stroem attributes to the 
eyes of these shrimps, which contain 
a deep red fluid, the reddish colour of 
the excrements of the herrings, a tint 
which is communicated even to the 
belly." — Sojminfs Buffim, vol. Ixvii., 
p. 15. 

Lacepede, in the same article, says 
that <'the food of the herring, to 
which it owes its rich and agreeable 
taste, consists generally of ova of 
JUhess minute crabs, and uHirma,'*^^^ 
IbidL 

M. Fabricius, the author alluded to 
in the foregoing extract, published his 
<* Species Insectorum" in 1761. His 
character as a naturalist, and that in a 
department peculiarly his own, is of 
the very first order. The sunute 
shrimps, which were ascertained to 
form a chief part of the food of the 
herring on the coasts of Norway, he 
thus describes :--• 

*' Aatacui Aarenffum, aatenBii wn^ 
tiois bifidis porrectis, rostro subulate^ 
oculis globosb prominentibns. Habi- 
tat in Oceano Norwagieo eopiosissiaie, 
harengum et gadorum eioa."«p.YQL L 
p,Ml, 

<' Gwtmmna esM^ wua^km «dM> 
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^Us, oanda articukta nibulafta apice 
nssa. Habitat in Ooeano Norwagieo. 
Harengum cibus gratisihnns.**— -ibid. 
518. 

Here, I take leave to remark, are 
BO doubtful conjectures upon a half- 
digested animal of dubious idoitity} 
but scientific descriptions of the mi« 
nute or microsoopie shrimps upon 
which the herring was known to feed, 
enabling future observers to identify 
the species. 

In almost all of ^e herring ato- 
machs, now on the table, fragments 
of minute Crustacea were found in con- 
siderable abundance. There were evi- 
dently more than one q>ecies. 

Latreille, the most celebrated of 
modem entomologists, in his History 
of Insects, Paris, 1798, records the 
Gammarus eica of Fabricus as the food 
of the herring. The Astacus haren^ 
gum of the same author he refers to a 
new genus, Afysis, and states that it has 
been found on the coast of France. 

In the DictiownairedeM SmeneesNa^ 
tureliest and under the head Clupea, 
M. Hippolyte Cloquet says of the her« 
ring, '< 11 se nourrit doeufi depoiseons, 
depetiticrabeSsetdeverM," (IX. 428.) 
And Boso, in the '* Nouveau Diction-^ 
naire cTiBstoire NaturtUCf'* says, ** Us 
vivent de petits poissons, depetitt cms* 
taces, de vers marins, de moUusgues, 
&0. et ils servent de nourriture k tons 
les c6tac6s, et a tons les poissons vo- 
races qui habitent les memos mers 
qu'eux."— (XIV. 198.) 

In Gmelin's edition of the S^^stetna 
NatuTiB of Linnesus, the translation of 
which, by Dr Tnrton, published in 
1802, it was certainly in Dr Kuox*8 
power to have consulted, the Astacus 
narengum and Geumnarus esca of 
Fabricius are mentioned as the food of 
the herring — the last species, indeed, 
''as the chief food of herrings.'*— 
(III. 761.) And in the '' Britbh Zoo* 
logy*' of Pennant, not unknown to Dr 
Knox, if we may judge so from his 
referring to this work, that excellent 
naturalist says, regarding the food of 
the herring, *' What their food b near 
the Pole, we are not yet informed ; 
but in our seas they feed much on the 
Ontsctif Mortmis, a emstaoeoQS insect, 
and sometimes on thmr own fry. The 
herring will rise to a fly. SCr Low of 
Bina» in the Orkneys, assures me 
thai he has oanght many thousands 
with a oomnson tront'fly, in a de^ 
bole in a livi^ IbIo wmk the ti4e 
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flow0. HeeemmonlyweiitatthelaU 
of the tide. They were young fisb» 
froiBftiz to eight inches in length/' — 
{PeimajU, III. 448-9. Loud. 1812.) 

The Reyerend George Low» in hi» 
poethuBMHW work* entitled Nataral 
History of Orkney^ published by Dr 
Leach in 1813, eonfinne this state- 
inest (p. 327) ; and Dr MaccuUooh 
eorroborates these in a pu>er published 
in Brando's Journal of Scimoe in 
1823. ^* When they (the herrings) 
fiist arriyet and for the apparent pur* 
pose of spawningy they are not in 
shoals. They csjinot be taken in nets 
from their dispersion. But the Highp 
landers then fish them with a feather 
or a fly> and a rod* and by tys yerj 
amusing fishery, they take them in 
suffieieut quantity to render it a profit- 
able occupation ; asoneasanhasbeen 
thus knowa to take a barrri and a 
half, or about 1200 fish, during the 
few days this fishery lasts."*-(XVL 
221.) 

Dr Ncnll, in a List of the Fishes of 
the Forth, published in the Weme- 
fian Transactions in 181 1, states his 
baymg found *<in the stomach and 
cBSophagus of a laige female herring 
BO fewer than fiye young herrings 
(not sprats) die lower partly dis* 
solved, the others entire.*' And he 
adds, that ** when in Shetland in 
1804, 1 met with people who had oo- 
oasionaUy taken herrings when fish- 
ing for piltocks or ooal«fish with lim- 
pet bait.*'.*<L 545.) I myself onoe 
found in the stomach of a larg^ her- 
ring two partiaMy decayed young 
fishes of the same n>eoies. And there 
is now on the talue (No, 0), a sto- 
mach of a herring taken this summer, 
containing a young ammid of the 
same or some allied species. 

Sir John Barrow, in the article 
Fisherieif printed in the Supfdement 
to the Eneydopflddia BriUnmca, gives 
it as the resuk of his enquiries that 
the herring ** fattens on the swarms 
of sArimps and other nutrme insects^* 
which abound in the Northern seas 
(IV. 257). And Mr Wm. Soorasby 
states the swarms of ndnuU msdusm 
which are fomid in these seas, and 
•yen colouring the water, as beyond 
caleidation. << The fin-whales and 
dolfdiins* (says he) ** feed principally 
on herrings, and other small fishes. 
These subsist on the smaller canerh 
mMhtMf, tmd ammabmksJ" {ArcOe 
MfsgkmBfh klA.y <« Tha%" centiMM 
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he, " the whole of the lafger animals 
depend on those minute beings, which, 
until the year 1816, when I first en- 
tered on the examination of the sea- 
water, were not, 1 believe, known to 
exist in the Polar seas. And thus we 
find a dependent chain of exist^uie, 
one of the smaUer links of which be- 
ing destroyed, the whole might neces- 
sarily perish."— (I. 546.) 

Dr Maoculloch also states the mi- 
nute meduscB to fiorm part of the food 
of the herring, on the coasts of Bri- 
tain. ** Among that food'* (says he) 
'^w» may reckon the medusa, and 
other anslogous marine vermes, which 
are produced in such abundance in all 
these shallow seas.*' — (^Brande's Jour- 
nai, XYL, London, 1823.) And in the 
yolume of the same Journal for 1829, 
be remaiks — *' If the stemachs of 
these fishes are widdy examined, they 
will not be found empty, though we 
cannot deteot organized forms in 
them, as we find entire crabs in the 
stomach of a cod-fish. Nor is this 
anrprising, when we consider how 
small and how tender the tribes ot 
marine tooniu and insects are, and 
how rapid is the digestive power of 
fishes.'*-— (Qvar^. Joumai of Science, 
1829, p. 184.5.) 

I now come to tiie volume of the 
Highland Soeioty Transacticms for 
the year 1803, which is referred to by 
Dr Knox in support of his assertion 
that, prior to bis assumed discovery 
in 1833, the food of the herring was 
totally ui^Luown. Before stating what 
this yohune contains on the subject, 
akhongh including the opinion of a 
Professor of Natiural History, I must 
take leave to state, that, supposing the 
authors of the papers in this valuable 
work to have decided that the food of 
the herring was to them totally un- 
known, yet this dictum, in place of 
proving the iaot, would only have 
proved their ignorance of what bad 
been previously written upon the sub- 
ject. After what I have already 
stated as to the numerous authors 
who have mentioned and described 
the food of the hwring — not even the 
opinion of Dr Knox, nor Professor 
Ronnie of the King*s College, Lon- 
don, celebrated as they are or may be, 
can weaken their testimony. They may 
choose to shut their eyes in sunshine 
and ftney it to be dark. The only 
lo be drawn fimn aodi state* 
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ments is probatire of the ignorance of 
those who make them. 

Here I cannot help noticing the 
ignorance of the natural sciences 
which this Tolume indicates as pre- 
vailing even among well-informed men 
in other respects. There is more in- 
formation regardingthe natural history 
of the herring in the work of Neu- 
crantz, published 150 years previously, 
than is to be found in these papers. 
And it is but justice to my learned 
friend. Professor Jameson, to say, that 
it is only since his appointment to the 
chair of natural history, and the estab- 
lishment of the Edinburgh Museum, 
that that taste for the study of nature 
in thb country has been excited, which 
has led to so many spendid additions 
to our knowledge. 

The Rev. Dr Walker, in a paper 
on the natural history of the herring, 
in vol. ii. of the work referred to, and 
whom Dr Knox characterises as a 
" strictly correct, scientific, and candid 
person,** observes that " he had examin- 
ed the stomachs of herrings at different 
seasons of the year without finding in 
them any sort of palpable aliment.** — 
(P. 274.) " On their firstappearanceoff 
the Lewis, in the month of July, when 
they were full grown, and very fat, 
nothing appeared in their stomach but 
a little slime."— (P. 275.) " During 
the residence of the herrings on the 
coast of Scotland, we know of no food 
they use, and it is probable they require 
little or none, except some attenuated 
alimentary matter which the sea- water 
may afford them.**— (P. 275.) " We 
think it not altogether improbable that 
they may live on a small species of m^- 
dusa, or some similar marine animal, 
which is not as yet known to natural- 
ists.**— (P. 276.) 

Here Dr Knox confines himself, in 
the quotations he gives from Dr Wal- 
ker s paper, to extracting such sen- 
tences as imply the food of the herring 
to be totally unknown. But this is not 
the way, were the matter at all doubt- 
ful, to arrive at a just conclusion. I 
shall give the sequel of the passage in 
Dr Walker's words : — 

" In the ocean, to the north-west, 
and at a considerable distance from the 
most northern extremity of the British 
islands, a vast profusion of a singular 
substance has been often seen floating 
on the surface, and that by skilful ma- 
riners, who were also conversant with 
the herring-fishery. The different 
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accounts given to me by these persons 
agreed in- this, — that the substance con- 
sists of separate globules of a roundish 
figure, and of the size of a pea, re- 
sembles blubber, covers the surface 
of the sea to a great extent, and makes 
it to appearance as if covered with oil ; 
that the herrings are known to feed 
upon it ; and that it has been observed 
in great profusion to the north-west of 
Shetland, where the herring shoals 
existed at the time, but has nowhere 
else been seen on the coast of Scot- 
land. If this account, given by per- 
sons of observation and veracity, is ad- 
mitted, we need be no longer surprised 
at the retreat of the herrings to those 
tracts of the northern sea, nor at their 
return from thence in a full-fed and 
fat condition. The substance here in- 
timated is probably a small species of 
the medusa, or some similar marine 
animal, which is as yet not known to 
naturalists.**— (II. 275, 276.) 

Dr Walker seems perfectly right in 
his conjecture ; for Mr Scoresby and 
Dr Macculloch, as has been already 
remarked, positively mention species 
of medusa as the food of the herring. 
The former states their incalculable 
numbers in the Northern seas, tinging 
the water for miles, and gives figures 
of several species ; and the latter states 
that he has seen large tracts of Uie 
Cornish coast, where the " whole sea 
was almost a mass of life, from the 
presence of these and other marine 
animals.*'— (Jour, of Science for \S30, 
p. 135.) 

In the same volume is a paper, by 
Mr John Mackenzie, on the fisheries of 
Scotland, which tends to corroborate 
the fact of some minute species of 
meduscB forming the food of the her- 
ring in certain situations. " Another 
article of their food'* (says he) *' is an 
oozy substance at the bottom of the 
sea, adapted, it would appear, by the 
Author of Nature for that purpose. 
This sometimes appears in calm wea- 
ther floating on the surface, in the form 
of small globules, at which fishermen 
have observed herrings to spring as 
trouts do at files.'*— (P. 314.) These 
fioating globules were, there is little 
doubt, some small species of medusa, 
or kindred animal, such as referred to 
by Dr Walker, and mentioned as the 
food of the herring by Mr Scoresby 
and Dr Macculloch ; and goes to prove, 
in addition to what is stated by these 
writers, th»t minutQ molluscous imi^ 



Digitized by 



Google 



1888.] 



On the Food of the Herring and Sabnon, 



maU form an imporUDt portion of the 
food of the herring in particular sea- 
sons. 

A stomach of a herrings caught in 
the Frith of Forth this summer (1837), 
containing this species of food, b on 
the table. No. 7. 

Mr Blackenzie further states, that, 
" in regard to the food of the herring, 
it has been frequently obsenred that 
the smdl fry suck their nutrition out 
of the marine alga, or from some mat- 
ter adhering to them.*' This obser- 
yation b borne out by the fact of many 
marine aninub depositing their ova 
on the sea-ireed, and by the fact of ova 
of fishes, and even those of their own 
species, being found in the stomach of 
the herring. Mr Mackenzie also men- 
tions that '* it has been ascertained by 
fishermen that herrings will swallow 
a clear unbaited hook, such as b used 
for catching haddocks, when tied to a 
fine line ; a device which has been of- 
ten successfully adopted when the her- 
ring fishery is carried on in deep water, 
in order^o discover the arrival of the 
shoaJs. It seems certain, therefore, 
that the herrings take these hooks for 
such animalcules as they, at least, some- 
times feed upon.'*— (II. 313, 314.) 

In the same volume b a paper, by 
the Rev. James Headrick, on the fish- 
eries of ScoUandy which Dr Knox has 
also quoted as proving the food of the 
herring to be unknown. But, as the 
Doctor has only given a portion of 
the paragraph on the subject, and 
founded on it as a distinct proposition, 
it b necessary to give the whole state- 
ment in connexion. *' With regard 
to their mode of feeding,** says Mr 
Headrick, '* it b, in all probability, 
rimilar in the salmon and the herring. 
I suppose they live chiefly on water, 
and on smaii insects which abound both 
in the sea and in rivers. 1 have been 
told of the fry of smaller fishes found 
in the stomachs of salmon ; but such 
instances never occurred to me, and 
I never heard of any animal being 
found in the stomach of a herring." 
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Here Dr Knox's quotation stops, lest 
the explanation which follows might 
lessen the value of hb assumed disco- 
very. But Mr Headrick continues 
thus:— "This,** says he, "may be 
owing to the strong digestive powers, 
which speedily convert into chyle the 
food received into the stomach. In 
all the experiments I have heard nar- 
rated, with a view to ascertain on what 
the hening feeds, it appeared that a 
considerable time was allowed to elapse 
between its being killed and cut up. 
Now, such an experiment is not fair. 
In man and other animab the power 
of the gastric Juice b known to con- 
tinue after death, so as not only to li- 
quify the contents of the stomach, but 
even to corrode the stomach itself. 
The only way to know on what a her- 
ring feeds, is to cut it up immedbtely 
liter it has enjoyed a full meal. Both 
the salmon and the herring leap at 
flies and other winged insects.** — 
Trans. High. Soc. II. 444, 445. 

In r^ard to what b stated by Dr 
Walker and Mr Headrick as their own 
opinion, that opinion is corroborative 
of what had bc^n before discovered as 
to the food of the herring. As to their 
ignorance of what had been previously 
observed and recorded upon this sub- 
ject, I cannot pretend to account. But 
their want of knowledge by no means 
proves, in the face of evidence to the 
contrary, that such knowledge did 
not exist. I am aware that, from the 
interruption of intercourse occasioned 
by the wars of the French Revolu- 
tion, there was difficulty in getting 
books from the Continent; and a great 
degree of ignorance seems to have pre- 
vailed in Scotland as to the progress 
of the natural sciences in foreign coun- 
tries, and even in England. But for 
Dr Knox and Professor Rennie there 
b not the same excuse ; and the only 
conclusion that can be drawn from 
the statements of these gentlemen b, 
that when they penned them they 
were not aware of what had been pre« 
viously written. 



IL — Food of the Salmon. — (Sahno Saktr, Lin.) 



1 now come to the third point, on 
which I have to make a few observa- 
tions, tending to show that the food 
of the salmon was perfectiy well known 
to Naturalbts before the publication 



of Dr Knox's paper. Dr Knox*8 as- 
sertions, however, are as confidentiy 
made with regard to hb discovery of 
the food of the salmon, as they were 
"with regard to the food of the herrings 
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ftndy as I shall endeoyoor to sfaimrj 
e^Mlly mifbiiiKM. 

** The mtaroof tWfeod crfUMker- 
lini^, Coregomit^ and salnon** (svfs 
ho), <' was not to be sttuabled on l^ ae* 
cicient. 1 feel happy in haWiig to offer 
k as a direct result of patient scientific 
enquiry."— (P. 463.) 

<' As a proof of the difflenlty of the 
enquiry, it being unnecessary to cite 
more here> I shall content my sdf with 
quoting a passage from a very recent 
work (1833) on natural history. The 
Comi^ete Angler of Izaak Wdton-^ 
edited by Mr Rennie, Professor of 
Zoology, King's College, London. 
In 1653, Walton found nothing in the 
stomach of the Fordige trout ; and in 
a note, in the year 1833, Mr Reimie 
adds, '* The same is tro^ of the salmon, 
which has ne?er any thing bendtfs a 
yeltffw fluid in his stomach when 
caught."— (P. 467.) 

" The true salmon prefers a pecu- 
liar kind ofjbod, the ova of the Echi- 
nodermata, and taltes with great reluc- 
tance any other." 

'* When tho salmon first takes to 
the estuary and to the river, Whether 
beyond or within the influence of the 
tide, he does not feed, unless the es- 
tuary should happen to contain this 
peculiar kindoffoodr~-(?. 466.) 

*' I have opened the stomach of a 
fish killed by the poacher id the-month 
of October, nearly 100 miles from the 
ocean, with ihe peculiar food,Bnd none 
else, in the intestines."— (P. 470.) 

This pec«f/tar^orf— on reading the 
first part of his paper, Dr Knox re- 
stricted to the ova of the EcaiivooBa^ 
MATA, and nothing else. 

The genera of &e first order of this 
class are Astekias, Ehcrinds, £chi-> 
Mus of Linnojus, and Holothuria. 
But only one species of the first genasi 
Aiterias glacialis, is partictdarly men- 
tioned as afibrding this food ; and we 
are not informed how the ova of this 
genus, when separated ft-om the ani- 
mal« is to be distinguished fipera that of 
the other genera of the order. It would 
be information, indeed, to learn that 
Encrini were so abundant on our 
coasts, that their spawn afibrded the 
salmon its peculiar food. On read- 
ing the second portion, he added an- 
other article to the salmon's bOt of 
fare in <' iome of the eruetacea.** But 
in the abstract drawn up by himself> 
the food is limited to the JBchinodeT' 
makif as if these animate dq^osited 
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tfadr spawn sEt aM §mBm§f and in sirf. 
fielent qaantity, to feed the family of 
British salmon. There is not a dooAily 
that if Dr Knox had examined the sto- 
machs of sidiiKm at different periods^ 
and on different station^, he woidd not 
only have found the ova of the star* 
fish (fbr that is the only ecliinocler. 
natous animal stated as supplying 
th^peeuHtxrfood), but also the star- 
fish itodf, the smaller eruitacea, and 
the entail fUhe* which aboimd on the 
coasts wlHCh salmon frequent. But of 
this afterwards. 

In the years 1824 and 1825, a Com- 
mittee of the House of Commons was 
appointed to investigate the modes e# 
carrying on the principal sofanon fish- 
eries in the kingdom, for the purpose 
of framing an Act of Parliament that 
should regulate that fishery, Ibr the 
advantage of the river and coast pro- 
prietors sm^ the pubKe. A valuaMe 
body of evidence was thus procured 
regarding the habits of the salmon \ 
the period of its ascending the differ- 
ent rivers for the purpose of spawn- 
ing ; the deposition of the ova in the 
spawning beds \ the descent of the 
young to the sea ; and the food of this 
fish both in the sea and in rivers, kt* 
But Uiottgh thb enquiry was made witli 
great ability on the part of the com* 
ttittee, and although the witnesses 
examined included practical fishermeni 
tadksmen of fisheries, river and shore 
proprietors, and scientific men of the 
first eminence, Dr Knox, upon what 
principle it is difficult to coneerrci 
characterises the results of the whole 
minutes of evidence as " beiow criti- 
cism" — (P. 500) ;^— " the persons of* 
fering the testimony atid evidence, 
without any exception, incompetent to 
the task, the greater part being the 
evidence of individuals^ to whom it 
would be impossible even to explain 
the care and precision and extent of 
direct evidence, requisite to arrive at 
a correct scientific conclusion" — (P, 
500) ; and << node was found, through- 
out their most extended inquiry, who 
could offer a rational conjecture 
(founded on facts) personally known 
and understood {the result of poei* 
live research, by a competent naturaU 
ist and physiok^ist), as to the food of 
the salmofli its habitat while in the 
ocean, and its feeding ground."— (P. 
496.)— The whole, in shorti is '^ on 
inexfricabk mass of confksion and er* 
W."p-(P. 46a.) 
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_ too WitaMMS WilOM Ctl* 

denoe U dras dtmcterlsfd, are Sir 
Hmnphry DaT3r> Sir Henrj Fane, 
YlscoBiit ForbeSf Mr Bpriog Rtc»-^ 
Sir George Rose, Mr Hom» Dmm- 
mood, Gemt^e Hi^artfa, Jan., Willkm 
Stephen, George Litde, Jolm HalH- 
day, Murdoch Mackenadey— «tid otir 
most reiPiftifcie aad learned 
ciatei» tbe Rer. Dr Fleming, 
JiBee iardine ; beeMea numenroB 
other educated and respectable men, 
many of whom had ^>ent the best part 
of their lirea in the dally observatleti 
of the fisheries of salmon, in difTerent 
parts of the United Rinffdom..->The 
names of these indiridnals were war- 
rant to the public that they were com- 
petent to form a rational coi4eetnti» ; 
their sourees of information, diatthey 
were capable of giving direct eridence ; 
and thdr education .and ranic in llfb 
were warrant for their possesring at 
least some knowledge of the nature of 
testimony* And when, on the otiier 
hand, U is coMfdered that what is 
termed the natural history of the sal- 
mon in this memoifj is ivsted on a 
single experiment, made in a hurried 
▼isit to a salmon rifer.^.and the nature 
of the food at all seasons and in all 
plates peremptorily determined, fhmi 
cutting up one or two stomachs at one 
period of the yeitr, and at ofie staHom, 
it would not be diAeult fbr the least 
▼ersant in the nature of testimony to 
say on which side the ineompeteBcy 
was likely to be found. 

Hating made these preliminary re^ 
marks, 1 fiow proceed to show, ttom 
these much abused «* Minutes of Etl- 
denoe," and other sources, that the 
claims of the author of the memoir as 
a discoverer, rest merely on his own 
assertions ; and that the main points 
upon which ho cUdntt merit were just 
as well known before the appearance 
of hh memoir as since that period. 
In this case, hoWeter, I shall not de- 
tain the society with many qnofations 
from Writers on natural history as to 
the food of thesdtnon, either whett in 
the sea or when fbund in rireTs. The 
evidence taken befbte the Committee 
of the House of Commons narrows 
the enqaii7 as to this point; andlshall 
therefore avail myself of thi^ evidenoe 
to corroborate what had been previoitt- 
ly stated on Uie subject. 
jProfessor Rennie, of the King's 
^^oUegei Le&deS) h has been sUled, 



IbttBd notidag in the stomaeh of tha 
salmon but a **yethwJMd;** and Dr 
Knox atserts that this opfaiioti most be 
^ ouite pectdiar to Prolhssor Rennie, 
as he knew of so author in which such 
a Ihet is mentioned.'* But this fact h 
not pecnllar to the learned professor, 
notwithstanding Df Knot's assertion 
that it is so ; fDr it Is repeatedly men • 
tioned in Sir Humphry Davy's work, 
entitled Safmonki, pnbllshed a year 
before Professor Rennle's Walton ap- 
peared. And stranger still, this book 
IS quoted, and a passage from the very 
page in which tne **peUow Jiuiet' is 
mentlonedi animadverted on by Dr 
Knox. The fbllowing is the pas- 
sage !— *' The stomach of the salmon, 
tou peroeive> eontains nothing but a 
iiitlo yeihwjtuid ; and though the sal- 
mon is twice as large, does not ex- 
oeed much in size that of the tr(mt." — 
(P. 129 — And again, in the following 
page — " I have opened ten or twelve, 
and never fbtmd any thing in their sto- 
machs but tape- worms, bred there, and 
some yeUawJUtid; bat I believe thb 
ligenerally owing to their being catight 
at the tixne of tfieir migration, when 
they are travelling from the sea up- 
wards, and do not wilHnglv load them- 
selves with fbod. Their digestion ap- 
pears to be very quick." — (Safmonia, 
p. ISO.) In corroboration of Sir 
Hnmphry Davy's remark as to less 
ibod being found in the stomach of 
the salmon at the period of its annual 
migration, I tnay mention, that more 
than one naturalist has noticed the 
fhct, that as the generative organs in- 
crease much, there seems less disposi- 
tion in fishes to fbed, and that their sto- 
mach ill such eases is generally fbund 
empty, or nearly so. John Monipennie, 
also, in his description of Scotland, 
publbhed In 1612, mentions what I 
nave no doubt was a fluid of the same 
nature, thongh he does not mention its 
colour ; for, says he, " Finally, there 
is no man that knoweth readUy where- 
on d)is fish liveth, fbr never was any 
thing yet ftmnd in their bellies, other 
than a thick tiHfnff hmtuntr*** 

Accordfatg to Bloeh, (v. 246), ** thfe 
salmon ibeds on little fishes, insects, 
uidworms.** According to Lacepede, 
it *' Hvea oh imecU, worms, and the 
J¥lf <fJMei.'' {Hist, Nat. des Pofs- 
sons, xH. 165.) According to Bose, 
" it is upon fnitets* worms, and smtiU 
JUheSi that it feeds.*' (JVbnr. Diet. 
isEh WL) Hyppolyte (Coquet 
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states tbat it feeds upon worms, insects, 
and small fishes ; aadin Turton's tran- 
slation of Ginelin*s edition of the Sys^ 
. tema Naturis, the salmon is said to 
«« feed on fishes, worms, and insects.** 
** It is evident,** says Pennant, << that 
at times their food is both fish and 
worms ; for the angler uses both with 
good success ; as well as a large gaud j 
artificial fly, which probably the fish 
mbtakes for a gay LibeUuia, or dra^ 
gon-fiy.** (^Brit. ZooL iii. 387) ; 
and Dr Fleming states that '' their fa- 
Tourite food in the sea is the sand-eel,*' 
(^Brit. Animals, 179.) Dr Fleming's 
means of knowledge I may, in passing, 
remark, were a residence of, I believe, 
fifteen years within sight of extensive 
salmon-fisheries on the Frith of Tay, 
and an extensive and minute acquaint- 
ance with all the branches of British 
Zoology. And it may be a sufficient 
answer to the contemptuous allusions 
by Dr Knox to that deservedly eminent 
individual, to say that his writings are 
referred to as authoritative by idmost 
every author who treats of the subjects 
which have been illustrated by his pen. 

It is necessary again to mention, 
that by insects, in these passages, is 
meant the class of animals included 
under that name by Linnaeus, which 
extended to all annulose animals ; and 
the whole modem class Crustacea, in- 
cluding minute crabs, shrimns, &c., 
as well as the divisions of Enchinoder- 
mata and Eniomostraca, By worms 
is also meant the class Vermes of Lin- 
naeus, which included not only the 
naked but testaceous MoUusca ; and 
it is in reference to these extended 
classes that the terms used by the 
writers of the period are to be under- 
stood. 

Later writers confirm the observa- 
tions of the older authors as to the 
food of the salmon. Thus Mr Yarrell, 
in his Hbtory of British Fishes, pub- 
lished in 1835, has the following pas- 
sage relative to the food of this fisli*- 
*' Faber, in his Natural Hbtory of the 
Fbhes of Iceland, remarks, ' the com- 
mon salmon feeds on small fishes and 
yarious small nuurine animals.' Dr Fle- 
ming says, * Their favourite food in 
the sea b the sand-eel ;* and I myself,*' 
says Mr Yarrell, ** have taken the re- 
mains of sand-launce from the stomach* 
Sir William Jardine says,'* continues 
Mr Yarrell, " ' In the north of Suther- 
land a mode of fishing for salmon b 
sometimes successfully practised in 
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the friths, where sand-eeb are used as 
a bait. A line b attached to a buoy, 
or bladder, and allowed to float with 
the tide up the narrow estuaries. The 
salmon<areabo said to be occasionally 
taken at the lines set for haddocks, 
baited with sand-eeb. At the mouths 
of rivers they will rise freely at the 
artificial fly within fifty yards of the 
sea ; and the common earth-worm is a 
deadly bait for the clean salmon. All 
the other marine salmon are known to 
be very voracious ; and there b no- 
thing in the structure of the mouth or 
strong teeth of the common salmon 
to warrant us to suppose that there b 
any material difference in their food.' " 
(Vol. ii., p. 19.) " Several ob- 
servers, " adds Mr Yarrell, " have 
borne testimony to the partiality of 
the salmon to the sand-launce as n>od, 
and I have a record, by an angler, of 
salmon caught in the Wye by a min- 
now."— (P. 19.) 

So much for the statements of sys- 
tematic writers as to the food of the 
salmon. I shall now give some ex- 
tracts from the papers in the second 
volume of the Highland Society 
Transactions, regar£ng the salmon 
fisheries of Scotlimd, as to the food of 
the salmon. In fresh water, accord- 
ing to Dr Walker, '' little b found in 
the stomach except slime, or some 
half-digested, and some half-entire in- 
sects."— *• It b probable that they re- 
ceive, in the sea, a more copious food, 
and of a different kind ; but the pre- 
cise nature of thb food b imknown," 
t. e. to Dr Walker. (P. 364 ) 

Mr John Mackenzie says, " It b 
probable they live on the fry, or young 
of other fishts. It b well known that 
when in fresh water, they feed on ant- 
malcules, files, small trouts, &c. " ( P. 
384.) 

Mr Alexander Morrison says, <' I 
have taken salmon within fiood-mark, 
some of which had two, and others three 
full-sized herrings in their stomach. 
When salmon enter rivers, where but 
a small quantity of the fry of fish (on 
which they usually feed) b to be found, 
they evidently become worse in the 
courae of twenU^-four hours. From 
thb it may be inferred, that salmon not 
only require a considerable quantity of 
food, but that their stomachs dissolve 
it in a very short period." (P. 392.) 

Mr Archibald Drummond, after 
stating that when in the river they eat 
ey^ry thing with voracity, notices the 
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common saying of the fishermen^ that 
nothing is ever found In their stomach. 

In these papers there is only one 
fact stated^ on the personal knowledge 
of one of the writers^ Mr Morrison, 
who has himself taken from their sto« 
machs full-sized herrings. The others 
only state their conjectures, or opi- 
nions. None of them refer to pre- 
vious writers, either British or foreign, 
on the natural history of the salmon. 

1 now turn to the minutes of evi- 
dence before the Committee of the 
House of Commons, for facts upon the 
subject of the food of the salmon. In 
the Report of 1824, John Halliday 
gives his evidence as to their food in 
these words : — " I have had thousands 
of them dissected, when I have seen 
smaU^h'mtheirstom&chs.* Ihaveseen 
thousands offish opened in the boiling- 
house, and I have seen smaU things l&e 
a worm, and skeddens, in the stomach 
of the salmon, or a small Jish like a 
minnow.''-^(P. 90.) " I have ob- 
served more of this worm and small 
sea-fish in those fish we get from parti- 
cular parts of the sea-shore." — lb. 

Mr Moir states the chief food of the 
salmon to be sand-eeis. *' As all the 
fish were cut up," says he, " for the pur- 
pose of being preserved in a fresh 
state, I had an opportunity of examin- 
ing their stomachs. I never could de- 
tect food of any kind in the stomachs 
of salmon taken in the upper river- 
fishings ; whereas those taken in the 
sea were frequently gorged with food, 
which was principally sand-eels.** ^ 1 
strongly suspect that the salmon fre- 
quent the flat sands between the Don 
and Ythan for the purpose of feeding ;** 
and " a very successful stake-net fish- 
ery b carried on, on the sands at Mus- 
selburgh, and another at Aberlady. 
These sands abound with sand-eels. 
The one station is thirty, the other 
forty miles from a spawning river*"'— 
{Rqffort, 1825, p. 171, 172.) 

This last gentleman is, I conceive 
(for Dr Knox very prudently does not 
mention his name), the person whom 
he accuses of making the statement I 
have read, « in open defiance of truth 
and daily observation,*' when he 
averred, on his own knowledge, that 
the sand-eel formed a principal part of 
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the salmon's food. But Mr Moir is 
not singular in his opinion ; for the 
Rev. Dr Fleming asserts the same fact 
from his own knowledge ; and on the 
evidence of these two gentlemen alone, 
the fact of the salmon feeding much on 
sand-eels might at once be admitted. 

Dr Knox is equally virulent against 
another person, whom he does not 
name, for asserting what was consis- 
tent with his own knowledge, diat he 
had seen small fishes in the stomachs 
of the thousands of salmon opened in 
the boiling-house. He alludes, I pre- 
sume, to Mr Halliday, in these terms : 
— '^ One practical fisher and tacks- 
man of salmon fisheries of vast extent* 
was so ignorant of every fact In na- 
tural history, that he mistook the tape- 
worm (a parasite infesting certain 
parts of the Intestinal tube of the sal- 
mon) for the food of the salmon.** (P. 
499.) The Inference Dr Knox wishes 
to be drawn from this circumstance 
(granting, for the sake of argument, 
that it is as he states It), is, fiiat Mr 
Halliday*s evidence as to food is good 
for nothing, because he saw, without 
knowing it was so, a tape -worm 
amongst the small fishes in the sto- 
machs of the salmon opened. But 
this is neither fair to Mr Hallldav nor 
right in itself. There can be no doubt 
of the fact of fishes, and a worm, being 
found in the stomachs alluded to, for 
it is a common occurrence ; and Mr 
Halliday may be quite right as to the 
plain matter of fact, when he states 
what he had seen, while his opinion 
as to this fact or the nature of the sub- 
stances, may be disregarded. But no 
one can mistake Mr Halllday*s des- 
cription of the worm alluded to, who 
had ever seen one. He describes it 
as like a *< crimped straw.*' If this 
rule were applied generally to Dr 
Knox's own paper, there would be 
found, I am afraid, evidence of deficient 
information sufficient to discredit the 
whole of his statements. 

In ordinanr cases, where an obser- 
ver states a fact as coming under his 
own observation, any opinion he may 
form upon that fact is a separate thing 
from the fact itself, and does not 
necessarily detract from its truth. 
Others, better informed, may draw a 



* The specimen. No. 3, now on the table, contains the vertebral remains of some 
imall firiie*. The lame specimen contains in its intestinal canal the tape- worm which is 
usoally fonad there. 

VOL. XUy* NO. CCI.XXIV* N 



Digitized by 



Google 



IM 



0» ibf Food of Ac Herring a^ SaJm<m. 



tA«g. 



^9mei^efxfm^ $u|>poie9 Cor uiaiUnic^, 
(^od i sUOe tj^ wci40nit »$ %i wb^ re- 
Uu^ ia ;the Coyroni mw9i9»^w, a i»w 
Ye9r» ago)* • large troNi to be caught 
m 1^ Canal* in a n^arif iBxiwnsted 
^Me> Fitli a fjrog mounted upon ilta 
ba^, aod tiwit ike »ajM ^eiU iraa in- 
})m4 w the neck, oppiealto ^he frog'a 
x»^(Wit)»«-*-i»igAMt oo|t tbie banied d^oetor, 
Uke tbe narrator of ^ (Burcunataaoe 
ii» th» n^wapaper, very naturaliy sup- 
po9^ tfiai tba frog Faa ia tbfi act of 
devovriyng tb« U^out ? And, supposing 
tbe)i>roed of frogs to be of naitiooal ia^ 
portonce, and tWir food a grAve mat» 
ffiF of l^UoeopUovl eaquirjr, would 
no^ tbia fact be considmd ae ineon- 
ieatable proof of the naMm of Iboir 
aliment, bowewr dilEecant from the 
|fog*a bablta, and duqeei evidence iimf, 
file reptile bad takan ai leaat ona 
fftoiotbfMl? Tbefiftc^oflbefinogonOM 
hm^ of tbe trfmi, and daapuig k wilh 
iU ann^, is of undoubted occurrence — 
thfi neaaon asslgnad ia mere matter of 
opinion, and in tbia Aaae would be per- 
fejctJ^ erroneoue. To tboae acquainted 
vitb tbe natural biatoqr of the &og tbe 
aoUUjon U apparent, witboot invoi- 
Tiog tbe eriiae of troutrMurder. Ai 
tbe uaual period of the Tear, tbe in^ 
atiaet of nproduotion in Cliate *«da[y4>u 
h etrong, and, filling females of their 
own claw, tbe male hog freqnentljr 
fita tbe usual time 4^[>on doe baek of a 
fi^h. (See Blumenbach and 8pallan- 
sani.) I have beard of ponds in Eng- 
laod being aearl/ oleaied of trout 
from tbis cause, where firogs abounded ; 
tbe trout being iiteraliy ridden to 
death bjr these amphibious e^uestriaBS. 
Now, the natuxal eondusioa of one 
ignorant of the habits of the animal, 
on such an oceurrenee comiog under 
lijs notice, would be that the frogs bad 
seized upon tbe trouts for the pur- 
pose of devouring them $ and one 
mure imaginaltve might naturally 
enough conclude that imps in tbe 
abape of frogs were rauning sweep- 
stakes in a submerged racing-course. 
It need not bp said bow for from truth 
these inferences would be ; but such is 
^e mode in wbiob the author of the 
paper before us treats tbe evidence 
given by protessional fishers, and 
others, before a Committee of Parlia- 
ment. If they err in opinion, their 
evidence as t^fiwt^ coming under their 
express cogniaance is not to be be* 
lieved. 

Mr Alexander Fraser, a salmon- 



carer, wbo ptibliAed a Natiural His- 
tory f>iihid Salmon in 1B30, h atta^cked 
in the aame mann^ ; and bis s|;ate- 
menta, founded on experi«nGe« are 
treated with disriespeot, and as not to 
be believed, because he couAtod only 
H vertebrae in th» hftckboae of tbo 
salmon, when, aecording to l^r Kuoz, 
there are imUy 01. " Thus," saya 
ihe Doctor, << an experience of jbrty 
or %Stj Fears as a aalzaon-curer and 
catcher hi^ not enabled ham to count 
tbe backbonea correctly.** — (P. bQl,) 
And again, beoauao Mr Fraser has 
omitted to mentiea tfao ^' internal pa- 
raaiijcal aoimals^*' " I confess/* says 
Dr Knox, << tbis exfiites stnong doubts 
in mf mind as to tbo accucacy of Mr 
Ffaaer^M observations genorally, and 
causes me to undervabie altogether hie 
forty years* oxpe ri ence aa a aalmon^ 
curer."— (P. 502.) And agaio, '« Mr 
Feasor has a mind capable of ris i ng 
above aU pr^udioes in the support of 
truth.'*— (P. 502.) 

Now, if to be able to eount the 
munber of vertebrsB in tbe backbone of 
a salmon oorreetlv be the rule of judg- 
ing of tbe credibility of testimony in 
olber matters, what shall be said of Dr 
Knox, if bis eouoMration be not it&elf 
oorreot? Mr Yarrell, whose know- 
ledge of fishes, internally aa well as ex- 
ternally, requires no praiae of mine, 
malLes the number of vertebrsB in the 
salmon sixty t and so does tbe Rev. 
Mr Jenyns, in his accurate work on 
the British Vertebrate Animals. ^'Ac- 
cording to Dr liicbardson*' (says Mr 
YarreU), " tbe co&cal appendages ace 
in number from ^ to 68 ; and several 
observers have stated the number of 
vertebrffi to be siziy^ which I have 
repeatedly found to be correct.**— 
British Fisies, ii. 6. 

But Mr Fraser, it seems, baa given 
other and greater oieoce in speaking 
of the salmon's feod. f* In respect to 
the food of the salmon'^ (says Dr 
Knox), " Mr Fraser has notions also 
perfectly /oca/ ; tfiat is, confined to him^ 
self. And as the whole passage ad- 
mits of no sort of analysis, and as, in- 
deed, no person having the smallest 
knowledge of natural objects would 
think it necessary to read the article 
twice, nuach iess to examine it serious- 
ly, we shall simply quote Ids own 
words, and then leave it: — * Their 
digestion is ao quick, that in a few 
boura not a bone is to be discovered. 
Of this I have had various proofs, in 
trouts caught by a j>ar as a bait in set 
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lines. Fufi OT wnto ^conJd sot cof^ 
sume them auicker.' " — (P. 50 1 .) gir 
Jhiwphry Dslyj sh.aref in the oon- 
temptuous repiieheDslon ioopJied ia th# 
introduction to this pajr^rajph ; for bio 
my»f " their cUgestioD appears t^ ho 
very quick**— (^z/jnoma^ p. 130) ; gai 
other writers corrohorata tim ^t^v* 
vatioQ. 

As to the food of the sa^moi^ ^he9» 
it appaars clearly that this ibo4, hath 
in rivers and in tim a^ wa« ireU 
knoirnf and recorded hjr almost aU 
vriters on the natural history of fishMt 
lo^g hefoce tha observations of Dyr 
K«f»z Appeared. That food u, gmm* 
raUy sDeaJung* worms, imects, and 
small JU&€^i the first terni including 
the Echiiiodermata of jnodern irritai% 
and tha second the nodem cJUm OmS" 
tacea. The author's criticisQi on Dr 
Fleming saying that salmon go <'into 
astuar les in search of worms aAd othar 
baity*' is almost unworthy of aatke* 
Worms may mean only earth-worini 
in the vocabuUry of Dr KnoY» though 
the use of the word i^ the plural nun^ 
her might have suggested to a person 
so learoed, that there might be manna- 
worms as well as earth-worms iu the 
estuary alluded to. But in point 4^ 
£ict« o9e of the stomachs now on thp 
table> confinns even the verbal acci^ 
racy of Dr Flemii^ had ho evaa 
meant, as is sneeringly imputed to hiM# 
merely earth-tsorms — for there is SA- 
tually an earth-worm in tbait stomach* 
washed down probably from the banika 
of the river by the receding tide. Tha 
evidence of practical fis&rmen and 
others fully establishes* what previous 
writers hwi asserted* that small JisAes, 
particularly sand-eels and shimps, 
form a chief portion of the food of tlm 
salmon* without* however* excluding 
worms, and other animals found on 
the shores which salmon finequent. 
That they may also feed on the ova of 
the AsUrias glacktks ; on the ova of 
fishes; and even* liko the haddock* 
swallow this and other species of As^ 
terias entire* I have no reason to 
doubt* and would willingly admit* 
even on less than the single evidence 
of Dr Knox* because that class of 
animals is* amongst oihers* stated hy 
all authors to form the food of the sal- 
mon. And tbe existence of ova in the 
intestinal canal or stomach of the sal- 
mon and heriing* when the other por- 
^otts of the food are decomp<Mod* is 
easily aceounted for* from the known 
.Vttttt%nc0 of the coiiaoooQs onvolppoof 
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thfl ova oC ^tfhes to libe action of the 
gaatiic fluid. But beyond this siu^le 
ramark* that ova of the AsUrias gla^ 
ciaUe is £ound occasionally in the sto- 
mach of the salmon when in sesoon* 
^hepe is nothing iu the memoir that 
csM ho said to h^^^ extended our 
knowledge of the food or natural his- 
tory Aod l^bits of th^aaUnon. 



T\m next portion oi X>9^ Knot's pa- 
per whiah claims notice is " the Gene- 
ra^on of tha Salmon* the Growth and 
Progiofls of th9 3flAoU* aad the descent 
of the kolt or spavnad fish to the 
ooeao#*'-^(P.> #71) ; ^ here again 
the author soonft to labour imder a 
IsWQt^le ignorance of what has been 
locordad on this s^l^oel beforo the 
appeafanco of his paper ; for he de- 
clares he knows *'of no continued 
S^erios of observations on the subject* 
published by any pn^ of an authentic 
natnre* sndaoaa to adn»itof nodouht.' 
To fiU up this chaspf h9 resolves to 
detail tha history of the s^hiion smoU# 
Unom iu fiiist deposition under gf^y^, 
in Uie form of an egg* U> its ultimate 
disappMranoe firon^ Uie fresh water 
atn^wss '^ffemarfcing* that erery thing 
stated thoroio fell u^der my own im*- 
BBtediato fOMonal ohiervatitw/' Tho 
dates of ohasrvotion aro-^Nov. 2 
(1632 ?)* Fah. 2d* Mar(^ 23* AprU I 
and Id, and May ^ (1833 ?). Tho 
rciuits of thoae obaorfatioiis will ha 
atatod OL tha soqiu^ of this notice* as 
Aompansd with tho prior ob9orv9lions 
of others. It may now* however* ha 
TOflntiimod genurally* thai Dr Kaoi^ 
has notatated a ungla fact regarding 
the dapositioa or growth of tho ova <tf 
tho salmon^^^ha periods of th^ 9a- 
eonding the rivers whore thoy breed* 
and thmr notun again to the sea,«*- 
which had not been observed and ror 
eorded with much greater mmutaneu 
prior to the publication of his paper. 

Salmon ascend the Briti^ rivers at 
diierent periods aooording to tho aoft- 
aons* generally from September to 
January* and deposit dieir spawn dur- 
ing the months of November, Decem- 
ber, and January. This is fully ascer- 
tained by the evidence led boiore the 
CoBunittee of tho House of GottN 
moBS. The names of the watnessee 
need not be hero mentioned ; but they 
state the period of salmon ascending 
the Hvers on observations for periods 
varying from a few years up to no less 
than forty. This evidence was taken 
in ie24-S^.. Dr Kjiok, in the lungle 
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instance he mentions^ says, that a pair 
of sahnon were obserTed in the Whit- 
tader, one of the tributaries of the 
Tweed, to be spawning on Nov. 2. 

The ova remains in the spawning- 
bed or gravel for three or four months, 
according to Dr Fleming ; according 
to Mr John Johnstone, from the ova 
deposited in November, December, 
aud January, the young rise from the 
gravel in March, April, and May; 
according to Mr John Haliiday, the 
spawn deposited in November, De- 
cember, and the beginning of January, 
is disengaged from the spawning-beds 
from lOch March to 10th Apnl; so 
that it appears, on an average of sea- 
sons, the salmon roe lies about four 
months, or 120 days, in the gravel beds 
before the young appear. But accord- 
ing to Dr Knox, in his single observa- 
tion of the Whittader pair of salmon, 
the ova took 142 days « to become 
fishes somewhat less than an inch in 
length,** but still <' embedded in the 
gravel.'*— (P. 473.) On the 19th of 
April the fry are ''eight and even 
Dine inches long ;*' and on the 2d May 
they still abound in the tributary 
streams, but are not so numerous as 
before ; they are not increased in size, 
and are, in all probability, the fry of 
a later deposit."-— (P. 473.) So that 
the amount of Dr Knox's information 
here is, that the spawn oi 9k single pair 
was hatched in April, and other fami- 
lies of other fishes were of a liater de- 
posit, and appeared in May. The 
witnesses examined before the Com- 
mittee of the House of Commons had 
stated all this much more fully in 1824 
and 1825. Thus, Sir Henry Fane says 
tiie fry descend in April and May — 
Alexander Fraser, eany in April and 
May — Rev. Dr Fleming, March, April, 
and May — Mr George Hogarth, jun., 
April and May— Mr William Stephen, 
March and April, to 14th May, ac- 
cording to the temperature of the sea- 
son and the situation of the different 
rivers. It appears, therefore, that Dr 
Knox*s single observation is corrobo- 
rative of the evidence led before the 
Committee, as far as a single instance 
in a single river can ; only it is to be 
observed, that he makes his single ob- 
servation, made he says by himself, 
the rule for spawning in aU rivers by 
all salmon, without reference to sea- 
son or situation ; while the evidence 
of practical men give the average re- 
sult of many years of observation, ex- 
tended over 9Tery yoriety of leMgo^ 



[Aug. 



and over all the rivers of the em* 
pire. 

The mode in which the salmon de* 
posit their ova in the gravelly bottom 
of shallow streams, is minutely describ- 
ed by Mr George Little (Report, p. 
108-9), and, indeed, has been known 
for centuries ; for John Monipennie 
has so long ago graphically recorded 
the manner in which this instinctive 
work is done. " In harvest," says he, 
" they come from the seas up in small 
rivers, where the waters are most 
shallow, and there the male and fe- 
male, rubbing their bellies or wombs 
one against the other, they shed their 
spawne, which forthwith they cover 
with sand and gravel, and so depart 
away."— P. 195. 

As to the developement of the ova 
under Dr Knox*s " own immediate 
personal observation,'* — though the 
ova would not, it appears, bear trans- 
mission to Edinburgh — it really seems 
unnecessary to notice such an evident- 
ly imperfect experiment, particularly 
since a very full and interesting ac- 
count of the gradual developement of 
the ova of the salmon, accompanied by 
an accurate engraving, is given in the 
evidence of a gentleman before the 
Parliamentary committee. To that 
engraving, and the description of 
the report in general, I beg to refer 
any one who takes an interest in the 
subject. At the same time it is proper 
to mention, that there is an interesting 
article on the " Spawn of Salmon,*' 
by Mr Schonberg, printed in Sir 
David Brewster*s Journal of Science 
in 1826, accompanied also by an en- 
graving of the ova in different stages 
of growth. Both these sets of figures, 
and the accompanying details, corres- 
pond with one another in every essen- 
tial particular ; but both at the same 
time differ widely from the details 
given by Dr Knox. Neither does the 
Doctor even hint in his paper at the 
exbtence of such details or figures, 
though he could scarcely be ignorant 
of what is stated in the Jtq)ort, which, 
he asserts, he had repeatedly read over. 

To pass over discrepancies which 
materially lessen the value of his re- 
marks, Dr Knox asserts, that " ova 
taken from the bed of a river at any 
time from January to March inclu- 
sive, and not shaken or carried far, 
will live and become developed, i. e, 
grow to fish of about an inch in length 
in a small glass full of water, changed 
not qfimer than once a week," p. 476* 
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Then follows a passage in which 
temperature is said to have some effect 
in hastening or retarding the deve- 
lopement of the ova, though in his 
reckoning hy days such agency is 
necessarily excluded; and he adds« 
tiiat " after haring cast the slough, 
they will live about ten days (seldom 
or never longer) in water unchanged, 
apparently thriringy growing, and 
darkening in colour (if exposed to the 
KghOeveryday."— P. 477. 

This assertion, of the ora and 
salmon fry linng a week and eren ten 
days in a small glass of unchanged 
water (almost the only original obser- 
▼ation in the paper) is in complete 
contradiction to all experiments that 
have been made on the derelopement 
of the ova of this genus of fishes. 
" It is said by Sir H. Davy" (says Dr 
Knox), <<on the authority of aperson of 
the name of Jacobi, whose writings 
I have not met with, that the ova of 
salmon are deposited in the gravel of 
rivers under streams, in onier that 
they may be perfectly aerated, or ex- 
posed to water which is so. This 
reason, which appears so plausible, is 
probably not the true one." — (P. 476). 
The person of the name of Jacobi here 
mentioned, though unknown to Dr 
Knox by his writings, was a Counsel- 
lor of State to the KLig of Prussia, and 
a well-known experimenter on the 
artificial fecundation of the ova of 
fishes. His experiments appeared in 
the Berlin Transactions for 1765, and 
have been referred to with approba- 
tion by almost every writer on the 
subject of fishes rince. These expe- 
riments were made chiefly upon the 
ova of the genus Salmo ; and he found 
that by expressing the unimpregnated 
ova in water, and afterwards applying 
the milt, the ova became impregnated, 
and went through the usual develope- 
ment. In making these experiments, 
one thing essential to their success 
was found to be necessary, and this 
was the frequent, almost incessant, 
changing of the water ; and hence he 
justly concluded, that the aeration of 
the water where ova are deposited, is 
necessary to the developement of the 
ova. Sir Humphry Davy, notwith- 
standing Dr Knox's gratuitous as- 
sumption of his incompetency to make 
observations on the generation of the 
salmon, " had this experiment tried 
twice, and with perfect success ; and 
it offers" (he adds) " a very good mode 
of increasing to any extent the quan- 
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tity of trout in rivers or lakes." 
(Sahnonia, p. 82). '< In dl experi- 
ments of this kind" (continues Sir 
Humphry) " the great principle is, 
to have a constant current of fresh and 
aerated water running over Uie eggs. 
The uniform supply of air to the foetus 
in the egg is essential to life and 
growth ; and such eggs as are not 
supplied with water saturated with 
air are unproductive." — Salmonia, 
p. 82, 83. 

This necessary aeration, and ex- 
posure to the influence of the sun's 
rays, explains at once why salmon 
seek the graveUy bottom of shallow 
streams for the purpose of spawning ; 
and the same instinctive impulse which 
guides the salmon, induces the herring 
and the cod, among numerous other 
fishes, to approach banks and shores, 
and thus carry boundless provision to 
countless animab. It was a curious 
circumstance in Jacobi*s experiments, 
that the effect of his impregnation of 
the ova with the milt, often produced 
in the trout monsters with two heads, 
&c. — so different are the rude attempts 
of man from the instinctive workings 
of nature. 

The experiments on the salmon ova 
by Mr Hog^arth and Mr Schonberg, 
who both traced their developement, 
from the first appearance of life, till 
the animal was an inch in length, 
further demonstrate the necessity of 
this aeration. With " frequent changes 
of water, Mr Hogarth succeeded in 
hatching the ova* and by * chang- 
ing the water fi^uently' the ani- 
mals appeared vigorous for three 
weeks, * after which they became rest- 
less and uneasy.' (P. 92). Mr Hogarth 
also tried one of the fry hatched in 
fresh water, if it would live in salt 
water ; but found that * it immediately 
showed symptoms of uneasiness, and 
died in a few hours.'" (P. 92). The 
figures of the ova, and the young ani- 
nud in its different states, were drawn 
by an artist, at the request of Mr 
Hogarth, and an engraving of them is 
appended to the Report of the Com- 
mittee on the Salmon Fisheries. 

Mr Schonberg found the frequent 
change of water equally indispensable. 
" Changing of the water" (says he), 
** and if possible from the same river, 
must be repeated hourly, and they 
must likewise be exposed to the sun*s 
influence." (Journal of Science, v. 
238). The developement of the ova 
is weU represented in the engraving 
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wbKeh aceompomes Mr Schonberg^'s 
TaliKiUe paper. The details of liis 
espemwnts afe more extended than 
those of Mr Hogwth ; bat botiv tsgw^ 
ia all the more hfetijn^ petats* 

Dr Kiioz'9 eapernneirt, altbonf^ 
gsid to baTe beea modv ander his e^a 
eje, is eontradieterj of the fact that 
aeration of the warter is neeessoryy as 
be, or the person who took eharge for 
bina, appears to bow kept the fry in 
water unchanged. But better evi^ 
deuce than this w^ rsqnre* to be pro- 
duced before we can give up* the 
bowl J and daily observa^ienB, bearkig 
all the marks of Irotb, node by Mr 
Hogarth and Mr Steb e nb e rg , m oppo- 
sition to the stateneHfea aad examiiM^ 
tioas of Dr RnoK ov bis assistants* Of 
Dr Knox's eandoor and fairness in aot 
referring to tbe experimeats of tbose 
gentlemeny though oner of diem ap- 
peared in tiie FarUameiitary Report 
which be so much abuses, aadf the 
other in a Jowmal eoasudted by every 
one witb any pretensiwas to science, I 
leave others to dranr the infereneeB-— 
Umiting myself to the phdn statement 
ef facts. Ot oonrse I hold, with all 
writers on the subject, except tlfce 
atifhor of this ttiemoir, that the aera- 
tion of the ova by the fice<pient change 
of water is necessary to the develepe- 
menC of the sdmon firy ^ livers ; and 
that this, and a eer^dn exposure to 
the rays of the sun, infltience the ap- 
proach of fishes to the banks and shores 
upon which they deposit their spawn*. 
In reference t» JaeobiV experi- 
ments, the stockini^ of ponds or I^mb 
with any desired species of fresh- water 
fishes, is, by these experiments, proved 
ta be comparatively easy j for he 
fbund'that die ova could be impreg- 
nated, and the animala ft*om these 
ova hatched, after t4^ parent fishes 
had been dead four days. Even the 
Yendace of Lochmaben ik)lght thus be 
introdnced into other h^ea Without 
nmcb danger of ibtlure. By catching a 
few of these fishes prt vions to spawn- 
ing. It i* weir kno#n that the Chi- 
nese stock pond» with impreg^nated 
spawn of fitshes. 

The period of the salnnm fry rising 
fh>m tiieir gratonjr bed has been 
already stated generally as occurring 
in March, April, and part of May ; 
but this of course depends upon the 
^ason. Mr George Little gives de- 
cided* evidence as to tills point. " A 
great deal** (says he) *• <^ends nptm 
tiie season at the thne of the year. 



whether we have an early sprinsf or 
X30C ; setttetimes there may be two or 
three weeks of difference, according ta 
the season.*' <' I have observed, when 
we bavo early warn weather, the fry 
ceiiiv eariy, and when we have a late 
spriag, it is later before the fry riser 
from the gravel bed.*' (P. 10^). 

The descent <^ the fry to the oeea» 
is^ia tbe Avon, according to Str Henry 
Faae, in AprU and May — ia the 
Ness, according to Alexander Fraser, 
early inr April aad May — ia the Don, 
Mareb and April, to the middle ef 
May — tm the Dee, April) and May— 
in the Tay, Marehy April, and May ; 
and so on, aecortting to the seasoa-. 
The keiis, or spawned fish, descend 
with the whiter and spring floods. But 
the dates given in evidence by the 
Bumerous and respectable witnesses 
examined before the committee are 
not be taken as absolute periods, 
cemmon te every year. The tempet- 
ratm*e ef the season must be a power- 
Ihl eleasent ia determining the ascent 
ef the salmon, the depositioB of the 
eva> and ^e hatching of the eva ; hi 
factv tJhe temperature and other eir^ 
cumstanees, there n every reason to 
belie vey might have the efibct of hastea- 
ing or delaying the process of repro- 
diwtion, as the same me«eorolegioal 
agenta are known to hasten or retard 
the sttnuat harvest, or premaCurely 
bring oat or delay Uie appearance of 
many of the insect tribes^. With the 
eaiceptf on of Dr Knox fixing a deter- 
minate period for the developement of 
the o¥a in the gt^vel till' the appear- 
Mce of the* smoHr, I say, with this ex- 
eepdott albne, any reader of his paper, 
mA the mfnntes of evidence, might 
have naturally enough snpposed, t&it, 
with regafd ta these pokits, he took 
his information fVomthe Parliament- 
ary Report, which he reprobates, and 
from the testhnony of wivnesses whom 
he declares unworthy of aR belief; 
and tl^ strong coincid(Btice between 
the Doctor's periods of migiration as 
related in the Trtinsiactions, and what 
-vras stated by these gentlemen sik 
years before, must eilfter appear tery 
strange, or the witttfesscs have not de- 
served that unmanncriy abuse which 
has been dealt out to them under the 
sanction of the Royal Society of Edte- 
burgh. 

Another particular noticed by Dr 
Rnox in Ms observations upon the 
salmon smolte is, that th^ will not 
* bear the sfightest handuttg^tbey 
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coDfiUiillj ctiecL Ih a short tioae after 
bemg teuehed.'*_(P. 4dl.>-ABd 
then the Doctor expresses bia " surprise 
whe&** (says he) " we read of smelts 
caught** (it is not said how, hut it mat- 
ten notX '* and after beings accordnig 
to aH accoiurtsy rather rougkl j handled^ 
and eren rafutOated by the amputation 
of a fisy repkiCed in water, and arrive 
ing at Biature years as a full growir 
sahnoB I we are^ we repeat'* (continues 
the Doelor>y *^ left in wonder at the 
aaaazing eontradietiOBS between such 
obeerrations and these We hare per- 
sonally Duidey observing every poBbibW 
care."— (P. 482.) 

This passage only proved Dr Knox*a 
awkwaniness, or the deadly natnre of 
his gripe; for no one point hi ^le 
natural history of the salmon is better 
ascertained than that they survive the 
mntiladon of a ^A, and even live yeara 
vrith a ring round their body^ close to 
tise tail. Thus Mr WiUian Stephen 
says in evidence^ '* we have nairked 
fry going down, and have got them 
tli^ season as grilses^ and in the follow- 
iog season we have got them as sal- 
mon.*'— jB^^»or/, 1828. Mr Ge6rge 
Hogarth marked a number of sbmM 
ia die month of May, by cottiBg off 
the nwrt fin ; m the course of the 
iMmtb of June, seven^ of these, grilses^ 
were found without that in ; in this 
year (1825) there have been riready 
got three salmon marked in the same 
mj^—^Beport, 1825, p. 92« And Mr 
Murdoch Mai^enaie marked a grilse 
kelt in the month of March, 1823, in 
the river Oykell, by tying a piece of 
wire ronnd the body of the ftsh, ims 
mediately above the tail ; and in Marchv 
1824, the same ish was caught as a 
sahnon In the same river.— (iZeTPv^rf, 
1825.) But these experiraeBts were 
Btade by the pro'vokiBg people who 
have forestalled all the Doctor's di»- 
ceveries, and a n ti ci pa ted him in every 
peinft of the safanon's hstory, and #ho 
flCre, therefore, en that very account, 
unworthy of belief. 

A still more partimda^ experiment 
TAf however, relaf»«t lor the Highland 
Society Transactions, Vol. ii., by Mr 
AleilMider Morriww. *« In May, 17Wf 
(says Mr Morrison), '^ I nnrrked five 
smeltain file presence of Ave fishermen, 
and in stitoh a manner, that if ever any 



of tbeD» returned to the river, and 
were caught^ no doubt could remain as 
to their being of the number so mark, 
ed. Two of these smultsy then be- 
come grilses, I caught in six or seveif 
weeks after they had been marked, 
when they weighed about 3^ lbs« 
each. In the month of April, 1795, 
i caught another of the number, then 
a salmon, whieh weighed betweeqf 7 
and 8 lbs. ; and in the month of Au- 
gust of the same year I caught a 
fourth, weighing 8 lbs.'*— P. 391. 

Bui in case the anther of th« paper 
■lay object, that all these experiments 
were inade and relaled by men not 
known to the world as seioBtific, I sbdl 
add to their testiaMHiy that of an ilhis- 
trious naturalist, Laeepede, who, in 
slating the curious fact of safaofeon ad^ 
cending the partiei]dar rivers in w^ck 
they were hatehed, thus writes : '^ It 
is worthy of remark'* (says he) " that 
Salmon retonm eyewy year to the place 
where they were spawafed, as swallows 
return to the buUdhife where they for- 
merly bad their Aests. The physiciaii 
Deslaadee bought twehre salmon at 
ChaiiieUia/ a smaU te#n upo» o^ 
coast, near to wUcb they eapliare to the 
amount of 4000 salmon per annum. 
He aatai^ed a nog of cdfper to the 
tul of these salMoa» and then restored 
them to liberty. Five ef these fishes 
Irere retaken the folkwring year^ three 
the second year/aad three oUierain the 
third."_JLa^^ Sim, Bt0, i^. 139. 

The history of the salnaoai, an de- 
tailed in the evideaee before Parlia- 
laenty and by wnterS on natmral his- 
tory, Tsisf be fold in a lew words, 
impelled by instinct ta iM^nd the 
vuriona rivers for the pfarpoae ^i 
spuwtting^ at a certaiv period of the 
year, they reach tfee itenwtesf stiteam- 
lels, where their ova mtff btf depoeiled 
in safetyyadd the ymng, when hashed, 
find their foodt WhS^ tMb purpose 
hr accomplished, Ihey retam sfs^ to 
the aea.* Thr same i nt tiwi guides 
the fry, wh^tt of areertaiii age, to faU 
downr their native streams* to the dis- 
tent 9^etEDf there to r^mhfiv till the 
imperative call' of aaturh' for reprodne • 
tfow impels i^mm to* saefe agnn the 
places of Ibelr hit^. H ia iR>t aseer- 
teined satiafaetorii^ whelhei^ salaiion 



• From experhnents itew in progfesi by' Jfr 0Hatf, DuWfriw^-rflifr^, h^ ft Wt io 
beKeve that flie ssImoA fry do n(yt l^ve the rfV^^' or dc/iseiintf tdtlte ^M* thb yeair 
io which they sa^ faatche<f. Mr ffiUfW i# eveil' illta&ed (o Wl^i^ UtaC ^SlSfif MfleHl two 
years in fresh water before descending to the < 
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ever ascend rivers beyond the tideway 
for any other purpose than that of 
spawning. The practical inference to 
be drawn from such facts is, that the 
fishery of salmon should cease^ and the 
animals be protected while spawning 
or seeking the spawning-bed. But as 
this period varies with the seasons, and 
the situation of the different rivers> 
and as* moreover* all the species do 
not come into full roe at the same time* 
the close time, so far as legislative 
enactments can do so* must be regu- 
lated by periods fixed arbitrarily on 
the knowledge of the general habits 
of the salmon* when the g^atest num- 
bers are observed to ascend the rivers* 
and the greatest number of spawned 
salmon and smolts descend to the sea. 
To prohibit the fishery in every month 
in which salmon are observed to as- 
cend and descend* would narrow the 
period of fishery without perhaps any 
equivalent advantage. The general 
migration of the mass* it is evident* 
ought alone to regulate this close time ; 
and there is full and satisfactory in- 
formation as to these periods* in the 
evidence led before the Parliamentary 
Committee in 1824 and 1825. Pro- 
tection in the rivers for the ascending 
fish* and till they have spawned and 
returned to the sea, is absolutely ne- 
cessary to insure the deposition of a 
sufficient quantity of the spawn ; and 
this protection secured* there is no 
fear of an abundant supply. The na- 
tural increase of the salmon* did not 
human ingenuity limit that increase 
by the destruction in every shape of 
the spawning fish that ascend the mi- 
nutest streams* is quite equal to sup- 
port the devastations which may be 
committed on their ova or fry by ene- 
mies in their own element. According 
to Mr George Littie* there are in a 
salmon 17*000 ova* and in a grilse 
10*500 at an average ; and, according 
to Bosc* 27,850 ova have been found 
in a salmon of 20 lbs. weight Even 
the angler, under certain restrictions, 
would not be able materially to abridge 
the number of the young, produced, as 
they would be, if the spawning fish 
were protected, in myriads, and waft- 
ed to the ocean in shoals which might 
feed a whole people. It is only the 
wholesale destruction of the adult sal- 
mon, when ready to spawn, and when 
it ascends the rivers for this purpose* 
that obstructs the habitual fecundity 
of nature ; and it is only the uncon- 
trollable impulse of instinct* acting 
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against all opposition* that preserves 
the present supply. Were not the sal- 
mon one of the most prolific of fishes* 
its fishery on our coasts would soon 
cease to be of value. 

As not at all connected with the 
subject of these observations* I pass 
over the uncalled-for attack upon Dr 
Paley and our celebrated associate Sir 
Charles Bell* in page 499. I only re- 
mark* that* in Dr Knox's paper* the 
reader will in vain look for inferences, 
drawn from the circumstances detail- 
ed, of the wisdom and beneficence of 
that Great Being* who directs the mi- 
grations of fishes* and teaches them* 
with unerring aim* to deposit their 
ova where the young* when hatched* 
are sure to find a supply of food. 



I have* I trust, satisfactorily de- 
monstrated, that the food of the her- 
ring and salmon was known and de- 
scribed long before the appearance of 
Dr Knox*s paper in the Transactions 
of this Society : That the food of the 
hening, in the first place, was well 
known and described by Neucrantz* 
by Leuwenhoek, by Miiller* by Fa- 
bricius* by Bloch* and mentioned by 
Lacepede*.by Bosc, Latreille, Pen- 
nant, Turton, Scoresby, MacCuUocb* 
and many others — indeed by almost 
every person who has written upon 
the natural history of the herring. 
And that, in the second place, the food 
of the salmon, in rivers and in the sea* 
its periodical ascent of rivers for the 
purpose of depositing its spawn, the 
developement of the ova* and the de- 
scent of the fry to the sea* were all 
perfectly well known* in every parti- 
cular* before the year 1833, is eqtially 
manifest, from the facts and authori- 
ties I have mentioned. 

I trust 1 have not, in attempting to 
do justice to the claims of the illustri- 
ous men who have written upon this 
subject* and in my remarks on Dr 
Knox's paper* gone beyond the limits 
of fair criticism. I should be sorry* 
indeed* if I was considered to have 
failed in the courtesy due by one mem- 
ber of this Society to another. But 
there were statements which* in treat- 
ing of the subject* I was bound to con- 
tradict — there were claims of discovery 
to be disproved by the statement of 
prior discoveries — and if the author of 
the Memoir has appeared to disadvan- 
tage in the comparison of rights* it 
was a situation of hb own choosing. 
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1. 

There are countenances far more 
indecent than the naked form of the 
Medicean Venus. 

2. 

How oTerpowerin^ are the mingled 
murmur, clangs tramp, and rattle of a 
body of troops, with all their footsteps, 
horses, arms, artillery, and varied 
▼oices I How insignificant compared 
with this uproar the speech of a ttingle 
mouth ! Yet the whisper of one 
mouth sets in motion and drives on 
to death and devastation twenty such 
bodies, comprising, perhaps* a hun- 
dred thousand human lives. 
3. 

It is trivial to say that geometrical 

truth means only consistency with 

hypothesis, unless we add, that the 

hypothesis is necessary and immutable. 

4. 

Conceive an arch wanting only the 
keystone, and still supported by the 
centreing, without whicn it would fall 
into a planless heap. It is now held 
up merely by the supports beneath it. 
Add the keystone, and it will stand a 
thousand years, although every prop 
should be shattered or fall in dust. 
Now, it is idle to say that this change 
in the principle of the structure was 
accomplished by the mere addition of 
.one more stone. The difference is 
not only that of increase, but also that 
of almost magical transmutation. No 
stone before helped to hold up its 
neighbour, and each having its own 
prop, any one might have Wn remo- 
ved without shaking the support of 
the others. Now, each is essential to 
tlie whole, which is sustained not 
from without but by an inward law. 
So is it with religion. It not only 
adds a new feeling and sanction to 
those previously existing in the mind, 
but unites them by a different kind of 
force, and one for the reception of 
which all the invisible frame was pre- 
pared and planned, though it may 
stand for years unfinished, upheld by 
outward and temporary appliances, 
and manifesting its want of the true 
bond and centre which it has not yet 
received. 



How many ought to feel, enjoy, and 
understand poetry who are quite in- 
sensihle to it ! How many ought not 
to attempt to create it who waste 
themselves in the fruitless enterprise ! 
It must be a sickly ^y that has no pa- 
late for honey. It must be a ccmceit- 
ed one that tries to make it. 
6. 

There can be poetry in the writings 
of few men ; but it ought to be in the 
hearts and lives of all. 
7. 

Many have the talents which would 
make them poets if they had the ge- 
nius. A few have the genius yet 
want the talent. 

8. 

No man is so bom a poet but that 
he needs to be regenerated into a poe- 
tic artist. 

9. 

Luxurious and polished life, without 
a true sense for the beautiful, the good, 
and the great, is far more barren and 
sad to see than that of the ignorant 
and brutalized. Even as a mere wil- 
derness would be less dreary to traverse 
than a succession of farms and gar- 
dens diligently and expensively culti- 
vated to produce no crops but weeds. 
10. 

There are minds, or seem to be such, 
which we can only compare to a noble 
cathedral of vast size, beautiful pro- 
portions, and covered with graceful 
ornaments. Nothing that art can 
supply to devotion appears wanting 
till we approach the great door and 
try to enter, when we find the seem- 
ing building only a solid rock out- 
wardly carved into that appearance. 
11. 

A botanist with a conscience will 
understand the saying, that no weeds 
grow on earth except in the heart of 
man. 

12. 

A fierce polemic often pulls down 
the temple m order to build a fortified 
wall^for the defence of its site against 
all profane invaders. What worse 
could they have done to it ? But if 
he merely uses the sacred shields and 
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weapons, '^ armoury of the invincible 
knights of old/' hung in the sanctuary, 
for the purpose of defending it against 
destroyers, he does the God service 
who, as the Crenius Loci, will surely 
fight beside him. 

13. 

What is the one indispensable qua- 
lity tbT a polemic eontroverstaltst ? 
Not learning, nor talents, nor orthow 
doxy, tfOr zeal. Btit the Spirit of Love, 
which implies an anxiety to* find good 
fn sXif and to believe it where we can^ 
not finti it. God admits into his 
eoarts no advocates hired to see bu€ 
one side of a question. 
U. 

We look with wonder at the spec- 
tacle which astronomy presents to us, 
of thousands of worlcb and systenm of 
worlds weaving together their harmo- 
mous movements into one great whole. 
But the view of the hearts of metf 
furnished by history, considered as a 
combination of biographies, is immesf- 
surably more awful and pathetic. 
Every wafer-drop of A^ mitUovis in 
that dix^ky stream is tf Irviiig heart, a 
world of worlds! How vast and 
strange, and sad and living a thing he 
only tomyws at all wh<o has gained 
knowledge by labour, experience, and 
BUffenng ; md hd knows it not per- 
fectly. 

15. 

All tl» oi*dinary intercourse of K4fe 
IS big and Warm vrtth poetry. Th* 
history of af fei;^ we^ks* i^esidence in a 
circle of human bikings Is a domestfe 
epic. Few friend^ips but yield in 
their deveiopeA^nt and dec«ky tb» stuff 
of a long ti^igedy. A srtttnmer day in 
the country is an actusll idyll. And 
many a ihoment Of common lifb 
[Sparkles and sihgs itself aWay in a 
light song; wohnds^ a^ the poisoned 
barb of an epigram; or fidls as a 
heavy moutnftif epitaph. But in all 
he who has anr ear to catch th« so^d 
may fimf a continuous und6rflo# df 
quiet melody, bursting sometimes into 
chorusses of triumph, sometimes into 
funereal chants^. The reason> Why 
these archetypal poems of rerf life are 
so often unfit for the use of the poet^ 
artist, is not their want of the true 
meaning of poefry, BWf fheft? untfuit- 
ableness to the apprehension of any 
except the few, perhaps the one, im- 
mediately concerned. The poet muft 
choose such a sequence of images ais 
shall; make the harmonivms evolutfon 



of events and the significance of hu- 
man life intelligible and manifest to 
all, not merely to a few recluse or 
scattered doers and sufferers. 
16. 

What an image of the transitoriness 
and endless reproduction of things is 
presented by the gumcistus plant, co- 
vered to-day with fresh white flow^Vs, 
while the earth around is strewn wHh 
those which similarly opened Imt yes- 
terday. The plant, however, abides 
and lasts, although its fiowers fdtl and 
perish. 

17. 

Man is* s substance clad in shadows* 

The firm feet is that whkh find* 
firm footing. 

19. 

The weak faflters altboi^h it be 
standing upon rock. 
20. 

Sylburgius is a narrow fierce man ; 
s kind of dahrk lan^eihi'; s mass of 
irott blast, but stiil bnrninff hot. With 
little vision or sense for the outward, 
and with but weak aend scanty sympa- 
thies, he wants theihvakening and sug- 
g«8th)g infiuences of extern ai beitrgs, 
which might have given him a con- 
sciousness of Truths not immediately 
arising from his own character. As 
there is no predominance of Reflection 
h) hie mind, he has notbeenf led to ex- 
pand and deduce to their fuU extent 
the principles he acknowledges. But 
with some power of insight he sees 
that thei^e is a Truth to be believed, and 
with strong zeal be clings to' and hugfs 
it ai^ all that he can trust in. Propose 
to him any thing as adulhiOttal and 
si^plementary to this, and he thinks it 
somethrng which you would substitute 
for his own pccuWwr possession, and 
So WouM rob under pretence of tn- 
richfn<g him. And herein is the 
ess^ce of the man^s individuality, — 
n^ataely, iti bib VSleW of Truth as some- 
thing which can be Ms property, and 
uiider his domMon, anv therefere as 
Kmifed, fer ^ aM propeJty nmst be, 
and <ittt off from a IWrgfer field left open 
to be divided and possessed by others. 
He does^ not discern Tmth as rather a 
Law, or Sovereign Constitiftion, to 
which we look up, than as aireass of day 
and Sand which we iAxf mete out antl 
occupy ; as the Law of th^ Land rtf- 
^er than the Land itself. Pf^rtce, in Ms 
maintenance of his Faffh, there is all 
the tenacity, the self-assertion, the at- 
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fHs4^ of r68bta&e09 whiefa men display 
in tindieaCfieii of ^«ir nut^riad poMes^ 
gtmi#. NoM#arttho«y OuMn) who 
eaii«C poAMS Troth as thine own I 
Hcnr tuf nobler if thoviroiidse be by 
Tmtfr pwsessed, andl so emiobledl by 
the SeTereigii to whom thou sweet 
alfogianee. 

21. 
Ereiry mma'n M^its are the earte»> 
lore foseMfMa nees of his wis^kwn^ 

If «keii were not essentidty believhig 
beings, falsehoods eonld have no^ offset 
OR then i for » Islsehood opefartes 
not sfi known to be fahe, but only as 
befieved to bo true. A falsehood, in 
\H o#n name and ehuraeter, ia an hn*- 
pndetft nfothing. The fictions of the 
nrtifit aro only lkld^K>eds7 in so te as 
Aey depefft ffott literal ami partisA 
truth ino^^tot toattaiii to theiieol and 
mnTorssi. 

2». 

A gpfOflt tfnth sonietilitfeB setif the 
world 'tn iames^; and men atfterwafrdis 
eom i tt eni o» a <e the stoppage of thocott^ 
ilBtgratlotf by some svteh dead ttonn:- 
ttent as that whleh looks ^bwn on 
London, crowned witb Sf dOttd brazen 
resemblanee of the active liying fire. 
But M another age the ^fmbol may 
burst out again with tho (dd life, and 
the braz^i^A flames become refti ones 
and kindle the land anew. Btcu the 
sepulchral images and signo of truth 
hffve a power to snggest and sfwaken 
the rei^Vy, ^o framed are mM for 
truth, boru into if as their elemettt, 
yiftdly akhl lo it, and sensitive to the 
least ruffltoUf or stir of it. For the 
consciousness of truth is nothingf else 
but the ftMUng^ of one'^ self in one's 
world, and of pne^s world in one's 
sdf, and of Grod in all. 
2#. 

God, Where the word cypresses a 
mefe tradSflon, custom, premise of a 
theory, or uokrtown poWei*, is Bess than 
the least of reaKlfes ; not so mneh as 
the Afiiean^s Vock of hair, or bunch of 
rags, whfelr he cadh hiy ffetish j but 
ra^er the SOu^d, shadow, oT dream of 
this. When Sfnown, bdOteVted, Ibved, 
reverenced — ^vaat'er than the universe, 
nay, than man ; more than llie Infinite 
and Eternal, even the Author and 
Fount of these, and of the reasonable 
mind that knows them. 
2'5. 

They who deride the name of God 
are fhe most mihappy of men, except 



tiwsewlioBMkea tr»b of henonrinur 
Him* And how many of tho seh'- 
styled, worM-appUmded holy anre merer 
traffickers in the teaarpie, setting so 
BMch present setf-denid agadmt so 
mmkt futnre enjoyment I 
2«. 

Grod is Hie only vottmtary Being to 
whom we cimnot, without absvrdity 
and seif-coRtradlction, attrftute smght 
arbitrary atnd self-willed. Andv to 
Aonbt that we canr kttow and compre- 
heod the principles by whieh ho acts, 
is to deny both thait onr reason is a 
gl^mi of his light, and ^at he has 
ever revealed inmself to us at all. 
27. 

As a subBme statue manifests its 
maker's thought, so Grod's creation 
dispfays h(s mted. ^ut conceive^ fhait 
wlniethe rude mass is siraped into the 
lineaments of a man, it grows more 
and more conscious of the advancing 
work, so that each new outward line 
and trait is accompanied by a new aAd 
livelier inward sense of the artist's de- 
^gn,. and, consequently, of his cha- 
racter, and wo have a Mtt imago of 
the scheme which tho history of the 
world mnfolds. 

2&. 

We are, indeed, day h* the hawdk 
of the potter j but What a weight of 
new meaning, what a revolutibDary 
transmutation, transorganiamtion of the 
Whole image arises, when we only add, 
in one word, that we are conscious 
cliay. I may mouMf a plastic knnp of 
earifh or putty in my flngei^ for an 
hour, shaping it into a hundred forms, 
a cube, a baU, a crescent, a pyramid. 
At last the fancy seizes ibe to give ft 
the semblance of a child' : and, at tho 
moment When I have rudely shaped 
the Bmbs, they begin to heave mid 
glow with Hie ; the Ifps breathe, the 
feint eyes open, and ^n on me with a 
gaze of thought and emotion. I thrill 
with fbaffhl joy an* awe. Is the clay to 
me any longer a mass which I can mould 
Mid^ggle at witfc pleasure ? Alas F itf is 
now a sacred, an ttemeasurabhs thing ; 
itself a man • almost a gfbd. Its sen- 
sations quiver otf fet^ ihy heart. I 
am no longer a potter — ^but a parent. 
20. 

There is one class of men in whom 
the higher powers of insight, love, and 
ikith, appear to want a siifilcient appa- 
ratus or the meaner faculties, Ae quick 
perception aud sturdy boldness re- 
quired' fbr working in this world of 
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work. There are others of whom the 
reverse is true. Thej are Torsos — 
trunks and annsy but no heads. They 
have quick apprehension and ready 
vigour ; but in the higher movements 
of the spirit are confused, inert, 
crippled. The business of life for each 
is to supply what each wants ; to 
strengthen the deep roots for the nou- 
rishment of the apparent and excessive 
branches ; and to take care that the 
hidden and imperishable root shall 
struggle forth into the production of 
adequate stem and boughs, leaves, 
blossoms, and fruit. So each may 
murmur peacefully in the breeze, and 
calmly shade the soil ; and each shall 
wave amid the storms with the roar of 
all its awakened being — brows, and 
a mantled head, dark with mysterious 
umbrage, propped upon an unshaken 
and colunmar stem. 
30. 

Lies are the ghosts of truths — ^the 
masks of faces. 

31. 

Dulcidius is an extreme example of 
a kind of man not uncommon in an 
age like ours, of hectic, flatulent sym« 

?athies, and prseter* human humanities, 
[e shuts Ms eyes to all that annoy 
him, or would, if noticed, annoy him, 
in the existence of mankind ; and you 
can work him no sorer injury than to 
say or do any thing which disturbs his 
waking dream. If men are not ex- 
empt from labours and sorrows, yet, 
in his eyes, they ought to be ; and we 
must cheat ourselves and others with 
the pleasant delusion that it really is 
so ; and must forget the miseries 
which we cannot altogether escape 
from. In face of the gravest calami- 
ties and toib he turns away his head 
with a wink and smirk, as if to let 
us know that he is in the secret, and 
that these horrors are but empty bug- 
bears to frighten children. With a 
harlequin's leap, and a clown*s grin, 
he wlusks out of the throng, and press, 
and fierce contention ; and chirps, or 
chatters that if people would only 
stand still, or lounge about and sip 
sugar and water, all evils under the 
sun would disappear. If men stare 
with blank consternation at the spot of 
a shipwreck or a massacre, he tries to 
draw off their attention, and raise their 
spirits with a puppet-show, or a penny 
trumpet. And, to one wrestling in 
the agonies of conscience, or nerved 
for severe and heroic effort, he pro- 
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poses, with an air of the jauntiest 
kindliness, the relaxation of a farce, a 
masquerade, or a stroll in a green field. 
On this earth, where men so often wan- 
deramidgravesandcharnel houses,and 
hospitals, wrapped in funeral mantles — 
or stand upon the lonely stormy ridges, 
sentinels armed for fight — he s&ps 
along with a Jew*s harp, and a smell- 
ing bottle, as if these were divine pre- 
servatives, Moly and HsBmony, against 
all sense of ill and danger. Say to 
him that, after all his ouips and gentle- 
nesses, a living foot of blood and bone 
must have something firmer than cob- 
webs pearled with dew to stand upon, 
and must spurn those who would deny 
it any better support, and he is not in- 
dignant — he is too soft and sweet a 
thing for that — but fretted and hurt 
with a sense of undeserved wrong, and 
is unhappy till he has accomplished a 
formal reconciliation, fo be celebrated 
with a hecatomb of sugar plums. 

In support of his filagree and tinsel 
fancies, Dulcidius has no lack of ar- 
guments, which sound plausible and 
specious, and bubble over with inge- 
nuity and prettiness. But his reason- 
ings buzz and twinkle like summer 
flies, and after all, leave each of them 
only a puny speck of dirt behind. 
Would not one fancy that he is son&e 
wealthy fop, who has never known 
the pressure of difficulty ? Yet he has 
had his pains and crosses ; has lost an 
arm and au eye ; and with a face 
seamed with heavy wrinkles, and a 
head of snow-white hair, he goes pra- 
ting, and quirking, and simmering, and 
flaunting away in all the good-humoui^ 
ed vacancy of a milliner's girl in the 
midst of her shreds and gauzes, or a 
doating country barber with his soap- 
froth and gossip. What stem hard 
fierceness, what fantastic bigotry would 
be as melancholy and repulsive as the 
sight of this dreary baseless levity, 
and tawdry benevolence I 

So says the high and pure, but 
somewhat narrow and haughty mo- 
ralist. But is there not another side 
to the question? In a world where 
there are grains of dust as well as 
mountains, and where the thistle-down 
hangs upon the oak, may there not be 
room for weak and trivial men beside 
the noblest and most earnest ? A fool 
with cap and bells may jingle away 
his life at the elbow of Kome-crowned 
Charlemagne. There are doubtless 
hours of desperate conflict for the 
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grayest interests of maDkind, when 
the slight and empty spirits are neces- 
sarily trampled down like sparrows* 
eggshells^ or swept away like spar- 
rows* feathers, by the holy will of the 
hero and the prophet. The chaff must 
fly when the storm blows ; and the 
fro^s of the pool> when its waters red- 
den with blood of men^ are squelched 
unpitied under the hoofs of the war- 
horses. So be it^ for it must be so. 
But in quiet times, and the long inter- 
spaces of history* there is leare and 
license for the growth of weeds* and 
weedlike creatures* which also have 
their use. For this weed is an old 
woman's remedy* and that a child's 
plaything. The idle creepers grow 
up round the grey stone effigy for a 
century ; but when the hour comes* 
and the figure feels new life* and wakes 
and starts* and flashes out with eves 
and sword* it snaps the fettering 
growth like worsted threads* and they 
perish rightfully. But while the poor 
and puffed-up worthlessness of our 
neighbour does no more harm than 
oflend our more serious thoughts* or 
jar on our sensitive retiredness* it is 
justice to pardon him* and charity to 
endeavour to feel with him* and help 
him on. Fireflies are not stars* but 
ndther are they mere nothings. We 
cannot steer by them* we must not 
worship them ; but we need not crush 
them. The smallest* paltriest human 
creature may have pams and conflicts 
to maintain himself* even in his small 
paltriness* equal for him to the inward 
strivinga of a Luther or a Shakspeare. 
32. 
There are looks and gestures of 
quiet* unheard of women* a house- 
iLeeper* a governess* a sodden washer- 
woman* and of men as commonplace 
as any whom Holbom* or Manches- 
ter* or May Fair generates* in which 
a thoughtful eye will read tragedies to 
draw deeper* bitterer tears than Shak- 
speare's Othello* Goethe's Tasso* or 
all the woes of Euripides. I have 
stood in a gn^oup of peasants before 
a painted crucifixion* and there were 
looks of sympathy which mine per- 
haps reflected. But I heard a hard 
heavy breathing behind me* and turn- 
ing, I saw a woman who had brought 
her sorrows thither* not found them 
there. She stood with dull and heavy 
eyes beholding the painted grief of the 
Holy Virgin Mother. I never knew 
what was her calamity. She too^ 
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doubtless* was mourning for a son* 
perhfl^ for his crimes. But I felt 
that to me sublime religion and per- 
fect art were nothing while I saw so 
close to me a living genuine misery. 
33. 

The forests of utterance, with all 
their rustling raving seas of leaves* 
g^ow out of the deep and silent soil* 
the immeasurably deep boundlessly 
nlent bosom of old earth. Yet the 
living utterances are better than the 
sublime silence; but for which also 
they could not be. 
34. 

If men's reason were laid to sleep* 
no doubt they would do by instinct 
many more than as at present of the 
things to which instinct is equal. The 
instinctive powers are lost sight of 
under the presence of the rational 
consciousness* as the stars disappear in 
sunshine. Hence we may explain 
some of the startling ingenuities of 
savages. But the delights and capa- 
cities of the conscious spirit* instinct 
never can supply. For instinct is in- 
telligence' incapable of self-conscioua- 
ness. 

35. 

Whatever has been seen of Fair and 
Excellent was first coneeived in the 
sacred darkness of the Unseen. But 
because vitally* irrepressibly* fair and 
excellent* therefore* must it needs 
go forth* and so be seen in its true 
beauty. 

36. 

It is not a part* small or great* but 
the very whole of a man's work* ha- . 
ving within himself (as all have) a 
worid of dusky unembodied greatness* 
to bring this to utterance, first within 
his heart, dearly* honestly* and there- 
fore* as must needs be* slowly ; and 
next at ripe seasons* and with due pre- 
cautions* by bold unconquerable flam- 
ing mouth and deed outwardly to utter 
it. His utterance must be this thing* 
and no other which he has truly inti- 
mately found within himself. Often 
this cannot to himself be altogether 
clear and evident till he has begun to 
impart it. And thus as the whole 
race of man is still but individual man* 
multiplied and completed* so all human 
hbto^ is but the striving towards full 
and mature utterance of that dark and 
seething reality which lies hidden and 
more or less turbulent in every breast. 
But as the true utterance of all the 
troth is the work and consummation of 
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man's lUe^ bo lt)eftlMQli»ra^»ce9f thu 
true, or the true uUer^Ace fif tb^ fylseg 
18* ia mm Com 4m: otbfir, the whole of 
FJial is nwnyiHj r>mrtr» ezAcrable. 

Further, k is mawilcst tji^ M t]|# 
highest point to which man can reach 
ther/s wiil^vays be spme^hiug bejrpnd 
Um, higher, Urgarp boiler, whioh h§ 
caauot yet utter, au4 can /only y^sar^ 
towards and apfxreh^d. Tluis is tm* 
cessarily the greateiit of all goeatneases, 
which he, — not as yet knows, but 
kuows o^ lorebodes, jdi^anungly 
clutches. To hurry h<9adlQQg towafdf 
the expression of tliis which lies as 
yet altogether iniexpi)esail}le, proflanes 
»ud mars the di? ina work, with regard 
to it now tho only divine work possi- 
kh, of learniqg, £Bie(ing# emhra^uog, 
not apprehending, but eomprehending 
it. Unseasonable idle speech, and sueh 
nppn this matter all must be, scares 
and irritates the plastic gods, the high 
working powers in tU ; £9r whom the 
universe and our lives are a pliant 
material, and with whom our will ie, at 
its best, a patient and deyout fellow«> 
worker and loamer. Hence the meaur 
ing and sanctity of silence. But thai 
same mute mysterious developement, 
which may be going on for years, and 
deeads of yeant in any one soul, and 
ior ag0g on ages in the soul of man, 
nom«s out at last to ine? itablo utterv 
ance ; and the wprd of some one heart 
expresses for a thousand years after 
him the feeling of countless millions. 
Thus do we find that the utterance of 
inUh out of the infintta into the hoart 
. of man makes his real inward story ; 
and tlie utterance of the same out of his 
jb^artinto the wmdd ia all his outwanL 
work and duty. 

87. 

AU the instruments diat men en4)lof 
are so many symbols, and, as it were, 
materializations of corresponding h^ 
ottkies ; as the woHlb which, by means 
of these iastruments, we perform, are 
expressions of our analogMis tenden- 
cies, affections, and wants. The knife 
not only divides all separable sub- 
stances, but exhibits, and, as it wene, 
prolongs into the outermost region of 
things about us that dividing faculty 
of wlkioh the rending hands are i»- 
terraediate agents. So the lever, 
that ia, lilW, embodies and applies 
our inward capacity of eUvadng, and 
nonsummatas the work of our arms 
and shoulders. The rope which knots 
4wo things together is but tlM perma- 



nent gijpe of on^ long tenaoions finger, 
which does not rdia^ when the fesh 
^agefB f^H loose in wearineas or sle^ep i 
a^ it thus displays and exemplifiea 
liio unitio^ power inherent in men's 
9fmt^ But as these pbysi^ tools 
can work enfy- walk tim palpable and 
yisibln, and the sfnri^ ht^wther world 
of its owo, neither to be tantfcud anr 
seven by means of tho bodily aenae% 
th^sm muat, in this inner and beUer 
region, be kindred operations in which 
tim powers that the material images 
manUest imd a{>ply, work for iiwm^ 
selves and without tools^ Thus to 
separate by mental scission is to dis- 
tinguish ; to tie or lash tog«th^, is, in 
the region of mene tluNight, to eovMsm 
notions or conneptions by an ant of 
fancy ; and to lift is, in thie language 
of oracles, to raise an ol^eel; out of 
dark and fiat confusion into dnar and 
individual existence ; that is, to nealixa 
it £or the mind- Now, in proportion 
as men use many and complete tools, 
they are advanced in mechanical civil- 
isatioQ . But their higher spiritual cul- 
ture has been forwarded only in tho 
degree in which they have learnt the 
iruo laws and aims of these inward 
powers, which are at onoe the mainp 
spriugs and the archetypes of all our 
instruments. 

36. 
If man be a reality, no empty mion 
in the dreaming soul of nature, but, as 
who shall doubt he u, inwardly sub- 
stantial and personal, that whboh he 
most earnestly desires, which best sa- 
iisfies bis iHiole being, must be real too« 

Only by an act of arbitrary self-will 
dare we fancy that we belong to a 
aystem fi>undod on the arbitrate self- 
will of any being, however superior io 
US in power. 

40. 

The fundamental affirmation of all 
neasonable and, therefore, of all right 
neligion, the highest of truths revedLed 
to man, is this, that the infinite, eter- 
nal, and absolute Being, wills all good, 
and only good, and that by good is 
meant not merely whatever we na^ 
dare to fancy that he might choose to 
will, but that which suits the wants, 
and completes, in the fullest form, the 
exiateace of all other beings. Every 
doetrine opposed to this is soperstituNis 
fanaticism or blasphemous scoffing. 
41. 

That men wonld be better than they 
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af0 ii Hmf 9lw»9» «^o«P good ipi^bfla4 
of evil is evident. But that they jtomM 
be better, or indQe4 could have a ra- 
tkm^l exiBteace^ jf th^y ba4 not the 
pow£r of fihoomg evU wtead of good, 
'i$ tiffi WM)it fwjilsh uid pne«^iUApiuou3 

42. 
You x«»7 iodoed add augar U> 

gMT* but C^gNM»t W«l^ j^ YIM 

43. 
A mau yithtfwt Mnie»taefl8 is a 
wovr^ul Mfd pieipkjuiig speotatde. 
Bui it i» ft ^^9iMiol«liigi» jU> bc^ve, as 
wm wnU of anjr such a o»e» that be is 
i» tbe most effify»tufll aad compulsive 
jof all schools ; not oidj vitb the sad 
subUmiiy of the stars above bin* and 
the haggard yei evar teaming aarth 
benoatb In&uei, grasas. houses, and 
temples around bin, and the voices of 
hatred and p^ui* love and devotion, 
•ounding in bis oars, bui also vrith a 
heart, however weak and duU, jessen- 
tlaUjr c^iflblo of £eoliog and under- 
standing tbo meaniBg of all these 
things. Ho is ai wont a boy, slow 
at learning to read, and thinking more 
of toys and oakes than of books, but 
assuredly neither an idiot, nor incu- 
rably deaf, blind, and dumb. Ho is 
hornd and disastrous to look upon as 
we pass him by, but most when we see 
him coloured by the crimson glare of 
our own passionate vohemonce. Every 
step forward which wo really make, 
gives us a ncir mysterious powor to 
draw him too oa. 

44. 
Voltaire thought he was looking 
throngh a handsome French window 
at God and the universe, aod painting 
pietnses of them, while in truth the 
glass was a mirror, and he saw and 
copied only his own scofing face. 

46. 
The religion of all Pagans, iodis- 
crimiDately, has o&en been written of 
by zealous Christians in the worst 
spirit of Paine and Voitoire. 

46. 
Whether is it nobler to dwell in 
Paiadise and dream of a cabbaffe- gar- 
den, or to live among pot-herbs mid 
believe in Paradise ? 

47. 
Seldora does a truly divine poet 
arise and teach aU the poor toiling 
men in the land how fkr nobler an 
epic 18 the life of every one of them — 
did be but know it — ^than that of the 
imaginary Ulysses. The Odyssee is 



but^ tHtl9lh«lftWftU(Coiild k^»ro# 
f9Sifif9 and feijgn of tiiio life of ^ man. 
How far is ih}» e^c^elled hj the all that 
the Ufs of a »w, of evyy rain is 1 
48. 

Jt is no uacomwnn mt^Afi tp s«p- 
fiose tbal nwnwil^ou is €)»ftsiitj#^ or 
lit hmt proper ^ ficiiou. The truth 
ia lytber the revenue. A pri^capal use 
aud j^sUficataon of fiotiou i« to reduce 
aod haruMmizo tbe s^e«KU«g oxnggfiift- 
t»o«sofreal]i&. 

40. 

Facts are ofteu oxtrairagant and 
lBsonatrous» because wo do not know 
the whole system which esplaias and 
legitimises them. But none have any 
business in fiction which are not lAtoi- 
ligible parts of the artificial whole that 
ihey appear in. 

60. 

B^ligioo, cQ—ci eu ce, aflQeetion, law, 
science, poetry, including the kindred 
arts, are for ever rectifying the disor- 
don and misorios of mawnd. But 
the mode in which the pootic ait does 
this is by presenting a mankind, a 
world of its own, in which good and 
evil, true and false, fair and ugly, har- 
nonious and discordant, and aM such 
analogous pairs of contrasts, aie 
nunglod by just aad jnli^lligihio prin- 
etploi of combinatios, and point to 
their own solution — not indeed a solu« 
tion always for the understanding, but 
always one adfpgiiirfe lor the fedtiogs, 
and purifying and oialting tliom. 
61. 

Faith in a better than that which 
appears, is no less requirad by art 
than by religion. 

52. 

The three great perversions of edu- 
cation are those which tend to nudce 
children respeetively—Dwarft— Mon- 
key a — Puppets. The Dwarfs are the 
prodigies, the over-sharpened, over- 
excited, over- accomplished, stunted 
men. In these, as there is no fulaeis 
and steadiness, such as belong oyily to 
mature life, and yot thace is the ap- 
p<»Brance of these, the very principlo 
of the thing is a quackery and false- 
hood. The Monkeys are the spoilt ; 
the indulged petted creatures of mere 
self-will and appetite, in whom the 
human as distinguished from the ani- 
mal is faint and undeveloped. The 
weakness of miad which trains such 
children, and delights in them, is that 
which led the ladies of another gctie- 
ration to keep natural and genuine 
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apes for their amusement. The Pup- 
pets are produced by the plan of dead- 
ening, petrifying the mind^ teaching 
words by rote^- compelling obedience 
for its own sake, and not for that of a 
future moral freedom. These are the 
things that move in public only as the 
wires of masters and committees guide. 
But, because the life cannot be alto- 
gether crushed and turned back, it as- 
serts itself secretly in a sense of be- 
numbed misery and corroding hatred. 
The first class spoken of are those in 
whom a true ideal is misapplied. The 
second, those in whom none is aimed 
at. The Uiird, those in whom the 
ideal pursued is altogether false and 
wretched. 

53. 

Speech is as a pump by which we 
raise and pour out the water from the 
great lake of Thought — whither it 
flows back again. 

54. 

There is a kind of social civilisation 
which rounds the rough and broken 
stones into smooth shapeliness, but 
also into monotonous uniformity. 
There is also a farther and better kind 
which again roughens the pebbles, not, 
however, to reproduce their former 
rude diversities, but to engrave them 
with divine heads and figures and sig- 
nificant mottoes. 

55. 

When we see the place to which 
some natural Reality is degraded by 
the hands of man, — the stately tree to 
be a dead wayside post, the fierce and 
fleet wild ass of the desert to be a bro- 
ken and starved drudge, — we cannot 
but reflect that thb wreck was once 
great and goodly, and possessed a 
wondrous inward endowment of inde- 
pendent life and power, was bom out 
of the eternal Infinite into the sad and 
narrow round of Time, where men, 
its fellow-denizens of Time, have thus 
crushed and ruined it. But poor as is 
the place and function of each living 
thing which men enchain and use, 
when thus no long^ existing for and 
by itself, yet the human order of ex- 
istence, with all its wants and contri- 
vances, b an immeasurably higher 
one than any of these systems to which 
the weaker, meaner beings of earth 
originally belong. In this superiority 
of Man*s destiny and rights lies the 
justification of his subjecting to his 
own purposes that which, for its par- 
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poses, he thus frustrates and dislo- 
cates. 

56. 

All France, under Louis XIV., was 
beaten and bribed into courtiership. 
Poetry, Law, Theology, all wore court- 
suits, and smoothed themselves into 
flatterers and liars. The Muses be- 
came maids of honour, and stage-con- 
fidants to royal mistresses ; Religion 
was only permitted to appear masked 
in the abhorred disguise of a state 
chaplain, or a gold-laced trumpeter of 
sovereign worUdessness ; and Truth 
and Conscience, in the mean-while, 
were fasting at Port- Royal, pining in 
the Bastile, fighting in the Cevennes, 
or emigrating to Spitalfields. Honesty 
could not have where to lay its head, 
when Falsehood, Cruelty, and insane 
Vanity had for their lacqueys and 
pimps Racine, Bossuet, and Moli^re. 
The Regent Orleans was but Louis 
XIV. in undress and half-intoxicated, 
and Louis XV. the same type, drunk 
to stupidity. But while the family was 
sinking from generation to generation 
into utter lethai^y, the nation was 
awakening from its sleep, till rbing 
and finding itself starved, bruised, and 
shackled, it burst the remaining bonds, 
and strangled for ever the corpse-like 
royalty which it found lying beside it. 
57. 

Life of any kind is a confounding 
mystery; nay, that which we com- 
monly do not call life, the principle of 
existence in a stone or a drop of wa- 
ter, is an inscrutable wonder. That 
in the infinity of time and space any 
thing should be, should have a distinct 
existence, should be more than no- 
thing ! The thought of an immense 
abysmal Nothing is awful, only less 
so than that of All and God ; and 
thus a grain of sand being a fact, a 
reality, rises before us into something 
prodigious, immeasurable — a fact that 
opposes and counterbalances the im- 
mensity of non-existence. And if this 
be so, what a thing is the life of man, 
which not only is, but knows that it 
is ; and not only b wondrous, but 
wonders I 

58. 

The beauty of physical Nature 
strikes us with an immediate impres- 
sion of harmony and completeness. 
There b abo a sense of harmony, the 
result of reflection enraged on scien- 
tific truth; and there IS a livelier and 
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deeper conscioutness of the same kind, 
in which our personal sympathies and 
reverential awe of all personality are 
combined with the feeling of the beau- 
tiful» excited by whatever is fair, ele- 
vated, and harmonious in human will 
and character. In the aspect of the 
highest human beauty, the immediate 
impression produced by physical (that 
is involuntary) Nature, is inseparably 
united with this last or sympathetic 
emotion ; and the mere beauty of form 
and colour is regarded as symbolic of 
the inward and supersensuous loveli- 
ness. On the other hand, in the vi- 
sions of outward things, the evening 
or nightly sky, the meditative melan- 
choly of a silent autumnal landscape, 
the blue sea rolling its foam into a 
rocky bay, the virgin shamefacedncss 
of Nature in forest-nook, we spontane- 
ously transfer in feeling and language 
something of a purely human quality 
to that which is properly below the 
human, but unchangeably connected 
with it, and pierced in all directions 
and bound together by the roots of 
our nobler life. 

59. 
We paint our lives in fresco. The 
soft and fusile plaster of the moment 
hardens under every stroke of the 
brush into eternal rock. 

60. 
Pain has its own noble joy when it 
kindles a strong consciousness of life, 
before stagnant and torpid. 

61. 
The more sides a man has to his 
mind, the more certain he may be of 
receiving blows on all of them from 
one party or other. 

62. 
Persons immediately and univer- 
sally recognised as laudable, must be 
either in the main negative characters, 
or capable of practising a good deal of 
falsehood and spurious sympathy in 
their intercourse with others. 

63. 
For a weak man to sympathize with 
weakness is easy, as for a strong man 
to sympathize with strength ; but it is 
hard for the weak to sympathize with 
the strong. Far harder for the strong 
to sympathize with the weak, to bow 
down to weakness, and to say to it, 
'* Be thou my better strength.*' 

64. 
The candles of man*s night are 
doubtless burning out, but, like Al- 
fred's candle-clocks, their decay mea^ 
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sures the wearing on of the night it- 
self. When they sink into the socket, 
lo I it is not dark, but day. 
65. 

The Caliph Omar, who destroyed 
the Alexandrian library, the second in 
succession from Mahomet, and under 
whom many empires, and Jerusalem 
itself, were added to Islam, was jour- 
neying on the borders of the Egyptian 
desert, and heard of the fame of a 
holy* and wise hermit, who lived re- 
tired in a cave of the rocks amid the 
sandy waste. Him he resolved to visit, 
hoping to learn from him where was 
concealed the buried treasure of the 
old idolatrous Kings of Egypt. When 
the Caliph, attended by several tall 
and dark Arabs, aud by Anirou, the 
conqueror of Egypt, entered the ca- 
vern, he found the hermit seated on a 
rude bench at a stone table, which 
supported a written volume. His eyes 
were bent downwards as if in thought 
rather than study, and the Arabs were 
surprised to see a man of low stature, 
with long and silvery hair floating 
round a face not like theirs, tawny 
and scorched, but smooth aqd ruddy. 
The large and light grey eyes were 
raised at their approach with a look 
of mild abstraction ; and Amrou, who 
had conversed with many men of wis- 
dom at Alexandria, was struck by the 
breadth of his head, the clear polish of 
the forehead, the well-cut and rather 
small nose, and the large, lightly- 
closed mtmth, which seemed to quiver 
with feeling, and to be ready for the 
lively utterance of countless and sage 
proverbs and comparisons. 

" Sage," said the Caliph, " I see 
that thou wouldst not approve of the 
act of justice by which I have destroy- 
ed the storehouse of Pagan errors, 
called the Library, in the city of Isk- 
ander ? Thou bast a book before thee, 
and 1 see some others in that half-open 
chest, which do not resemble the Vo- 
lumes of believers.'* 

•' In my youth, O Caliph ! I read 
many books in that Library which 
thou hast destroyed, and by the study 
of these, and their clear presence in 
m^ mind, I became capable of sus- 
taining, and even of profiting, by this 
solitude in which I live, without com- 
panions and with few writings." 

** What profit couldst thou derive 
from those infidel volumes ? The Ko- 
ran teachs the one God, and to know.; 
him is to know all." ' 
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»» The Kofan Ibdeed teaches truly 
that there is one God; &xid because 
we know that he exists^ we should be 
careful to underftland him as display- 
ed in all his works. Ofthese the no- 
blest is tnan, and of his mind We have 
so many seteral pictures in every book, 
however mistaken its doctrines } and 
in books can we also learn more clear- 
ly and Ailly to understand what other 
works of God inferior to man, but still 
most wonderful, reveal his Will and 
power.'* 

" Ah ! shameless unbeliever!** ex- 
claimed Omar, and stroked his beard, 
'* now would I order thee to be slain 
upon the spot, but that I have need of 
thy wisdom for the good of the faith- 
fUl and of the true faith. Tell me 
where are concealed the riches of the 
Pharaohs, and I will spare thy life.'* 

'^ I know not that I can teach thee this, 
but what I can show thee, thou shalt 
know.** Then turning to Amrou, the 
iierce and conquering general of the 
Moslem .armies—" Fetch me, 1 pray 
thee, a handAil of sand from the de- 
sert, at the mouth of the cave.*' The 
warrior started, and his eyes turned 
disdainfully on the hermit* But they 
sunk under his quiet gaze, and Amrou 
went and brought the sand. The her- 
mit received it into his palm, and turn- 
ing to the Caliph, desired him to pick 
out a sinele grain, and lay it on the 
blade of Amrou*8 dagger. The bright 
weapon which had so often been red 
with blood, was drawn from its sheath, 
and the Caliph held it in his hand. 
Then following the hermit alone into 
the dark interior of the cave, he plac- 
ed upon the blade, held horizontally, 
a single grdn of sand. On this, he 
fixed his eyes. In the deep gloom, 
the grain brightened like a spark of 
fire, and grew larger and larger, even 
as the brightest planet of evem'ng, and 
it paused not in its expansion, till it 
seemed a luminous ball of mild pale 

** Look steadily,^* said the hermit ; 
''fear not; and tell me what thou 
seest.*' 

" I see,^' said the Cadiph, *' a small 
goat-skin tent, under the shade of rocks, 
among palm-trees and wild vines. A 
^man, naked save kis girdle, sle^s in 
the cool, with his head upon a dark 
and sad-looking woman^s lap, and two 
child r^i are not far ofiP. A thorn has 
pierced the foot of the infant girl, and 
the boy, her brother, is endeavouring 
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to draw it {W)m the fle&h. Her tears 
fhll upon his cheek, and his hand is 
red with her blood.'* 

** Look again, and tell me what 
thou seest.*' 

''I see a mountain covered with 
trees, fields, and villages, and, by Al- 
lah I with Pa^an temples. But lo ! 
an earthquake neaves the whole, and 
half the houses are overthrown or 
swallowed up. The survivors arm 
themselves for battle, and a fierce con- 
flict rages for the enjoyment of those 
of their possessions which remain. 
Fire spreads through the ruined vine- 
yards, woods, and houses i and by its 
light many men are slain, and women 
and children made captives. Some of 
those combatants, O Dervish, are sons 
of the giants, and the maidens whom 
1 look upon are lovely as the damsels 
of Paradise.'* 

»» Look now again. What seest 
thou?** 

" A lonely Waste. The grey desert 
spreads far and wide, save where a 
dark sea beats heavily on its coast. 
Not a ship, not a camel, not a house 
is there. But among heaps of carved 
stones and fallen pillars, such as might 
build a royal city, a white-haired, wi- 
thered man sits with his eyes upon the 
ground. A vulture Is perched upon 
a mound near, and looks at him ; and 
a jackal eyes bim fVom a shattered 
tomb, and gnaws a scull. The wind 
of the desert has blown the sand over 
his feet, and almost to his knees, but 
he cares not to rise and free himself. 
Dervish 1 God must have fallen asleep 
in heaven above that place, and left it 
to die utterly.** 

" What dost thou now behold ?" 

*' 1 see around a broad bay of the 
ocean, a range of green hills with 
streams and torrents, and gardens 
reaching to the skies. Amid these 
are palaces, with pillars built doubtless 
by tne genii, and along the wide ter- 
races in front of the buildings, sons of 
wisdom, and daughters of beauty arc 
walking or leaning. One is a story- 
teller, who has gauiered round him a 
crowd of listeners, young and old. 
Another seems to have just shaped a 
figure of a woman out of stone. She 
is more than half baked, but looks as 
if none dare think her so. On the 
torch which she holds up in her hand, a 
flame of green fire bums like a bright 
star in uie sunshine round her. A 
band of children are wreathing flowers 
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and laying them before the Pagan 
image^ whicb^ not smiling, seemi to 
delight in their smiles. The workman 
looks dissatisfied, though rejoicing as 
a bridegroom who has won his bride» 
but mourns that he cannot offer to her 
more precious gifts than all his sub- 
stance. Elsewhere, I see living figures 
glancing among the trees. To the 
quay which borders the shore, some 
barks with deep blue sails are hasten- 
ing; and one eyen now touches the 
porphyry wall, and pours out gold and 
spices — ^by Allah 1 I smell the sweet- 
ness of Yamen — on the smooth stones. 
Nay, as the sun goes down, I hear the 
faint song of the mariners, and the 
mnsic of stringed instruments tinkling 
in reply from the distant mountain 
side." 

'* Is there nought more than this ?^ 
"Yea, high upon the mountain I 
see a mosque of another fashion than 
ours, surrounded by a place of tombs, 
with many graves and cypresses. High 
above them all rises a shape, silvery 
as the flashing of a scymitar, or of 
water, gigantic, kingly, with a mant- 
led head, and long folds covering his 
whole form. But he stretches his 
great moving hands over the palaces 
and bay, and flakes of pale fire fall 
from them, and kindle every window 
and capital of a pillar, and flash from 
every face, and shoot again upwards, 
and beam as stars in the dark sky. 
The mantled genie looks not like aiyy 



one of the spirits of the past, but as if 
they were all combmed in him.** 

(' Look once more, O Caliph 1 " 

** Juggler I there is but a grain of 
■and*** 

f ' Thin« eyea are -wmsj of looking, 
not the visions of displaying them- 
selves. Thou canst see do more this 
day. But if all this be visible in a 
grain of sand by the open and fresh 
eye of man, what sights beyond this 
thinkest thou dut there miut be in 
a man himself? Of these sights, a por- 
tion are in every book recorded.** 

"Blavel** said the Caliph— " tell 
me not of books, but of hidden trea- 
sures, or I will have thee impaled ere 
an hour is past." 

<< I have told thee of far more than 
thou thougfatest. The treasures of the 
Pharaohs would show thee little of 
what thou hast seen in that grain of 
sand. Fareweli, O Caliph! I have 
been ordained but to live till I had 
seen and known thee, and then to de- 
part. In that world where the hearts 
of men shall be more open to each 
other than their books are here, it 
will be read in mine that I hold thee 
ignorant and headstrong, but still a 
man, and, therefore, capable of good. 
Farewell ! I am but a grain of sand ; 
hide my corpse under ^ose of the de- 
sert before me.** 

The hermit satA on the rocky floor 
of Ae cave, at Omar's feet, quite dead. 
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THE AVENGER. 

'* Why cmllett thou me murderer, and not rather the wrath of Ck>d buroing after the fttept of the 
oppressor^ and deaniing the earth when it is wet with blood }*' 



That series of terrific events by 
which our quiet city and university in 
the north>eastem quarter of Germany 
were convulsed during the year 181 6> 
has in itself, and considered merely as 
a blind movement of human tiger- 
passion ' ranging unchained amongst 
men, something too memorable to be 
forgotten or left without its own sepa- 
rate record ; but the moral lesson, im- 
pressed by these events, is yet more 
memorable, and deserves the deep at- 
tention of coming generations in their 
struggle after human improvement, 
not merely in its own limited field of 
interest directly awakened, but in all 
aaalogous fields of interest ; as in fact 
already, and more than once, in con- 
nexion with these very events, this 
lesson has obtained the effectual at- 
tention of Christian kings and Princes 
assembled in Congress. No tragedy, 
indeed, amongst all the sad ones by 
which the charities of the human heart 
or of the fire-side, have ever been 
outraged, can better merit a separate 
chapter m the private history of Ger- 
man manners or social life than this 
unparalleled case. And, on the other 
hand, no one can put in a better claim 
to be the historian than myself. 

I was at the time, and still am, a 
Professor in that city and university 
which had the melancholy distinction 
of being its theatre. I knew familiarly 
all the parties who were concerned in 
it — either as sufferers or as agents. I 
was present from first to last, and 
watched the whole course of the mys- 
terious storm which fell upon our de- 
voted city in a strength like that of a 
West Indian hurricane, and which did 
seriously threaten at one time to de- 
populate our university, through the 
dark suspicions which settled upon its 
members, and the natural reaction of 
generous indignation in repelling them 
— whilst the city in its more station- 
ary and native classes would very 
soon have manifested their awful sense 
of things, of the hideous insecurity for 
life, and of the unfathomable dangers 
which had undermined their hearths 
below their very feet, by sacrificing, 
whenever circumstances allowed them, 
their houses arid beautiful gardens in 



exchange for days uncursed by panic, 
and nights unpolluted by blood. No- 
thing, I can take upon myself to assert, 
was left undone of all that human fore- 
sight could suggest, or human ingenu- 
ity could accomplish. But observe the 
melancholy result ; the more certain 
did these arrangements strike people 
as remedies for the evil, so much the 
more effectually did they aid the terror, 
but above all, the awe — the sense of 
mystery, when ten cases of total ex- 
termination, applied to separate house- 
holds, had occurred, in every one of 
which these precautionary aids had 
failed to yield the slightest assistance. 
The horror, the perfect frenzy of fear, 
which seized upon the town after that 
experience, baffles all attempt at de- 
scription. Had these various contri- 
vances failed merely in some human 
and intelligible way, as by bringing 
the aid too tardily — still in such cases, 
though the danger would no less have 
been evidently deepened, nobody would 
have felt any further mystery than 
what, from the very first, rested upon 
the persons and the motives of the 
murderers. But, as it was, when 
in ten separate cases of exterminat- 
ing carnage, the astoimded police, 
after an examination the most search- 
ing, pursued from day to day, and 
almost exhausting the patience by the 
minuteness of the investigation, had 
finally pronounced that no attempt 
apparently had been made to benefit 
by any of the signals preconcerted, 
that no footstep apparently had moved 
in that direction — then, and afler that 
result, a blind misery of fear fell upon 
the population, so much the worse 
than any anguish of a beleaguered city 
that is awaiting the storming fury of a 
victorious enemy, by how much the 
shadowy — the uncertain-^the infinite 
is at all times more potent in mastering 
the mind than a danger that is known 
— measurable — palpable — and human. 
The very police, instead of offering 
protection or encouragement, were 
seized with terror for themselves. 
And the general feeling,' as it was 
described to me by a grave citizen 
whom I met in a morning walk (for 
the overmastering sense of a public 
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calamity broke down every barrier 
of reserve, and all men talked freely 
to all men in the streets, as they would 
have done during the rockings of an 
earthquake), was, even amongst the 
boldest, like that which sometimes 
takes possession of the mind in dreams 
— when one feels oneself sleeping 
alone, utterly divided from all call or 
hearing of friends, doors open that 
should be shut, or unlocked that should 
be triply secured, the very walls gone, 
barriers swallowed up by unknown 
abysses, nothing around one but frail 
curtains, and a world of illimitable 
night, whbperings at a distance, cor- 
respondence going on between dark- 
ness and darkness, like one deep call- 
ing to another, and the dreamer*s own 
heart the centre from which the whole 
net- work of this unimaginable chaos 
radiates, by means of which the blank 
privations of silence and darkness be- 
come powers the most positive and 
awful. 

Agencies of fear, as of any other 
passion, and above all, of passion felt 
m communion with thousands, and in 
which the heart beats in conscious 
sympathy with an entire city, through 
all its regions of high and low, young 
and old, strong and weak^ such agen- 
cies avail to raise and transfigure the 
natures of men ; mean minds become 
elevated ; dull men become eloquent ; 
and when matters came to this crisis, 
the public feeling, as made known by 
voice, gesture, manner, or words, was 
such that no stranger could represent it 
to his fancy. In that respect, therefore, 
I had an advantage, being upon the spot 
through the whole course of the afiair, 
forgiving a faithful narrative; as I 
had still more eminently, from the sort 
of central station which I occupied, 
with respect to all the movements 
of the case. I may add, that I had 
another advantage, not possessed, or 
not in the same deg^ree, by any other 
inhabitant of the town. I was person- 
ally acquainted with every family of 
the slightest account, belonging to the 
resident population ; whether amongst 
the old local gentry, or the new set- 
tlers whom the late wars had driven to 
take refuge within our walls. 

It was in September, 1815, that I re- 
ceived a letter from the Chief Secretary 

to the Prince of M , a nobleman 

connected with the diplomacy of Rus- 
sia, from which I quote an extract : — 
*' I wish, in short, to recommend to 
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your attentions, and in terms stronger 
than I know how to devise, a youog 
man on whose behalf the Czar himself 
is privately known to have expressed 
the very strongest interest. He was 
at the battle of Waterloo as an aide-de- 
camp to a Dutch general officer, and is 
decorated with distinctions won upon 
that awful day. However, though serv- 
ing in that instance under English or- 
ders, and although an Englishman of 
rank, he does not belong to the English 
military service. He has served, young 
as he is, under various banners, and 
under ours, in particular, in the ca- 
valry of our Imperial Guard. He is 
English by birth, nephew to the Earl 
of E., and heir presmnptive to his im- 
mense estates. There is a wild story 
current — that his mother was a gipsy 
of transcendent beauty, which may 
account for his somewhat Moorish 
complexion, though, after all, that 
is not of a deeper tinge than I have 
seen amongst many an Englishman. 
He is himself one of the .noblest look- 
ing of God*8 creatures. Both father 
and mother, however, are now dead ; 
since then, he has become the favour- 
ite of his uncle, who detained him 
in England after the Emperor had 
departed — and, as this uncle is now 
in the last stage of infirmity, Mr 
Wyndham*s succession to the vast fa- 
mily estates is inevitable, and proba- 
bly near at hand. Mean- time, he is 
anxious for some assistance in his stu- 
dies. Intellectually he stands in the 
very first rank of men, as I am sure 
you will not be slow to discover ; but 
his long nulitary service, and the un- 

Saralleled tumult of our European 
istory since 1805, have interfered (as 
you may suppose) with the cultivation 
of his mind ; for he entered the ca^ 
valry service of a German power whgi 
a mere boy, and shifted about from 
service to service as the hurricane of 
war blew from thb point or from that. 
During the French anabasis to Mos- 
cow he entered our service, made him- 
self a prodigious favourite with the 
whole Impenal family, and even now 
is only in his twenty-second year. As 
to his accomplishments, they vrill 
speak for themselves; they are infi- 
nite, and applicable to every situaUon 
of life, Greek is what he wants from 
you ; never ask about terms. He will 
acknowledge any trouble he may give 
you, as he acknowledges all trouble, 
en prince. And ten years hence you 
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•will look back with pride upon having 
contributed your part to the formation 
of one whom all here at St Peters- 
burg, not soldiers only, but we cUplo- 
mates, look upon as certain to prove 
a great man, and a leader amongst the 
intellects of Christendom.'* 

Two or three other letters followed; 
and at length it was arranged that Mr 
Maximilian Wyndham should take up 
his residence at my monastic abode for 
one year. He was to keep a table, 
and an establishment of servants, at his 
own cost ; was to have an apartment 
of some dozen or so of rooms ; the un- 
restricted Use of the library ; with 
some other public privileges willingly 
conceded by the magistracy of the 
town ; in return for s^ which he was 
to pay me a thousand guineas: and 
already beforehand, by way of acknow 
lodgment for the public civilities of 
the town, he sent, through my hands, a 
contribution of three hundred guineas 
to the various local institutions for 
education of the poor, or for charity. 

The Russian Secretary had latterly 
corresponded with me from a little 
German town not more than ninety 
miles distant : and, as he had special 
couriers at his service, the negotiation 
advanced so rapidly, that all was closed 
before the end of September. And, 
when once that consummation was at- 
t^ed, I, that previously had breathed 
no syllable of what was stirring, now 
gave a loose to the interesting tidings, 
and suffered them to spread through 
the whole compass of the town. It 
will be easily imagined that such a 
8tory« already romantic enough in its 
first outline, would lose nothing in the 
telling. An Englishman to begin 
with, which name of itself, and at all 
times, is a passport into German favour, 
but much more since the late memorable 
wars that, but for Englishmen, would 
have drooped into disconnected efforts 
— ^next, an Englishman of rank and of 
the haute noblesse, — then a soldier 
covered with brilliant distinctions, 
and in the most brilliant arm of the 
service; young, moreover, and yet 
a veteran by his exnerience, — fresh 
from the most awful battle of this 
planet since the day of Pharsalia, — 
radiant With the favour of courts and 
of Imperial ladies, — fin^Uy (which 
alone would have given him an iuterest 
ui all female hearts)^ an Antinous of 
faidtless beauty, a Grecian statue, as 
it were, iuto which the breath of life 
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had been breathed by some modem 
Pygmalion, — such a pomp of gifts and 
endowments settling upon one mati's 
head, should not have required for its 
effect the vulgar consummation (and 
yet to many it tvas the consummation 
and crest of the whole) that he was 
reputed to be rich beyond the dreams 
of romance or the necessities of a fairy 
tale. Unparalleled was the impression 
made upon our stagnant society ; every 
tongue was busy in dbcussing the 
marvellous young Englishman from 
morning to night ; every female fancy 
was busy in depicting the personal ap- 
pearance of this gay apparition. 

On his arrival at my house, I became 
sensible of a truth which I had ob- 
served some years before. The com- 
monplace maxim is — that it is danger- 
ous to radse expectations too high. 
This, which is thus generally expressed, 
and without limitation, is true only 
conditionally ; it is true then and there 
only where there is but little merit to 
sustain and justify the expectation. 
But in any case where the merit is 
transcendent of its kind, it is always 
useful to rack the expectation up to 
the highest point ; in any thing which 
partakes oj the infinite, the most un- 
limited expectations will find ample 
room for grati6cation ; whilst it is cer- 
tain that ordinary observers, possess- 
ing little sensibility, unless where they 
have been warned to expect, will ofleU 
fail to see what exists in the most con- 
spicuous splendour. In this instance 
it certainly did no harm to the subject 
of expectation, that 1 had been warn- 
ed to look for so much. The warning, 
at any rate, put me on the look-out for 
whatever eminence there might be of 
grandeur in his personal appearance ; 
whilst, on the otner hand, this existed 
in such excess, so far transcending 
any thing I had ever met with in my 
experience, that no expectation- which 
it IS in words to raise could have been 
disappointed. 

These thoughts travelled with the 
rapidity of light through my brain as 
at one glance my eye took m the su- 
premacy of beauty and power which 
seemed to have alighted from the 
clouds before me. Power, and the 
contemplation of power, in any abso- 
lute incarnation of grandeur or ex- 
cels, necessarily have the instantane- 
ous effect of quelling all perturbation. 
^^y composure was restored in a mo- 
ment. I looked steadily at him. We 
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both bowed. And^ at the momeat 
when he raised his head from that In- 
clination^ I caught the glance of hit 
eye ; an eye such as might have been 
looked for in a face of such noble 
lineaments— 

" Blending the- nature of the star 
With that of eummer skies ; " 

and* therefore, meant by nature for 
the residence and organ of serene and 
gentle emotions ; but it surprised, and 
at the same time filled me more almost 
with consternation than with pitv, to 
observe, that in those eyes a light of 
sadness had settled more profound than 
seemed possible for youth, or almost 
commensurate to a human sorrow ; a 
sadness that might have become a 
Jewish prophet, when laden with in- 
spurations of wo. 

Two months had now passed away 
since the arrival of Mr Wyndham. 
He had been universally introduced to 
the superior society of Uie place ; and, 
as I need hardly say, universally re- 
ceived with favour and distinction. 
In reality, his wealth and importance, 
his military honours, and the dignity 
of his character as expressed in his 
manners and deportment, were too 
eminent to allow of his being treated 
with less than the highest attention in 
any society whatever. But the effect 
of these various advantages, enforced 
and recommended as they were by a 
personal beauty so rare, was some- 
what too potent for the comfort and 
self-possession of ordinary people; 
and really exceeded in a painful de- 
gree the standard of pretensions under 
which such people could feel them- 
selves at their ease. He was not na- 
turally of a reserved tnm ; far from 
it. His di^osition had been open, 
frank, and confiding originally; and 
his roving, adventurous lUe, of which 
considerably m9re than one-half had 
been* passed in camps, had communi- 
cated to his manners a more than mi- 
litary frankness. But the prolbiuid 
mdancholy which possessed mm, from 
whatever cause it arose, n ecessa r ily 
. chilled the native freedom of his de- 
meanonr, walem when it was revived 
by strei^th of friendship or of love. 
The effea was awkward and embar- 
rassing to all parties. Eveiy voice 
paused or filtered when he entered a 
room — dead Mlenee eosued'^Bot an 
eye but was directed aaon him, or dse, 
eoak in thnidity , aetded iq^ tiM ioer | 
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and young ladies seriously lost the 
power, for a time, of doing more than 
murmuring a few confused, half-inar- 
ticulate syllables, or half-inarticulate 
sounds. The solemnity, in fact, of 
^ fir&t presentation, and the utter im- 
possibility of soon recovering a free 
unembarrassed movement of coqver- 
sation, made such scopes really dis- 
tressing to all who participated in 
them, either as actors or spectators. 
Certainly this result was not a pure 
effect of manly beauty, however heroic, 
and in whatever excess ; it arose in part 
from the pian^ and extraordinary en- 
dowpients which had centered in his 
person, not less from fortune than from 
nature ; in part also, as I have said, 
from the profound sadness and freez- 
ing gravity of Mr Wyndham*8 man- 
ner ] but still more frpw the perplex- 
ing mystery which surrounded that 
sadness. 

Were there, then, uo ei^ieptions to 
this condition of awe^stniok admira- 
tion? Yes; Ooe at least there was 
in whose bosom the spell of all-con- 
quering passion soon thawed every 
.trace of icy reserve. Whilst the rest 
of the world retained a dim sentiment 
of awe towards Mr Wvndham, Mar- 
garet Liebenheim only heard of such 
a feeling to wonder that it could exist 
towards him* Never was there so 
victorious a conquest interchanged be- 
tween two youthfiil hearts— never be- 
fore such a rapture of instantaneous 
sympathy. I did not witness the 
first meeting of this mysterious Max!-- 
milian and this magmficait Marga- 
ret, and do not know whether Mar- 
garet manifested that titepidation and 
embarrassment whieh diativssed so 
many of her youthful eo-rivals ; but 
if she did, it must have fled before the 
first glance of the young man's eye, 
which would interpret, past all mis- 
.anderstanding, the homage of bis soul 
and the surr^der of his heart Their 
third meeting I did see { and there all 
shadow of embanraesBnent bad vanish- 
ed, except. Indeed, of that delieate 
* emborraisment which eliogs to impas- 
sioned admiration, ^n the part of 
Margaret, it seeiBei as if a sew world 
h%d dawned upon her that ^ had not 
«o nmch as ans p aetad amongst the ca- 
pacitias of hnman experience. Like 
some bird she saoned, wilh powers 
unexoKised for soaring and iflMg, 
not uadeM«ed even as jret» and that 
fle*rer iwtH wm h«d dmmd ao Aksoent 
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of air capable of sustaining ber wings, 
or tempting ber to pat forth her buoy- 
ant instincts. He> on the other band, 
now first found the realization of his 
dreams, and for a mere possibility 
which he had long too deeply contem- 
plated, fearing, however, that in his 
own case it might prove a chimera, or 
that he might never meet a. woman 
answering the demands of his heart, 
be now found a corresponding reality 
that left nothing to seek. 

Here, then, and thus far, nothing 
but happiness bad resulted from the 
new arrangement. But, if this bad 
been little anticipated by many, far 
less had J, for my part, anticipated 
the unhappy revolution which was 
wrought in the whole nature of Ferdi- 
nand von Harrelstein. He was the 
son of a German baron ; a man of good 
family, but of small estate, who had 
been pretty nearly a soldier of for- 
tune in the Prussian service, and had, 
late in life, won sufficient favour with 
the king and other military superiors, ' 
to have an early prospect of obtaining 
a commission, under flattering auspi- 
ces, for this only son — a son endeared 
to him as the companion of unpros- 
perous years, 4ind as a dutifully affec- 
tionate child. Ferdinand had yet 
another hold upon his father's afl^- 
tions: bis features preserved to the 
Baron*s unclouded remembrance a 
most faithful and living memorial of 
that angelic wife who had died in giv- 
ing birth to this third child — the only 
one who had long survived her. An- 
xious that his son should go through a 
regular course of mathematical in- 
struction, now becoming annually 
more important in all the artillery 
services throughout Europe, and that 
be should receive a tincture of other 
liberal studies which he had painfully 
mi!<sed in. his own military career, the 
Baron chose to keep his son for the 
last seven years at our college, until he 
was now entering upon his twenty -third 
year. For the four last he bald lived 
with me as the sole pupil whom I had. 
or meant to have, had not the brilliant 
proposals of the young Russian 
guardsman persuaded me to break my 
resolution. Ferdinand Von Harrel- 
stein had good talents, not dazzling 
but respectable ; and so amiable wore 
bis temper and manners, that I had in- 
troduced him every where; and every 
where he was a favourite; every where« 
indeed, except exactly tbere where 
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only in this world be cared for favour. 
Margaret Liebenheiro,8heitwaswhom 
be loved, and bad loved for years with 
the whole ardour of his ardent soul ; 
she it was for whom, or at whose com- 
mand, he would willingfly have died. 
Early he had felt that in ber hands 
lay his destiny ; that she it was who' 
must be his good or his evil genius. 

At first, and perhaps to the last, I 
pitied him exceedingly. But my pity 
soon ceased to be mingled with re- 
spect. Before the arrival of Mr 
Wyndham he had shown himself ge- 
nerous, indeed magnanimous. But 
never was there so painful an over- 
throw of a noble nature as manifested 
itself in him. I believe that he had 
not himself suspected the strength of 
his passion ; and the sole resource for 
him, as I said often, was — to quit the 
city ; to engage in active pursuits of 
enterprise, of ambition, or of science. 
But he heard me as a somnambulist 
might have heard me — dreaming with 
his eyes open. Sometimes be had fits 
of reverie, starting, fearful, agitated ; 
sometimes he broke out into maniacal 
movements of wrath, invoking some 
absent person, praying, beseeching, 
menacing some air-wove phantom : 
sometimes be slunk into solitary cor- 
ners—muttering to himself, and with 
gestures sorrowfully significant, or with 
tones and fragments of expostulation 
that moved the most callous to com- 
passion. Still he turned a deaf ear to 
the only practical counsel that had a 
chance fur reaching his ears. Like a 
bird under the fascination of a rattle- 
snake, he would not summon up the 
energies of his nature to make an 
effort at flying away. " Begone, 
whilst it is timel" said others, as well 
as myself; for more than I saw enough 
to fear some fearful catastrophe. 
" Lead us not into temptation I '* said 
his confessor to him iji ray hearing (for, 
though Prussians, the Von Harrelsteins 
were Roman Catholics), " lead us not 
into temptation 1— that is our daily 
prayer to God. Then, my son, being 
led into temptation, do not you per- 
sist in courting, nay, almost tempting 
temptation ! Try the effects of ab- 
sence, though but for a month." The 
good father even made an overture 
towards imposing a penance upon 
him, that would have involved an ab- 
sence of some duration.' But he was 
obliged to desist ; for he saw that, 
without effecting any good, he would 
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merely add spiritual disobedience to 
the other ofFences of the youDg man. 
Ferdinand himself drew his attention 
to this: for he said, — ''Reverend 
father I do not you, with the purpose 
of removing me from temptation, be 
yourself the instrument for tempting 
me into a rebellion against the Church. 
Do not you weave snares about my 
steps; snares there are already, and 
but too many.** The old man sighed^ 
and des'isted. 

Then came — But enough! From 
pity, from sympathy, from counsel, 
and from consolation, and from scorn — 
from each of these alike the poor strick- 
en deer " recoiled into the wilderness ;" 
he fled for days together into solitary 
parts of the forest ; fled, as I still 
hoped and prayed, in good earnest and 
for a long farewell ; but, alas I no : 
still he returned to the haunts of his 
ruined happiness and his buried hopes, 
at each return looking more like the 
wreck of his former self; and once I 
heard a penetrating monk observe, 
whose convent stood near to the city 
gates — " There goes one ready equally 
for doing or suflering, and of whom we 
shall soon hear that he is involved in 
some great catastrophe — ^it may be, of 
deep calamity — it may be, of memor- 
able guilt.** 

So stood matters amongst us ; Jan- 
nary was drawing to its close ; the 
weather was growing more and more 
winterly ; high winds, piercingly 
cold, were raving through our narrow 
streets ; and still the spirit of social 
festivity bade defiance to the storms 
which sang through our ancient fo- 
rests. From the accident of our 
magistracy being selected from the 
tradesmen of the city, the hospitalities 
of the place were far more extensive 
than would otherwise have happened ; 
for every member of the Corporation 
gave two annual entertainments in his 
official character. And such was the ri- 
valsbip which prevailed, that often one 
quarter of the year's income was spent 
upon these galas. Nor was any ridi- 
cule thus incurred ; for the costliness 
of the entertainment was understood 
to be an expression of official pride, 
done in honour of the city, not as an 
effort of personal display. It followed, 
from the spirit in which these half- 
yearly dances originated, that, being 
given on the part of the city, every 
stranger of rank was marked out as a 



privilege guest, and the hospitality 
of the community would have been 
equally afiVonted by failing to offer or 
by failing to accept the invitation. 

Hence it had happened tlie Russian 
guardsman had been introduced into 
many a family which otherwise could 
not have hoped for such a distinction. 
Upon the evening at which 1 am now 
arrived, the 22d of January, 1816, 
the whole city, in its wealthier classes, 
was assembled beneath the roof of a 
tradesman who had the heart of a prince. 
In every point our entertainment was 
superb ; - and I remarked that the 
music was the finest I had heard for 
years. Our host was in joyous spirits ; 
proud to survey the splendid company 
he had gathered under his roof; happy 
to witness their happiness ; elated in 
their elation. Joyous was the dance 
— joyous were all faces that I saw — 
up to midnight, very soon after which 
time supper was announced ; and that 
also, I think, was the most joyous of 
all the banquets I ever witnessed. 
The accomplished guardsman out- 
shone himself in brilliancy ; even his 
melancholy relaxed. In fact, how 
could it be otherwise? near to him 
sate Margaret Liebenheim-.hanging 
upon his words — more lustrous and 
bewitching than ever I had beheld her. 
There she had been placed by the host ; 
and every body knew why. That is 
one of the luxuries attached to love ; 
all men cede their places with pleasure ; 
women make way ; even she herself 
knew, though not obliged to know, 
why she was seated in that neighbour- 
hood ; and took her place — if with a 
rosy sufiusion upon her cheeks — ^yet 
with fulness of happiness at her heart. 
The guardsman pressed forward to 
claim Miss Liebenheim*s hand for the 
next dance ; a movement which she 
was quick to favour, by retreating 
behind one or two parties from a 

Eerson who seemed coming towards 
er. The music again began to 
pour its voluptuous ddes &ough 
the bounding pulses of the youthful 
company. Again the flying feet of 
the dancers began to respond to the 
measures; again the mounting spirit 
of delight began to fill the sails of the 
hurrying night with steady inspira- 
tion. All went happily. Already had 
one dance finished ; some were pacing 
up and down, leaning on the arms of 
their partners ; some were reposing 
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from their exertions f when— ^Oh 
Heavens! what a shriek! what aga^ 
thering tumult ! 

Every eye was bent towards the 
doors — every eye strained forwards 
to discover what was passing. But 
there, every moment, less and less 
could be seen, for the gathering crowd 
more and more intercepted the view ; ' 
so much the more was the ear at lei<> 
sure for the shrieks redoubled upon 
shrieks. Miss Liebenheim had moved 
downwards to the crowd. From her 
superior height she overlooked all the 
ladies at the point where she stood. 
In the centre stood a rustic girl, whose 
features had been familiar to her for 
some months. She had recently come 
into the city, and had lived with her 
uncle, a tradesman, not ten doors from 
Margaret's own residence, partly on the 
terms of a kinswoman, partly as a ser- 
vant on trial. At this moment she was 
exhausted with excitement and the 
nature of the shock she had sustained. 
Mere panic seemed to have mastered 
her ; and she was leaning, uncon- 
scious and weeping, upon the shoulder 
of some gentleman who was endea- 
vouring to soothe her. A silence of 
horror seemed to possess the company, 
most of whom were still unacquainted 
with the cause of the alarming inter- 
ruption. A few, however, who had 
heard her first agitated worids, finding 
that they waited in vain for a fuller 
explanationi now rushed tumultuously 
out of the ball-room to satisfy them- 
selves on the spot. The distance 
was not great ; and within five mi- 
nutes several persons returned hasti- 
ly, and cried out- to the crowd of 
ladies tiiat all was true which the 
young girl had said. ^' What was 
true?" That her uncle Mr Weis- 
haupt*8 family had been murdered ; 
'that not one member of the family had 
been spared-— viz. : — Mr Weishaupt 
himself and hts wife, neither of them 
much above sixty, but both infirm be- 
yond their yean $ two maiden sisters 
of Mr Webhaupt, from forty to forty- 
six years of age ; and an eldi^y fenude 
domestic. 

An incident happened during the 
recital of these horrovs, and of tiie de- 
taib which followed, that furnished 
matter for oonvertatioo even in these 
hour» when so tiiriiling interest had 
posse ssion of all minds. Many ladies 
fti&t«d i aisongst them MIh Lieben- 



heim ; and she would have fallen to 
the ground but for Maximilian, who 
sprang forward and caught her in his 
arms. She was long of returning to 
herself; and during the agony of his 
suspense he stooped and kissed her 
pallid lips. That sight was more than 
could be borne by one who stood a 
little behind the group. He rushed 
forward, with eyes glaring like a tiger s« 
and levelled a blow at Maximilian. It 
was poor maniacal Von Harrelstein, 
who had been absent in the forest for 
a week. Many people stepped forward 
and checked his arm, upli^ed for a re- 
petition of this outrage. One or two 
had some influence with him, and led 
him away from the spot ; whilst, as to 
Maximilian, so absorbed was be that 
he had not so much as perceived the 
affront offered to himself. Margaret, 
on reviving, was confounded at find- 
ing herself so situated amidst a great 
crowd ; and yet the prudes complained 
that there was a look of love exchaoged 
between herself and Maximilian that 
ought not to have escaped her in subh 
a situation. If they meant, by such a 
situation, one so public, it must be also 
recollected that it was a situation of 
excessive agitation; but if they alluded 
to the horrors of the moment, no situa- 
tion more naturally opens the heart to 
affection and confiding love than the 
recoil from scenes of exquisite terror. 
An examination went on tliat niglit 
before the magistrates, but all was 
dark ; although suspicion attached to 
a negro, named Aaron, who had occa- 
sionally been employed in menial ser- 
vices by the family, and had been in 
the house immediately before the mur- 
der. The circumstances were such as 
to leave every man in utter perplexity 
as to the presumption for and agsunst 
him. His mode of defending himself, 
and his general deportment, were mark- 
ed by tlie coolest, nay, the most sneer- 
ing indifference. The first thing he 
did, on being acquainted with the sus- 
picions against himself, was, to laugh 
ferociously, and, to all appearaneo, 
most cordially and unaffectedly. He 
demanded whether a poor man, like 
himself, would have left so much wealth 
as lay scattered abroad in that house, 
gold repeaters, massy plate, gold snuff- 
boxes, untouched? That argument, 
certainly, wdghed mudi in his favour. 
And yet again it was turned against 
him — for a magietrate asked him how 



Digila^b^OOgle 



1838.J 



he happened to know already that 
nothing had heen touched ? True it 
was, and a fact which had puzzled, no 
less than it had awed the magistrates, 
that upon their examination of the pre- • 
mises many rich articles of bijouterie, 
jewellery, and personal ornaments had 
been found lying underanged, and ap- 
parently in their usual situations ; ar- 
ticles so portable that in the very 
hastiest flight some might have been 
carried off. In particular there was 
a crucifix of gold, enriched with jewels 
so. large and rare, that of itself it 
would have constituted a prize of great 
magnitude. Yet this was left un- 
touched, though suspended in a little 
oratory that had been magnificently 
adorned by the elder of the maiden 
sisters : there was an altar, in itself a 
splendid object, fVimished with every 
article of the most costly material and 
workmanship, for the private celebra- 
tion of mass. This crucifix, as well 
as every thing else in the little closet, 
must have been seen by one, at least, of 
the murderous party ; for hither had 
one of the ladies fled ; hither had one 
of the murderers pursued ; she had 
clasped the golden pillars which sup- 
ported the altar 5 had turned perhaps 
her dying looks upon the cracifix ; 
for there, with one arm still wreathed 
about the altar foot, though in her 
agony she had turned round upon her 
face, did the elder sister lie when the 
magistrates first broke open the street- 
door. And upon the beautiful par- 
quet, or inlaid floor which ran round 
the room, were still impressed the 
footsteps of the murderer. These, it 
was hoped, might fhmish a clue to the 
discovery of one at least among the 
murderous band. They were rather 
difficult to trace accurately ; those parts 
of the traces which lay upon the black 
tes8^€B being less distinct in the out- 
Hne than \\xe others upon the white or 
coloured. Most unquestionably, so 
far .as this went, it furnished a nega- 
tive circumstance in favour of the ne- 
gro, for the footsteps were very dif- 
ferent in (Aitline from his, and smaller, 
for Aaron was a man of colossal bnild. 
And as to his knowledge of the state 
in which the premises had been found, 
and his having so familiarly relied up- 
on tiie fact of no robbery having taken 
place as an argument on his own be- 
half—he contended that he had him- 
self been amongst the crowd that 
pmhed into tiie house al9ng with the 
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magistrates ; that, fW>m his previous 
acquaintance with the rooms and their 
ordinary condition, a glance of the eye 
had been sufficient for him to ascer- 
tain the undisturbed condition of all 
the valuable property most obvious tu 
the grasp of a robber ; that, in fact, he 
had seen enough for his argument be- 
fore he and the rest of the mob had 
been ejected by the mag^trates ; but 
finally, that, independently of all this, 
he had heard both the officers, as they 
conducted him, and all the tumultuous 
gatherings of people in the street, ar- 
guing for the mysteriousness of the 
bloody transaction upon that very cir- 
cumstance of so much gold, silver, and 
jewels being left behind untouched. 

In six weeks or less from the date 
of this terrific event, the negro was 
set at liberty by a majority of voices 
amongst the magistrates. In that 
short interval other events had oc- 
curred, no less terrific and mysteri- 
ous. In this first murder, though the 
motive 'was dark and unintelligible, 
yet the agency was not so ; ordinary 
assassins apparently, and with ordi- 
nary means, nad assailed a helpless and 
an unprepared family ; had separated 
them ; attacked them singly in flight 
(for in this first case all but one of the 
murdered persons appeared to have 
been making for the street-door) ; and 
in all this there was no subject for 
wonder, except the original one as to 
the motive. But now came a series 
of cases destined to fling this earliest 
murder into the shade. Nobody could 
now be unprepared ; and yet the tra- 
gedies, henceforwards, which passed 
before us, one by one, in sad, leisurely, 
or in terriflc groups, seemed to ar- 
gue a lethargy Uke that of apoplexy 
in the victims, one and all. The very 
midnight of mysterious awe fell upon 
all minds. 

Three weeks had passed since the 
murder at Mr Weishaupt's — three 
weeks the most agitated that had been 
known in this sequestered city. We 
felt ourselves solitary, and thrown 
upon our own reseurces ; all combina- 
tion with other towns being unavailing 
from theif great distance. Our situa- 
tion was no ordinary one. Had there 
been some mysterious robj^rs amongst 
US9 the chances of a visit, dividtnl 
amongst so many, wonM have been too 
small to distress the tnost timid ; whilst 
to yotmg and high-spirited people, with 
courage to spare for ordinary taMls^ 
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such ft state of expectation would have 
sent pulses of pleasurable anxiety 
amongst the nerves. But murderers! 
exterminating murderers! — clothed in 
mystery and utter darkness — these 
were objects too terrific for any family 
to contemplate with fortitude. Had 
these very murderers added to their 
functions those of robbery, they would 
have become less terrific ; nine out of 
every ten would have found them- 
selves discharged, as it were» from 
the roll of those who were liable to a 
▼bit ; while such as know themselves 
liable would have had warning of 
their danger in the fact of being rich ; 
and would, from the very riches 
which constituted that danger, have 
derived the means of repelling it. But, 
as things were, no man could guess 
what it was that must make him ob- 
noxious to the murderers. Imagination 
exhausted itself in vain guesses at the 
causes which could bv possibility have 
made the poor Weishaupts objects of 
such hatred to any man. True^ they 
were bigoted in a degree which indi- 
cated feebleness of inteUect ; but that 
wounded no man in particular, whilst 
to many it recommended them. True, 
their charity was narrow and exclusive, 
but to those of their own religious 
body it expanded munificently ; and, 
being rich beyond their wants, or any 
means of employing wealth which 
their gloomy asceticism allowed, they 
had the power of doing a great deal of 
good amongst the indigent Papists of 
the suburbs. As to the old gentleman 
and his wife, their infirmities confined 
them to the house. Nobody remem- 
bered to have seen them aoroad for 
years. How, therefore, or when, 
could they have made an enemy? 
And, vrith respect to the maiden sisters 
of Mr Weishaupt, they were simply 
weak-minded persons, now and then 
too censorious, but not placed in a 
situation to incur serious anger from 
any quarter, and too little heard of 
in society to occupy much of any 
body*s attention. 

Conceive, then, that three weeks 
have passed away, that the poor Weis- 
haupts have been laid in that narrow 
sanctuary which no murderer's voice 
will ever violate. Quiet has not re- 
turned to us, but the first flutterings of 
panic have subsided. People are be- 
g^nnmg to respire freely agidn ; and 
such another space of time would have 
cicatrised our wounds— when, hark I a 
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church-bell rings out a lond alarm ; — 
the night is starlight and frosty — the 
iron notes are heard clear, solemn, 
but agitated. What could this mean ? 
I hurried to a room over the porter's 
lodge, and, opening the window, I 
cried out to a man passing hastily be- 
low — " What, in God's name, is the 
meaning of this ? " It was a watchman 
belonging to our district. I knew his 
voice, he knew mine, and he replied in 
great agitation, — 

*' It is another murder, sir, at the 
old town councillor's, Albernass ; and 
this time they have made a clear house 
of it." 

" God preserve us I Has a curse 
been pronounced upon this city ? 
What can be done? What are the 
magistrates going to do ?" 

" I don't know, sir. I have orders 
to run to the Black Friars, where an- 
other meeting is gathering. Shall I 
say you will attend, sir?" 

(' Yes — no — stop a little. No mat- 
ter, you may go on ; I'll follow imme- 
diately." 

I went instantly to Maximilian's 
room. He was lying asleep on a sofa, 
at which I was not surprised, for there 
had been a severe stag-chase in the 
morning. Even at this moment, I 
found myself arrested by two objects, 
and I paused to survey them. One 
was Maximilian himself. A person 
so mysterious took precedency of other 
interests even at a time like this ; and 
especially by his features, which, com- 
posed in profound sleep, as some- 
times happens, assumed a new ex- 
pression — which arrested me chiefiy 
by awaking some confused remem- 
brance of the same features seen under 
other circumstances and in times long 
past ; but where ? This was what I 
could not recollect, though once 
before a thought of the same sort 
had crossed my mind. The other ob- 
ject of my interest was a miniature, 
which Maximilian was holding in his 
hand. He had gone to sleep appa- 
rently looking at this picture ; and the 
hand which held it had slipped down 
upon the sofa, so that it was in danger 
of falling. I released the miniature 
from his hand, and surveyed it at- 
tentively ; it represented a lady of 
sunny Oriental complexion, and fea- 
tures the most noble that it is pos- 
sible to conceive. One might have 
imagined such a lady, with her raven 
loclu and imperial eyes, to be the 
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favourite sultana of some Amurath 
or Mahomet. What was she to Maxi* 
miiian, or what had she been ? For, 
by the tear which I had once seen him 
drop upon this miniature when he be- 
lieved himself imobserved, I coi\jec- 
tared that her dark tresses were already 
laid low, and her name among^ the list 
of vanished things. Probably she 
was his mother, for the dress was 
rich vrith pearls, and evidently that of 
a person in the highest rank of court 
beauties. I sighed as I thought of the 
stem melancholy of her son, if Maxi- 
milian were he, as connected, probably, 
with the fate and fortunes of thb ma- 
jestic beauty ; somewhat haughty, per- 
haps, in the expression of her fine 
features, but still noble — generous- 
confiding. Laying the picture' on the 
table, 1 awoke Maximilian and told 
him of the dreadful news. He lis- 
tened attentively, made no remark, 
but proposed that we should go 
together to the meeting of our quarter 
at the Black Friars. He coloured 
upon observing the miniature on the 
table, and, therefore, I frankly told 
him in what situation I had found 
it, and that I had taken the liberty of 
admiring it for a few momenta* He 
pressed it tenderly to his lips, sighed 
heavily, and we walked away to- 
gether. 

I pass over the frenzied state of 
feeling in which we found the meet- 
ing. Fear, or rather horror, did not 
promote harmony ; many quarrelled 
with each other in discussing the sug- 
gestions brought forward, and Maxi- 
milian was the only person attended 
to; he proposed a nightly mounted 
patrol for every district. And, in 
particular, he offered, as being him- 
self a member of the University, that 
the students should form themselves 
into a gn^ard, and go out by rotation 
to keep watch and ward from sunset 
to sunrise. Arrangements were made 
towards that object by the few people 
who retained possession of their senses, 
and for the present we separated. 

Never, in fact, did any events so 
keenly try the difference betweeq 
man and man. Some started up in- 
to heroes under the excitement. 
Some, alas for the dignity of Man! 
drooped into helpless imbecility. Wo- 
men, in some cases, rose superior to 
men, but yet not so often as might 
have happened under a less mysteri- 
ous danger. A woman is not unwo- 



' manly, because she affronts danger 
boldly. But I.have remarked, with re- 
spect to femaJe courage, that it re- 
quires, more than that of men, to be 
sustained by hope ; and that it droops 
more certainly in the presence of a 
mysterious danger. The fancy of 
women is more active, if not stronger, 
and it influences more directly the 
physical nature. In this case few were 
the women who made even a show of 
defving the danger. On the contrary, 
with them fear took the form of sad^ 
ness ; while with many of the men it 
took that of wrath. 

And how did the Russian guards- 
man conduct himself amids^ this 
panic ? Many were surprised at his 
behaviour, some complained of it ; 
I did neither. He took a reason- 
able interest in each separate case, 
listened to the details with attention, 
and, in the examination of persons able 
to fiimish evidence, never failed to 
suggest judiciousquestions. Butstillhe 
manifested a coolness almost amount- 
ing to carelessness, which to many ap- 
p^ired revolting. But these people I 
desired to notice that all the other 
military students, who had been long 
in the army, felt exactly in the same 
way. In fact, the military service of 
Christendom, for the last ten years, 
had been any thing but a parade ser- 
vice; and to those, therefore, who were 
familiar with every form of horrid 
butchery, the mere outside horrors of 
death had lost much of their terror. 
In the recent murder, there had not 
been much to call forth sympathy. The 
family consisted of two old bachelors, 
two sisters, and one grand-niece. The 
niece was absent on a visit, and the 
two old men were cynical misers, to 
whom little personal interest attached. 
Still, in this case as in that of the 
Weishaupt8,the same two-fold mystery 
confounded the public mind ; the 
mystery of the how, and the profounder 
mystery of the why. Here, again, no 
atom of property was taken, though 
both the nusers had hordes of ducats 
and English guineas in the very room 
where they died. Their bias, again, 
though of an unpopular character, had 
rather availed to make them unknown 
than to make them hateful. In one ' 
point this case differed memorably 
from the other-^that, instead of fall- 
ing helpless or flying victims (as the 
Webhaupts had done), these old men, 
strong, resolute^ and not so much 
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taken by gurprise» left proofli that they * 
had made a deiporate defence. The fur- 
nitare was partly smashed to pieces, 
and the otlwr details furnisheid evi« 
denee still more revolting of the achar" 
nemerU with which the strugpgle had 
been maintained. In fact, with them 
a surprise must have been impracti- 
cable, as they admitted nobody into 
their house on visiting terms. It was 
thonght singular that from each of 
these domestic tragedies a b^iefit of 
the same sort should result to young 
persons standing in neariy the same 
relation. The girl who gave the alarm 
at the ball, with two little sisters, and a 
little orphan nephew, their cousin, di- 
vided the very large inheritance of the 
Weishaupts ; and in this latter case the 
accumulated savings of two long lives 
all vested in the person of the amiable 
grand-niece. 

But now, as if in mockery of all our 
anxious consultations and elaborate 
devices, three fresh murders took place 
on the two consecutive nights suc- 
ceeding these new arrangements. And 
in one case, as nearly as time could be 
noted, the mounted patrol must have 
been within call at the very moment 
when the awful work was going on. I 
shall not dwell much upon them ; but 
a few circumstances are too interesting 
to be passed over. The eariiest case 
on the first of the two nights, was 
that of a currier. He was fifty years 
old ; not rich, but well off. His first 
wife was dead, and his daughters by her 
were married away from their father's 
house. He had UHUTied a second wife, 
but, having no children by her, and 
keeping no servants, it is probable 
that, but for an accident, no third 
person would have been in the house 
at the time when the murderers got 
admittance. About seven o'clock, a 
wayfaring man, a journeyman currier, 
who, aooording to our Gennan sys- 
tern, was now in his wanderfaAre, 
entered the city from the forest. At 
tiie gate he made some enquiries about 
the curriers and tanners of our town ; 
and, agreeably to the information he 
received, made his way to tins Mr 
Heinberg*s. Mr Heinberg refesed to 
admit lum, until he mentioned his 
errand, and pushed below the door 
a letter of recommendation from a 
Silesian correspondent, describing him 
as an excellent and steady workman. 
Wanting such a man, and satisfied by 
the answers returned that he was 



what he represented himself, Mr Hein- 
berg unbolted his door and admitted 
him. Then, after slipping the bolt 
into its place, he bade him ait to the 
fire ; brought him a glass of beer ; 
conversed with him for ten minutes ; 
and said, " You had better stay here 
to-night ; 111 tell you why afterwards ; 
but now I'll step-up stairs and ask my 
wife whether she can make up a bed 
for you ; and do you mind the door 
whilst I'm away.** So saying, he went 
out of the room. Not one minote had 
he been gone, when there oame a 
gentle knock at the door. It was 
raining heavily, and being a stranger 
to the city, not dreaming that in any 
crowded town such a state of things 
could exist as really did in this, 
the young man, without hesitation, 
admitted the person knocking. He 
has declared since — but, perhaps, con- 
founding the feelings gained from bet- 
ter knowledge with the feelings of the 
moment — that from the moment he 
drew the bolt he had a misgiving that 
he had done wrong. A man entered 
in a horseman's cloak, and so muffled 
up that the journeyman could discover 
none of his features. In a low tone, 
the stranger said, ** Where's Hein- 
bei^ ?" «« Up-stairs." «' Call him 
down then.** The journeyman went 
to the door by which Mr Heinberg 
had left him, and called, ** Mr Heiu- 
berg, here's one wanting you [ " Mr 
Heinberg heard him, for the man 
could distinctiy catch these words, 
" €rod bless me ! has the man opened 
the door ? Oh, the traitor 1 I see it," 
Upon this, he Ml more and mere 
consternation, though not knowing 
why. Just then he heard a sound 
of feet behind him. On taming 
round, he beheld three more men m 
the room : one was fastentng tke outer 
door ; one was drawing some arms 
from a cupboard ; and two others were 
whispering together. He himself was 
disturbed and perplexed, and felt that 
all was not right. Such was his con- 
fusion, that either all the men's faces 
must have been muffled up, or at least 
he rememfbered nothing distinctly but 
one fierce pdr of eyes glaring upon 
him. Then, before he could look 
round, came a man fhym behind and 
threw a sack over his head, which was 
drawn tight about his waist, so as to 
confine his arms, as weU ss to impede 
his hearing in part, and his voice 
altogetiier. He was then pushed Into 
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a room ; bat preyiotul j he had heAid 
a rush ap*stair0> and words like 
those of a person exaldng, and then 
a door closed; once it opened, and 
he could distinguish the words in 
one Toice-^'* and for thai / " to which 
another roice replied, in tones thai 
made his],hcart quake — ** Ay, for that, 
sir/* And then the same toiee went 
on rapidly to say, " Oh, dog I could 
you hope**-^^t which word the door 
closed again. Once he thought that 
he heard a scuffle, and he was sure 
that he heard the sound of feet, as if 
rushing from one comer of a room to 
another. But then all was hushed and 
still for about six or seven minutes, 
Until a Toice dose to his ear said, 
** Now, wait quietly till wwne persons 
come in to release you. This will 
happen within half-an-hour.** Ac'> 
cordingly, in less than that time, 
he again heard tiie sonnd of feet with- 
in the house, hfs own bandages were 
liberated, and he was brought to tell 
Ms story at the police-office. Mr 
Heinberg was found in his bed-room. 
He had died by strangidation, and the 
cord was still tightened about his neck. 
During the whole dreadful scene, his 
youthAll wife had been locked into a 
closet, where she heard or saw nothing. 
In the second case, the object of 
vengeance was again an elderly man. 
Of the ordinary family, all were absent 
at a country-hous^ except the roaster 
and a female servant. She Was a 
woman of courage, and blessed with 
the firmest nerves ; so that she might 
have been relied on for reporting accu- 
ratdy every thing seen or heai5. But 
things took another course. The first 
warning that she had of the murderere* 
presence was from their steps and 
voices already in the hall. She heard 
her master run hastOy hito Hw hall, 
crying out, ** Lord Jesus I — Mary, 
Mary, save me!** The servant resolved 
to give what aid she could, seized a 
lar^ poker, and was hurrying to his 
assistance, when she found that they 
had nailed up the door of communica- 
tion at the head of the stairs. What 
passed after this she could not tell ; 
for, when the impulse of intrepid 
fidelity had been balked, and she 
found that her own safety was provided 
for, bv means which made it impossible- 
to aid a poor fellow-creature who had 
just invoked her name, the generous- 
hearted creature was overcome by 
anguish of mind, and sank down on 
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the stair, where she layi uneonadous 
of all that succeeded, until she found 
herself raised in the arms of a mob 
who' had entered the house. And how 
eame they to have entered? In a 
way characteristically dreadfol. The 
night was star-lit; the patroles had 
perambulated the street without noti^ 
cing any thing suspicious, when two 
foot-passengers, who were following 
in their rear, observed a dark-colour- 
ed stream traversing the causeway. 
One of them at the same instant tra- 
cing the stream backwards with his 
eyes, observed that it flowed from 
under the door of Mr Munzer, and, 
dipping his ^xiger in the trickling fluid, 
he held it up to the lamp-light, yelliog 
out at the moment, ** Why, this is 
blood r* It was so indeed, and it was 
yet warm . The other taw, heard, and, 
like an arrow, flew after the hone- 
patrol, then in the act of turning 
the comer* One cry, foil of meaning, 
was sufficient for ears full of expecta- 
tion. The horsemen pulled up, wheel- 
ed, and in another moment reined up 
at Mr Munzer*8 door. The crowd, 
gathering like the driifting of snow, 
supplied implements, which soon forced 
the chains of the door, and all other 
obstacles. But the murderous party 
had escaped, and dl traces of their 
persons had vanished) as usual* 

Rarely did any case occur without 
some peculiarity more or less interest- 
ing. In that which happened on the 
following night> making the fifth in the 
series, an impresmve incident varied the 
monotony of horrors^ In this case the 
parties aimed at were two elderiv la- 
dies, vrho conducted a female boarding- 
school. None of the pupils had, as yet, 
returned to school fttym their vacation ; 
but two sisters, yt>ung girls of thirteen 
and sixteen, coming from a^stence, had 
staid at school throughout the Christ- 
mas holidays. It was the youngest of 
these who g^ve the only evidence of 
any value, and one which added a new 
feature of alarm to the ensdng panic. 
Thus it was that her testimony was 
given :— . On the day before the murder, 
she and her sister were sitting vrith the 
old ladies in a room fronting to the 
street ; the elder ladies were reading, 
the young ones drawing. Louisa, the 
youngest, never had her car inattentive 
to the slightest sonnd, and CDce it 
struck her — that she heard tt»e creak- 
ing of a foot upon the stairs. She 
said nothing, bnt alippmg out of the 
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room, she ascertained that the two 
female servants were in the kitchen, 
and could not have been absent ; that 
all the doors and windows, by which 
ingress was possible, were not only 
locked, but bolted and barred, a fact 
which excluded all possibility of in- 
vasion by means of false keys. Still 
she felt persuaded that she had heard 
the sound of a heavy foot upon the 
stairs. It was, however, daylight, and 
this gave her confidence ; so that, 
without communicating her alarm to 
any body, she found courage to tra- 
verse the house in every direction, 
and, as nothing was either seen or 
heard, she concluded that her ears 
had been too sensitively awake. Yet 
that night, as she lay in bed, dim ter- 
rors assailed her, especially because 
she considered that, in so large a house, 
some closet or other might have been 
overlooked, and, in particular, she did 
not remember to have examined one or 
two chests, in which a man could have 
lain concealed. Through the greater 
part of the night she lay awake, but 
as one of the town clocks struck four, 
she dismissed her anxieties, and fell 
asleep. The next day, wearied with 
this unusual watching, she proposed to 
her sister that they should go to bed 
earlier than usual. This they did; 
and on their way up -stairs, Louisa 
happened to think suddenly of a heavy 
cloak, which would improve the cover- 
ings of her bod against the severity of 
the night. Tha cloak was hanging 
up in a closet within a closet, both 
leading off from a large room used 
as the young ladies* dancing-school. 
These closets she had examined on 
the previous day, and therefore she 
felt no particular alarm at this mo- 
ment. The cloak was the first article 
which met her sight ; it was suspended 
from a hook in the wall, and close 
to the door. She took it down, 
but, in doing so, exposed part of 
the wall and of the fioor, which 
its folds had previously concealed. 
Turning away hastily, the chances 
were that she had gone without mak- 
ing any discovery. In the act of turn- 
ing,, however, her light fell brightly 
on a man*s foot and leg. Matchless 
was her presence of mind; having 
previously been humming an air, she 
continued to do so. But now came the 
trial : her sister was bending her steps 
to the same closet. If she suffered 
her to do so, Lottchen would stumble 
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on the same discovery, and expire of 
fright. On the other hand, if she gave 
her a hint, Lottchen would either fail 
to understand her» or, gaining but a 
glimpse of her meaning, would shriek 
aloud, or by some equally decisive ex- 
pression convey the fatal news to the 
assassin that he had been discovered. 
In this tortuiiog dilemma fear prompt- 
ed an expedient, which to Lottchen 
appeared madness, and to Louisa her- 
self the act of a sybil instinct with 
blind inspiration. <' Here,'* said she, 
<< is our dancing- room. When shall 
we all meet and dance again together ?" 
Saying which, she commenced a wild 
dance, whirling her candle round her 
head until the motion extinguished it ; 
then, eddying round her sister in nar- 
rowing circles, she seized Lottchen*s 
candle also, blew it out, and then in- 
terrupted her own singing to attempt 
a laugh. But the laugh was hysteri- 
cal. The darkness, however, favoured 
her ; and, seizing her sister*s arm, she 
forced her along, whispering, *' Come, 
come, come I ** Lottchen could not be 
so dull as entirely to misunderstand 
her. She suffered herself to be led up 
the first flight of stairs, at the head 
of which was a room looking into the 
street. In this they would have gain- 
ed an asylum, for the door had a strong 
bolt. But as they were on the last 
steps of the landing, they could hear 
the hard breathing and long strides of 
the murderer ascending behind them. 
He had watched them through a cre« 
vice, and had been satisfied, by the 
hysterical laugh of Louisa, that she 
had seen him. In the darkness he 
could not fuUow fast, from ignorance 
of the localities, until he found him- 
self upon the stairs. Louisa, dragging 
her sister along, felt strong as with the 
strength of lunacy, but Lottchen hung 
like a weight of lead upon her. She 
rushed into the room ; but, at the 
very entrance, Lottchen fell. At that 
moment the assassin exchanged his 
stealthy pace for a loud clattering as- 
cent Already he was on the topmost 
stair — already he was throwing him- 
self at a bound against the door, when 
Louisa, having dragged her sister into 
the room, closed the door and sent the 
bolt home in the very instant that the 
murderer's hand came into contact 
with the handle. Then, from the vio- 
lence of her emoUons, she fell down in 
a fit, with her arm round the sbter 
whom she had- saved. 
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How long they lay ia this state 
neliber ever knew. The two old Ja- 
dies had rushed up stairs on hearing 
the tumult. Other persons had becu 
concealed in other parts of the house. 
The servants found themselves sud- 
denly locked in, and were not sorrv 
to be saved from a collision which 
involved so awful a danger. The old 
ladies had rushed, side by side, into 
the very centre of those who were 
seeking them. Retreat was impos- 
sible ; two persons at least were heard 
following them up-stairs. Something 
like a shrieking expostulation and 
counter- expostulation went on be- 
tween the ladies and the murderers — 
then came louder voices — then one 
heart -^piercing shriek, and then an- 
other — and then a low moaning and a 
dead sUcncc. Shortly afterwards was 
heard the first crashing of the door 
inwards by the mob ; but the murder- 
ers had fled upon the first alarm, and, 
to the astonishment of the servants, 
had fled upwards. Examination, bow- 
ever, explained this : from a window 
in the ruof, they had passed to an 
adjoining house recently left empty ; 
and here, as in other cases, we had 
proof how apt people are, in the midst 
of elaborate provisions against remote 
dangers, to neglect those which arc 
obvious. 

The reign of terror, it may be sup- 
posed, had now reached its acme. The 
two old ladies were both lying dead 
at difierent points on the staircase, 
and, as usual, no conjecture could bo 
made as to the nature of the offence 
which they had given ; but that the 
murder was a vindictive one, the usual 
evidence remained behind, inthe proofs 
that no robbery had been attempted. 
Two new features, however, were 
now brought forward in this system 
of horrors, one of which riveted the 
sense of their insecurity to all families 
occupying extensive houses, and the 
other raised ill blood between the city 
and the University, such as required 
years to allay. The first arose out of 
the experience, now first obtained, 
that these assassins pursued the plan 
of secreting themselves within the 
house where they meditated a murder. 
All the care, therefore, previously 
directed to the securusg of doors and 
windows after nightfall appeared nu- 
gatory. The other feature brought to 
Bght on this occasion was vouched for 
by one of the servants, who declared 

VOt. XLiy. NO, CCLXXIV. 
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that the moment before the door of 
the kitchen was fastened upon herself 
and fellow- servant, she saw two men in 
the hall, one' on the point of ascending 
the stairs, the other making towards 
the kitchen ; that she could not distin- 
guish the faces of either, but that both 
were dressed in the academic costume 
belonging to the students of the Uni- 
versity. The consequences of such a 
declaration need scarcely be mention- 
ed. Suspicion settled upon the stu- 
dents, who were more numerous since 
the general peace, in a much larger 
proportion military, and le^s select or 
respectable than heretofore. Still, no 
part of the mystery was cleared up 
by this discovery ; many of the stu- 
dents were poor enough to feel the 
temptation that might be offered by 
any lucrative system of outrage. Jea- 
lous and painful collusions were, in 
the mean- time, produced ; and, during 
the latter two months of this winter, 
it may be said that our city exhibited 
the very anarchy of evil passions. 
This condition of things lasted until 
the dawning of another spring. 

It will be supposed that communi- 
cations were made to the Supremo 
Government of the land as soon as tho 
murders in our city were understood 
to be.no casual occurrences, but links 
in a systematic scries. Perhaps it 
might happen from some other busi- 
ness of a higher kind, just then en- 
gaging the attention of our governors, 
that our representations did not make 
the impression we had expected. Wo 
could not, indeed, complain of absolute 
neglect from the Government: they 
sent down one or two of their most 
accomplished police-oflSccrs, and they 
suggested some counsels, especially 
that we should examine more strictly 
into the quality of the miscellaneous 
population who occupied our large 
suburb. But they more than hinted, 
that no necessity was seen either for 
quartering troops upon us, or for arm- 
ing our local magistracy with ampler 
powers. 

This correspondence with the cen- 
tral Government occupied the month 
of March, and, before that time, the 
bloody system had ceased as abruptly 
as it began. The new police-officer 
flattered himself that the terror of his 
name had wrought this tff*ect ; but 
judicious people thought otherwise. 
All, however, was (juiet until the depth 
of summer, when, by way of binling 
9 
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to us, perhaps, ihat the dreadful power, 
which clothed itself with darkness, had 
not expired, but was only reposing 
from its labours, all at once the chief 
jailer of the city was missing. He 
had been in the habit of taking long 
rides in the forest, his present situa- 
tion being muefa of a sinecure. It 
was on the Ist of July that he was 
missed. In riding through the city 
gates that morning he had mentioned 
Qie direction which he meant to pur- 
sue ; and the last time he was seen 
ali^e was in one of the forest arenues 
about eight miles from the city, lead- 
ing towards the point he had indicated. 
This jailer was not a man to bo re- 
gretted on his own account ; his life 
had been a tissue of cruelty and brutal 
abuse of his powers, in which he had 
been too much supported by the ma- 
gistrates, partly on the plea that it was 
their duty to back their own officers 
against all complainers, partly, also, 
from the necessities created by the 
turbulent times for a more summary 
exercise of their magisterial authority. 
No man, therefore, on his own sepa- 
rate accoimt, could more willingly 
have been spared tlian this brutal jail- 
er ; and it was a general remark, that, 
had the murderous band within our 
walls swept away this man only, the^ 
would have merited the public grati- 
tude as purifiers from a public nuis- 
ance. But was it certain that the jailer 
had died by the sume hands as had so 
deeply afflicted the peace of our city 
during the winter ? or, indeed, that 
he had been murdered at all ? The 
forest was too extensive to bo search- 
ed ; and it was possible that he might 
have met witli some fatal accident. 
Hb horse had returned to the city 
gates in the night, and was found there 
in the morning. Nobody, however, 
for months, could give information 
about his rider ; and it seemed pro- 
bable that he would not be discovered 
until the autumn and the winter should 
again carry the sportsman into every 
thicket and dingle of this silvan tract. 
One person on! v seemed to have more 
knowledge on this subject than otheri^r, 
and that^ was poor Ferdinand von 
Harrelstein. He was now a mere ruin 
of wliat he had once been, both ats to 
intellect and moral feeling ; and I 
observed him frequently smUe when 
the jailer was mentioned. " Wait," 
he would say, " till the leaves begin 
to drop ; tlien you will see what fine 
fruit our forest bbars.*' I did not 



repeat these expressions to any bodr 
except one friend, who agreed with 
me tnat the jsdler had probably been 
hanged in some recess of the forest, 
which summer veiled with its luxuri- 
ant umbrage ; and that Ferdinand, 
constantly wandering in the forest, had 
diseoTcr^ the body : but we both 
acquitted him of having been an ac- 
complice in the murder. 

Mean-time, the marriage between 
Maiigaret Li^nheim and Maximilian 
was understood to bo drawing near. 
Yet one thing struck every body with 
astonishment. As far as the young 
people were concerned, nobody could 
doubt that all was arranged ; for never 
was happiness more perfect than that 
which seemed to unite them. Marga- 
ret was the impersonation of May- 
time and youthful rapture ; even 
Maximilian in her presence seemed to 
forget his gloom ; and the worm which 
gnawed at his heart was charmed 
asleep by the music of her Yoice» and 
the Paradise of her smiles. But, un- 
til the autumn came, Margaret's grand, 
father had never ceased to frown upon 
thb connexion, and to support the 

Eretensions of Ferdinand. The dis- 
ke, indeed, seemed reeiprocid be- 
tween him and Maximilian. Each 
avoided the other's company ; and as 
to the old man, he went so far as 
to speak sneeringly of Maximilian. 
Maximilian despised hun too heartily 
to speak of him at all. When he could 
not avoid meeting him, he treated him 
with a stern courtesy, which distressed 
Margaret as often as she witnessed it. 
She felt that her grandfather had been 
the aggressor ; and she felt, also, that 
he did Injustice to the merits of her 
lover. But she had a filial tender* 
ness for the old man, as the father of 
her sainted mother, and on his own 
account, continually making more 
claims on her pity, as the decay of his 
memory, and a childish fretful ness 
growing upon him from day to day, 
marked his increasing imbecility. 

Equally mysterious it seemed, that, 
about this time, Miss Liebenheim 
bc^an to receive anonymous letters, 
written in the darkest and most mena- 
cing terms. Some of them sho showed 
to me ; I could not guess at their 
drifl. E videntlv they glanced at Maxi- 
milian, and bade her beware of a con- 
nexion with him ; and dreadful things 
were insinuated about him. Could 
these letters be written by Ferdinand ? 
Written they were not ; but could they 
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be dieiAted by him? Much I fiMPed 
thai they were ; and the more bo Ibr 
oiierea<oo. 

Ail at oiioe» aod most inexplieably, 
Margaret's grandlkther showed a total 
change of bpinioa in his viewe ai to 
her marriage: imtead of fkrearior 
Harrelatein's preteiiiioiM» aa he had 
hitherto done, he now threw the feeble 
weight of his eneotifagemest into 
Mwmilian's scale ; though, from the 
situation ot ail tiie parties, nobody 
attached tmy praeticai importance to 
the eliange in Mr Liebenlieim's way 
ofthioiLiDg. Nobody? Is that true? 
No ; one person did attaeh the greatest 
weight to the change $ poor ruined 
Ferdinand | — lie, so long as there was 
one person to take his part, so long as 
the grandfather of Margaret showed 
countenance to hioMelf, had still hU 
his situation not utterly desperate. 

Thus were things situated, when In 
November, all the leares daily blowing 
off from the woods, and leaving bare 
tlie most secret haunts of the thickets, 
the body of the jailer was left exposed 
in tlie torest ; but not, as I and my 
friend had conjectured, hanged} no; 
he had died, apparently, by a more 
horrid deatlu-^y that of crucifixion. 
The tree, a remarkable one, bore 
upon a part of its trunk this brief but 
savage inscription :—^' T. H., jailer 
at ; Crucified, Juh/ I, 1616/' 

A great deal of talk went on through- 
out the city upon this discovery ; no- 
body uttered one word of regret on 
account of the wretched jailer $ on the 
contrary, the voice of vengeance, rising 
up in many a cottage, reached my 
ears in every direction as I walked 
abroad. The hatred in itself seemed 
horrid and unchristian, and still more 
so alter the man's deadi $ but, though 
horrid and fiendbh for itself, it was 
much more impressive, considered as 
tlie measure aiMi exponent of the dam- 
nable oppression which must have ex- 
isted to produce it. 

At first, when the absence of the 
jailer was a recent occurrence, and 
the presence of the murderers amongst 
us was, in consequence, revived to our 
anxuws thoughts, it was an event 
which few aQuded to without fear. 
But matters were changed now ; the 
jailer had been dead for months, and 
tfab interval, during which the mur- 
derer's hand had slept, encouraged 
every body to hope that the storm had 
paased over our eity $ that peace had 
returned to our hearthe ; and that, 



hencelbrtb, weaknesi might sleep in 
safety, and innocence without anxiety 
Once more we had peace within our 
walls, and tranauillity by our firesides. 
Again the child went to bed in eheer« 
fulness, aod the old man said his pray* 
er s in serenity. Cobfidenee was re* 
stered ; peace was pe.estahlished i and 
once again the sanctity of human life 
became the rule and tne principle for 
all human hands amongst us. Great 
was the joy ; the happiness was unL- 
versal. 

Oh, heavens! by what a thunderw 
bolt were we awakened from our 
seenrity l^On the night of the STth 
of December, half an hour, it might 
be, after twelve o'clock, an alarm was 
given that all was not right in the 
house of lit Liebeoheim. Vast was 
the crowd which soon collected in 
breathless agitation. In two minutes 
a man who had gbne round by the 
back of the house was heard unbarring 
Mr Liebenheim's door : he was inca- 
pable of uttering a word s but his ges- 
tures, as he threw the door open and 
beckoned to the crowd, were quite 
enough. In the hall, at the further ex«- 
tremlty, and as if arrested in the act 
of maldng for the back, lay the bodies 
of old Mr Liebenheim and one of his 
sisters, an aged widow $ on the stair 
lay another sbter, younger, and un^ 
married, but upwards of sixtv. Tho 
hall and lower flight of stairs were 
floating with blood. Where, then, was 
Miss Liebenheim, tho grand-daugh- 
ter? That was the universal cry I for 
ahe was beloved as generally as she 
was admired. Had the infernal mur- 
derers been devilish enough to break 
into that temple of innocent and happy 
life ? — Every one asked the question, 
and erery one held his breath to 
listen ; but for a few moments no one 
dared to advance ; for the Mlenee of 
the house was ominous. At length 
pome one cried out, that Miss Lie- 
benheim had that day gone upon a 
virit to a friend, whose house was forty 
miloa distant in the forest. ««Ay,"re- 

Clied another, <' she had settled to go ; 
ut I heard that something had stopped 
her." The suspense was now at its 
height, and the crowd passed from 
room to room, but found no traces of 
Miss Liebenheim. At length they as- 
cended the sUir, and in the veiy first 
room, a small closet or boudoir, lay 
Margaret, with her dress soiled hide- 
ouriy with blood. The first impresrion 
was that she eluo had been murdered : 
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butj on a nearer approach, she appeared 
to be un wounded, and was manifestly 
nUve. Life had not departed, for her 
breath sent a haze over a mirror, but 
it was suspended, and she was labour- 
ing in some kind of fit. The first act 
of the crowd was to carry her into the 
house of a friend on the opposite side 
of the street, by which time medical 
assistance had crowded to the spot* 
Their attentions to Miss Liebenheim 
had naturally deranged the condition 
of things in the little room, but not be- 
fore many people found time to re- 
mark that one of the murderers must 
have carried her with his bloody hands 
to the sofa on which she lay, for water 
had been sprinkled profusely over her 
face and throat, and water was eyen 
placed ready to her hand, when she 
might happen to recover, upon a low 
footstool by the side of the sofa. 

On the following morning, Maxi- 
milian, who had been upon a hunting- 
party in the forest, returned to the 
city, and immediately learned the 
news. I did not see him for some 
hours after, but ho then appeared to 
me thoroughly agitated, for the first 
time I had known him to be so. In the 
evening another perplexing piece of 
intelligence transpired with regard to 
Miss Liebenheim, which at first afflict- 
ed every friend of that young lady. It 
was, that she had been seized with the 
pains of childbirth, and delivered of a 
son, who, however, being born pre- 
maturely, did not live many hours. 
Scandal, however, was not allowed 
long to batten upon this imaginary 
triumph, for within two hours afler 
the circulation of this first rumour, 
followed a second, authenticated, an- 
nouncing that Maximilian had appear- 
ed withthe confessor of the Liebenheim 
family, at the residence of the chief 
magistrate, and there produced satis- 
factory proofs of his marriage with 
Miss Liebenheim, which had been duly 
celebrated, though with great secrecy, 
nearly eight months before. In our 
city, as in all the cities of our country, 
clandestine marriage?, witnessed, per- 
haps, by two friends only of the 
parties, besides the officiating priest, 
are exceedingly common. In the 
mere fact, therefore, taken separately, 
there was nothing to surprise us, but, 
taken in connexion with the general 
position of the parties, it did surprise 
us all; nor could we coniecture the 
reason for a step apparently so need- 
less. For, that Maximilian could haye 



thought it any point of prudence or 
necessity to secure the hand of Mar- 
garet Liebenheim by a private mar- 
riage, against the final opposition of 
her grandfather, nobody who knew 
the parties, who knew the perfect love 
which possessed Miss Liebenheim, the 
growing imbecility of her grandfather, 
or the utter contempt with which 
Maximilian regarded him, could for a 
moment believe. Altogether, the mat- 
ter was one of profound mystery. 

Mean* time, it rejoiced me that poor 
Margaret's name had been thus res- 
cued from the fangs of the scandal- 
mongers : these harpies bad their prey 
torn from them at the very moment 
when they were sitting down to the 
unhallowed banquet. For this I re- 
joiced, but else there was littlo sub- 
ject for rejoicing in any thing which 
concerned poor Margaret. Long 
she lay in deep insensibility, taking 
no notice of any thing, rarely opening 
her eyes, and apparently unconscious 
of the revolutions, as they succeeded, 
of morning or evening, light or dark- 
ness, yesterday or to-day. Great was 
the agitation which convulsed the heart 
of Maximilian during this period ; he 
walked up and down in the Cathedral 
nearly all day long, and the ravages 
which anxiety was working in his 
physical system might be read in his 
face. People felt it an intrusion upon 
the sanctity of his grief to look at him 
too narrowly, and the whole town 
sympathised with hb situation. 

At length a change took place in 
Margaret, but one which the medical 
men announced to Maximilian as bod- 
ing ill for her recovery. The wan- 
derings of her mind did not depart, 
but tbcy altered their character. She 
became more agitated, sho would start 
up suddenly, and strain her eyesight 
after some figure which she seemed 
to see; then she would apostrophise 
some person in the most piteous terms, 
beseeching him, with streaming tears, 
to spare her old grandfather. <' Look, 
look," she would cry out, " look at 
his grey hairs ; oh, sir I he is but a 
child ; he does not know what he says ; 
and he will soon be out of the way and 
in his grave; and very soon, sir, he 
will give you no more trouble." Then, 
again, she would mutter indistinctly 
for hours together ; sometimes, she 
would cry out frantically, and say things 
which terrified the bystanders, and 
which the physicians would solemnly 
caution them how they repeated ; then 
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she would weep, and invoke Mazimi- 
lian to come and aid ber. But seldom, 
indeed, did that name pnss her lips 
that she did not again begin to strain 
her eyeballs, and start up in bed to 
watch some phantom of her poor fevier- 
ed heart, as if it seemed vanbhing into 
some mighty distance. 

After nearly seven weeks passed in 
this agitating state, suddenly, on one 
morning, the earliest and the love- 
liest of dawning spring, a change was 
announced to us all as having taken 
place in Margaret ; but it was a change, 
alas! that usher^ in the last great 
change of all. The conflict, which 
had for so long a period raged within 
her, and overthrown her reason, was 
at an end ; the strife was over ; and 
nature was settling into an everlast- 
ing rest. lu the course of the night 
she had recovered her senses ; when 
the morning light penetrated through 
her curtain, she recognised her at- 
tendants, made enquiries as to the 
month and the day of the month, and 
then, sensible that she could not 
outlive the day, she requested that 
her confessor might be summoned. 

About an hour and a half the con- 
fessor remsdned alone with ber. At 
the end of that time he came out, 
and hastily summoned tha attendants, 
for Margaret, he said, was sinking 
into a fainting fit. The confessor, 
himself, might have passed through 
many a fit, so much was he changed 
by the results of this interview. I 
crossed him coming out of the house. 
I spoke to him — I called to him ; 
but he heard me not — he saw me not. 
He saw nobody. Onwards he strode 
to the Cathedral, where Maximilian 
was sure to be found, pacing about 
upon the graves. Him he seized by 
the arm, whispered something into his 
ear, and then both retired into one of 
the many sequestered chapels in which 
lights are continually burning. There 
they had some conversation, but not 
very long, for within five minutes 
Maximilian strode away to the house in 
which bis young wife was dying. One 
step seemed to carry him up-stairs; 
the attendants, according to the di- 
rections they had received from the 
physicians, mustered at the head of the 
stairs to oppose him. But that was 
idle : before the rights which he held as 
a lover and a husband, before the still 
more sacred rights of grief, which he 
carried in his countenance, all opposi- 
tion fled like a dr^am, There was. 
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besides, a fury in his eye. A motion 
of his hand waved them off like sum- 
mer flies ; he entered the room, and 
once again, fur the last time, he was in 
company with his beloved. 

What passed, who could pretend to 
guess? Something more than two 
hours had elapsed, during which Mar- 
garet had been able to talk occasion- 
ally, which was known, because at 
times the attendants heard the sound 
of Maximilian*s voice evidently intones 
of reply to something which she had 
said. At the end of that time, a little 
bell, placed near the bedside, was rung 
hastily ; a fainting fit had seized Mar- 
garet, but she recovered almost before 
her women applied the usual remedies* 
They lingered, however, a little, look- 
ing at the youthful couple with an in • 
tercst which no restraints availed to 
check. Their hands were locked to- 
gether, and in Margaret's eyes there 
gleamed a farewell light of love, which 
settled upon Maximilian, and seemed to 
indicate that she was becoming speech- 
less. Just at this moment she made a 
feeble effort to draw Maximilian to- 
wards her ; he bent forward and kissed 
her with an anguish that made the most 
callous weep, and then he whispered 
something into her ear, upon which 
the attendants retired, taking this as a 
proof that their presence was a hinder- 
ance to a free communication. But 
they heard no more talking, and in 
less than ten minutes they returned. 
Maximilian and Margaret still retained 
their former position. Their hands 
were fast locked together; the same 
parting ray of affection, the same fare- 
well light of love, was in the eye of 
Margaret, and still it settled upon 
Maximilian. But her eyes were be- 
ginning to grow dim ; mists were 
rapidly stealing over them. Maximi- 
lian, who sat stupified and like one 
not in his right mind, now, at the 
gentle request of the women, resigned 
his seat, for the hand which had clasped 
his had already relaxed its hold ; the 
farewell gleam of love had departed ; 
one of the women closed her eyelids ; 
and there fell asleep for ever the love- 
liest flower that our city had reared 
for generations. 

The funeral took place on the 
fourth day after her death. In the 
rooming of that day, from strong af- 
fection — having known her from an 
infant — I begged permission to see 
the corpse. She was in her coffin ; 
anoW'drops and crocuses were laid 
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upon her innocent bofioiOi and roses of 
that sort which the season allowed^ 
OTer her person. These and other 
lorely symbols of youth, of spring- 
time, and of resurrection, caught my 
eye for the first moment ; but in the 
next it fell upon her face. Mighty 
God ! what a change 1 what a trausfi* 
guration I Still, indeed, there was 
the same innocent sweetness ; still 
there was something of the same loTe^ 
Hness ; the expression still remained ; 
but for the features — all trace of flesh 
seemed to hare Vanbhed ; mere out- 
line of tmny structure remained ; merd 
pencillings and shadowings of what 
she oiice had been. This is indeed, I 
exclaimed, <'dust to dust— ashes to 
ashes!'* 

Maximilian, to the astonishment of 
every body, attended the funeral. It 
was celebrated in the Cathedral. All 
made way for him, and at times he 
seemed collected ; at times, he reeled 
like one who was dmnk. He heard 
as one who hears not % he saw as one 
in a dream. The whole ceremony 
went on by tdrch-light^ and towards 
the close he stood like a pillar, mo* 
tionless, torpid, frozen. But the great 
burst of the choir, and the mighty 
blare aseending from our vast organ at 
the closing of the grare, recalled him 
to himself, and he strode rapidly horae- 
wai*ds. Half-an-hour after I returned, 
I ^as summoned to his bed- room. 
He was in bed, calm and collect- 
ed. What he said to me I remem- 
ber as if it had been yesterday, and 
the very tone with which be said it, 
although more than twenty years hare 
passed since then. He began thus : 
•' I have not long to live ;** and when 
he saw me starts suddenly awakened 
into a consciousness that perhaps he 
had taken poison, and meant to inti- 
mate as mtteb, he continued^ — ** Yott 
fancy 1 have taken poison ; — no matter 
whether 1 have or not ; if I have, the 
poison is such that no antidotes will now 
avail ; or, if they wduld, you well know 
that some gnefo are ef a kind wHch 
leave no opening to any hope. Wlnit 
differencei therefore^ can it make whe- 
ther I leave this earth to-day, to-mor- 
row, or the next day ? Be assured of 
this — that whatever I have determined 
to do is past all power of being affected 
by a human opposition. Occupy your- 
self not with any fhdtless attempts^ 
but calmly Hsten to rae, else I know 
what to do.*' Sedng B suppressed fury 
fiftfais e^ Dotwilb>tan(&sg tiuil I mm 
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also sotne change stealing over hia 
features as if from some subtle poison 
beginning to work upon his frame, 
awe- struck I consented to listen, and 
sate still. <' It is well that you do so, 
for my time is short* Here is my 
will, legally drawn up, and you will 
see that I have committed an immense 
property to your discretion. Here, 
again^ is a paper still more important 
in my eyes ; it is also testamentary, and 
binds you to duties which may not be 
so easy to execute as the disposal of 
mv property. But now listen to some- 
thnig else which concerns neither of 
these papers* Protnise tne, in the first 
place, solemnly, that whenever I die 
you will see me buried in the same 
grave as my wife, from whose funeral 
we are just returned. Promise.*' I 
promised. " Swear." I swore. 
<< Finally, premise me that, when you 
read this second paper which I have 
put into your hands, whatsoever you 
may think of it, yon will say nothing 
— ^publish nothing to the world> until 
three years shall have passed.** I pro« 
mised. *' And now farewell for three 
hours I eome to me again about ten 
o'clock and take a glass of wine in 
memory of old times.** This he said 
langhingl^r ; but even then a dark spasm 
crossed his^fkce. Yet, thinking diat 
this might be the mere working of 
mental anguish within hlm> I complied 
with his desirei and retired. Feeling, 
however, but little at ea8e> I devised an 
excuse for looking in upon him about 
one hour and a half after I had left 
him. I knocked gently at his doer ( 
there was no answer. I knocked 
louder ; still no answer. I went in. 
The light of day was gone, and I could 
see nothing. But I was alarmed by 
the utter stillness of the room. I lis- 
tened earnestly, but not a breath could 
be heard. I mshed back hastily into 
the hall for a lamp ; I returned ; I 
looked in npon this marvel of manly 
beauty, and the first glance informed 
me ; that he and all his splendid endow- 
ments Irad departed for eter. He had 
died, probably, soon after I loft hf«) 
and faftd dismissed me from some grow- 
ing instinct wMch informed him that 
his last agonies were at hand. 

1 took up bis twt) testafmetttary 
docfuments; both were addressed in 
the shape of letters to myself. The 
first was a rapid, though dtstmct, ap- 
propriatmn of his enormous property. 
General rules were kid down upon 
which the proper^ was to be Uttri^ 
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bated, but the detailf were left to 
mj dUeretion, and to tbe guidance of 
circuiwtaiieet as they should happen 
to emergo from the Tarioiis enquiries 
whteh it would become necessary to 
set on foot. This first document 1 
soon laid aside, both becapse I found 
that its proTisions were dependant for 
that meaning upon the second, and be- 
cause to this second document I looked 
with conBdence fur a solution of many 
mysteries — of the profound sadness 
which bad, from the first of my acquain- 
tance with him, possessed a man so gor* 
geously endowed as the favourite of 
nature and fortune — of his motives for 
huddling up, in a clandestine manner, 
that connexion which formed the glory 
of bis life — and possibly (but then I 
hesitated) of the late uninteUigible 
■mrders, which still lay under as pro- 
found a cloud at ever. Much of this 
would be unveiled — all might be : and 
there and then, with the corpse lying 
beside me of the gifted and mysterious 
writer, I seated myself, and read the 
fallowing statement : — 

" March 26^ 1817. 

^* Uy trial is finished ; my cou- 
seSence, my duty, my honour, are 
liberated ; mv ' warure is accom- 
plished.* Margaret, my innocent 
young wife, I have seen for the last 
time. Her, the crown that might 
have been of my earthly felicity — 
her, the one temj>tation to put aside 
the bitter cup which awaited me — her, 
sole seductress (oh, innocent seduc« 
tress I) from the stern duties which my 
late had imposed upon me— her, cTen 
her, I have sacrificed. 

" Before I go, partly lest the inno- 
cent should be brought into question 
for acts almost ezclunvely BEyfne, but 
still more lest the lesson and the warn- 
ing which God, by my hand, has writ- 
tea in blood upon your |^ty walk, 
should perish for want of its authentic 
exposition, hear my last dying avowal, 
that the murders whkb have desolated 
•o many families within your walls* 
and made the household hearth no 
sanctuary* age no ehirter of protec- 
tion, are idl «ie originally to my bead, 
if not always to my hamC as the nuai- 
ster of a dreadful retribution. 

*' That account of my history, and 
my prospects, which y oo received from 
the Russian cUplomatist, amongst some 
errors of little importaaoe, is essen- 
tially correct My father was not so 
iaiaedigtely oomeeted with Esglisii 



Uood as is there represented. How* 
ever, it is true that he claimed descent 
from an Enfflish family of even •higher 
distinction than that which is assigned 
in the Russian statement. He was 
proud of tills English descent, and the 
more so, as the war wilh Revolutionary 
France brought out more prominently 
than ever the moral and civil gran- 
deur of England. Tliis pride was 
generous, but it was imprudent in 
his situation ; his immediate progeni- 
tors had been settled in Italy— at Home 
first, but latterly at Milan ; and his 
whole property, large and scattered, 
came, by the progress of the Revolu- 
tion, to stand under French domina- 
tion. Many spoliations ho sufiered ; 
but still he vras too rich to be seriously 
injured. But he foresaw, in the pro- 
gress of events, still greater perils 
menacing his most capital resources. 
Many of the states or princes in Italy 
were deeply in his debt ; and in the 

great convulsions which threatened 
IS country, he saw that both the con- 
tending parties would find a colour- 
able excuse for absolving themselves 
from engagements which pressed un- 
pleasantly upon their finances. In this 
embarrassment he formed an intimacy 
with a French officer of high rank and 
high principle. My father's friend saw 
his danger, and advised lilm to enter 
the French service. In his younger 
days, my father had served extensive- 
ly under many princes, and had found 
in every other military service a spirit 
of honour governing the conduct of 
tlie officers; here only, and for the 
first time, he found ruffian manners 
and universal rapacity. He could not 
draw his sword in company with such 
men, nor in such a cause. But at length, 
under the pressure of necessity, he 
accepted (or rather bought vrith an 
immense bribe) the place of a com- 
missary to the French forces in Italy. 
With this one resource, eventuallv he 
succeeded in making good, the wnole 
ofhispnblic claims upon the Italian 
States* These vast sums he remitted, 
through various chaimels, to England, 
where he became a proprietor in the 
funds to an immense amount. Incau- 
tiously, however, something of this 
transpired, and the result was doubly 
unfortunate ; for, whilst his intentions 
were thus made luiown as finally point- 
ing to England, wluch of itself made 
him an ol|^Bct of hatred and suspicion, 
it also diminished hit meant of bri- 
bery. ThoflfcoDsidienUionsi along with 
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another, made some French officers of 
high rank and influence the bitter 
enemies of my father. My mo(her> 
whom he had married when holding 
a brigadier-generars commission in 
the Austrian service, was, by birth and 
by religion, a Jewess. She was of 
exquisite beauty, and had been sought 
in Morganatic marriage by an arch- 
duke of the Austrian family ; but she 
had relied upon this plea, that hers 
was the purest and noblest blood 
amongst all Jewish families ; that her 
family traced themselves, by tradi- 
tion and a vast series of attestation?, 
under the hands of the Jewish high- 
priests, to the Maccabees, and to the 
royal houses of Judea ; and that for 
her it would be a degradation to ac- 
cept even of a sovereign prince on 
the terms of such marriage. This was 
no vain pretension of ostentatious va- 
nity. It was one which had been ad- 
mitted as valid for time immemorial in 
Transylvania and adjacent countries, 
where my mother's family were rich 
and honoured, and took their sent 
amongst the dignitaries of the land. 
The French ofllcers I have alluded to, 
without capacity for any thing so dig- 
nified as a deep passion, but merely 
in pursuit of a vagrant fancy that 
would, on the next day, have given 
place to another equally fieeting, had 
dared to insult my mother with pro- 
posals the most licentious — proposals 
as much below her rank and birth, 
as, at any rate, they would have been 
below her dignity of mind and her 
purity. These she had communicated 
to my father, who bitterly resented 
the chains of subordination which tied 
up his hands from avenging his inju- 
ries. Still his 03^0 told a tale which his 
superiors could brook as little as they 
could the disdainful neglect of his wife. 
More than one had been concerned in 
the injuries to my father and mother; 
more than one were interested in ob- 
taining revenge. Things could be 
done in German towns, and by fa- 
vour of old German laws or usages, 
which even in France could not have 
been tolerated. This my father*s ene- 
mies well knew, but this my father 
also knew ; and he endeavoured to lay 
down his office of commissary. That, 
however, was a favour which he could 
not obtain. He was compelled to serve 
on the German campaign then com- 
mencing, and on the subsequent one 
of Friedland and Eylau. Here he 
was caught in some one of the snares 
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laid for him ; first trepanned into an 
act which violated some rule of the 
service; and then provoked into a 
breach of discipline agamst the gene- 
ral officer who had thus trepanned him. 
Now was the long-sought opportunity 
gained, and in that very quarter of 
Germany best fitted for improving it. 
My father was thrown into prison in 
your city, subjected to the atrocious 
oppression of your jailer, and the more 
detestable oppression of your local 
laws. The charges against him were 
thought even to affect his life, and he 
was humbled into suing for permission 
to send for his wife and children. Al- 
ready, to his proud spirit, it was pun- 
ishment enough that he should be 
reduced to sue for favour to one of his 
bitterest foes. But it was no part of 
their plan to refiise that. By way of 
expediting my mother*s arrival, a mili- 
tary courier, with every facility for 
the journey, was forwarded to her 
without delay. My mother, her two 
daughters, and myself, were then 
residing in Venice. I had, through 
the aid of my father S' connexions in 
Austria, been appointed in the impe- 
rial service, and held a high comnds- 
sion for my age. But on my father*8 
marching northwards with the French 
army, I had been recalled as an in- 
dispensable support to my mother. 
Not that my years could have made 
me such, for I had barely accomplish- 
ed my twelfth year ; but my prema* 
ture growth, and my military station^ 
had g^ven me considerable knowledge 
of the world and presence of mind. 

" Our journey 1 pass over ; but as I 
approach your city, that sepulchre of 
honour and happiness to my poor fa- 
mily, my heart beats with frantic emo- 
tions. Never do I see that venerable 
dome of your minster fro^ the forest^ 
but I curse its form which reminds mo 
of what we then surveyed for many a 
mile as we traversed the forest. For 
leagues before we approached the city, 
this object lay before us in relief upon 
the frosty blue sky ; and still it seemed 
never to increase. Such was the com- 
plaint of my little sister Mariamne. 
Most innocent child I would that it 
never had increased for thy eyes, but 
remained for ever at a distance ! That 
same hour began the series of mon- 
strous indignities which terminated 
the career of my ill-fated family.. 
As we drew up to the city gates, the 
officer who inspected the passports, 
finding ii];)fmoUier and sbtersdescribed 
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as Jewesses, which in my mother's 
ears (reared in a region where Jews 
arc not dishonoured) always sounded 
a title of distinction, summoned a sub- 
ordinate agent, who in coarse terms 
demanded his toll. We presumed 
this to be a road-tax for the car- 
riage and horses, but we were quick- 
ly undeceived ; a small sum was de- 
manded for each of my sbters and 
my mother, as for so many head of 
cattle. I, fancying some mistake, 
spoke to the man temperately, and, to 
do him justice, he dia not seem desir- 
ous of insulting us ; but he produced 
a printed board, on which, along with 
the vilest animals, Jews and Jewesses 
were rated at so much a head. Whilst 
we were debating the point, the offi- 
cers of the gate wore a sneering smile 
upon their &ces ; the postilions were 
laughing together; and this, too, in the 
presence of three creatures whose ex- 
quisite beauty in difiPerent styles, agree- 
ably to their different ages, would have 
caused noblemen to have fallen down 
and worshipped. My mother, who 
had never yet met with any flagrant 
insult on account of her national dis- 
tinctions, was too much shocked to 
be capable of speaking. I whisper- 
ed to her a few words, recalling her 
to her native dignity of mind, paid the 
money, and we drove to the prison. 
But the hour was past at which we 
could be admitted, and, as Jewesses, 
my mother and sisters could not bo 
allowed to stay in the city ; they were 
to go into the Jewish quarter, a part 
of the suburb set apart for Jews, in 
which it was scarcely possible to obtain 
alodging tolerably clean. My father, 
on the next day, we found, to our hor- 
ror, at the point of death. To my mo- 
ther he did not tell the worst of what 
he had endured. To me he told, that, 
driven to madness by the insults offer- 
ed to him, he had upbraided the court- 
martial with their corrupt propensities, 
and had even mentioned that overtures 
had been made to him for quashing the 
proceedings in return for a sum of two 
millions of francs ; and that his sole 
reason for not entertaining the pro- 
posal was his distrust of those who 
made it. * They would have taken 
my money,* said he, * and then found 
a pretext for putting me to death — 
that I might tell no secrets.* This 
was too near the truth to be tolerated ; 
in concert with the local authorities, 
the military enemies of my father con- 
spired agmst him; iritneewes were 
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suborned; and, finally, under some 
antiquated law of the place, he was 
subjected, in secret, to a mode of tor- 
ture which still lingers in the east of 
Europe. 

*♦ He sank under the torture and 
the degradation. I, too, thoughtlessly 
— but by a natural movement of filial 
indignation — suffered the truth to es- 
cape me in conversing with my mo- 
ther. And she ; but I will pre- 

serve the regular succession of things. 
My father died : but he had taken such 
measures, in concert with me, that his 
enemies should never benefit by his 
property. Mean- time my mother and 
sisters had closed my father's eyes; 
had attended his remains to the grave ; 
and in every act connected with this 
last sad rite, had met with insults aud 
degradations too mighty for human 
patience. My mother, now become 
incapable of self-command, in the fury 
of her righteous g^ef, publicly and 
in court denounced the conduct of the 
magistracy ; taxed some of them with 
the vilest proposals to herself; taxed 
them as a body with having used in- 
struments of torture upon my father j 
and finally, accused them of collusion 
with the French military oppressors of 
the district. This last was a charge 
under which they quailed, for by that 
time the French had made themselves 
odious to all who retained a spark of 
patriotic feeling. My heart sank with- 
in me when I looked up at the bench, 
this tribunal of tyrants, all purple or 
livid with rage; when 1 looked at 
them alternately and at my noble 
mother with her weeping daughters — 
these so powerless, those so basely 
vindictive, and locally so omnipotent. 
Willingly I would have sacrificed all 
my wealth for a simple permission to 
quit this infernal city with my poor fe- 
male relations, safe and undishonoured. 
But far other were the intentions of 
that incensed magistracy. My mother 
was arrested, charged with some offence 
equal to petty treason, or scandalum 
magnatum, or the sowing of sedition : 
and though what she said was true, 
where, alas I was she to look for evi- 
dence ? Here was seen the want of 
gentlemen. Gentlemen, had they been 
even equallT tyrannical, would have 
recoiled with shame from taking ven- 
geance on a woman. And what a ven- 
geance I Oh, heavenly powers ! that I 
should live to mention such a thing t 
Man that is born of woman, to inflict 
upon woman personal scoorgiog on 
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the bare back, and tbrough the streets 
at noonday 1 Even for Christian wo> 
men» the punishment was severe which 
the laws assigned to the offence in 
question. But for Jewesses, by one 
of the ancient laws against that per- 
secuted people, far heavier and more 
degrading punbhments were annexed 
to almost every offence. What else 
could be looked for in a city which 
welcomed its Jewish guests by valuing 
them at its gates as brute beasts? 
Sentence was passed, and the punbh- 
ment was to be inflicted on two sepa- 
rate days, with an interval between 
each; doubtless to prolong the tor- 
tures of mind, but under a vile pre- 
tence of alleviating the physical tor- 
ture. Three days after would come the 
first dav of punishment. My mother 
spent the time in reading her native 
Scriptures; she spent it in prayer and 
in musing ; whilst her daughters clung 
and wept around her day and nigh^ 
-^grovelling on the ground at the feet 
of any people in authority that en- 
tered their mother's cell. That same 
Interval — how was it passed by me ? 
Now mark, my friena. Every man 
in ofBce, or that could be presumed to 
bear the slightest influence, everv wife, 
mother,^ister, daughter of such men, 
I besieged morning, noon, and night. 
I wearied them with mv supplications. 
I humbled mvsclf to the dust ; I, the 
haughtiest of God's creatures, knelt 
and prayed to them for the sake of 
mv mother. I besought them that I 
might undergo the punishment ten 
times over in her stead. And once 
or twice I did obtain the encourage- 
ment of a few natural tears— given 
more, however, as I was told, to my 
piety than to my mother's deserts. But 
rarely was I heard out with patience ; 
and from some houses repelled with 
personal indignities. The day came : 
I saw my mother half undressed by the 
base officials : I heard the prison gates 
expand : I heard the trumpets of the 
magbtracy sound. She had warned 
rae what to do ; I had warned myself. 
Would I sacrifice a retribution sacred 
and comprehensive, for the momentary 
triumph over an individual ? If not, 
let me forbear to look out of doors : 
for I felt that in the self-same moment 
in which I saw the dog of an execu- 
tioner raise his accursed liand against 
my mother, swifter than the lightnbg 
would my dagger search his heart. 
When I heard the roar of the cmel 
mol^ I paused ; eadured ; (<>rbor»« I 
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stole out by by4aties of the city from 
my poor exhausted sbters, whom I lefl 
sleeping in each other's innocent arm^, 
into tf^ forest, lliere 1 Ibtcned to 
the shouting populace: there even I 
fancied that 1 could trace ray poor 
mother's route by the course of the 
triumphant cries. There, even then, 
even then, I made — oh ! silent forest, 
thou heardst me when I made — a 
vow that I have kept too faithfully. 
Mother, thou art averted : sleep, 
daughter of Jerusalem ! For at length 
the oppressor sleeps with thee. And 
thy poor son has paid, in discharge 
of hb vow, the forfeit of hb own h^>- 
pincss, of a Paradise opening upon 
earthy of a heart as innocent as thine, 
and a face as fair* 

*' I returned, and found my mother 
returned : she slept by starts, but sho 
was feverish and agitated ; and when 
she awoke and first saw me, she 
blushed as if I could think that real 
degradation had settled upon her* 
Then it was that I told her of my 
vow. Iler eyes were lambent with 
fierce Hght for a moment ; but, when 
I went on more eagerly to speak of 
my hopes and projects, she called me 
to her, kissed me, and whbpered— * 
< Oh, not so, my son : think not of 
me: think not of vengeance, think 
only of poor Berenice and Manamne.' 
Ajr, that thought was startling. Yet 
this magnanimous and forbearing mo- 
ther, as I knew by the report c^ our 
one faithful female servant, had, in the 
morning, during her bitter trial, be* 
haved as might have become a daughter 
of Judas Maccabieus: she had lookp 
ed serenely upon the vile mob, aid 
awed even them by her serenity; 
she had dbdained to utter a shriek 
when the cruel lash fell upon her fair 
skin. There b a point that makes the 
triumph over natural feelings of pain 
easy or not easy — the degree in which 
we count upon the sympathy of the 
by.standers. My mother bad it not in 
the be^ning ; but long before the end 
her celestial beauty, Uie divinity of in- 
jured innocence, the pleading of com- 
mon womanhood in the minds of the 
lowest class, and the reaotioB of man- 
ly feeling in the men, had worked a 
great change in the mob. Some be- 
gan now to threaten those who had 
bcea active in insulting her: the si- 
lenee of awe and respect suc e eede d 
to noise and uproar; and feelings 
which they learoely oaderstood mm- 
teredtho Hide rabbteM thy wi t aene d 
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more and inoi^ the patient fbrtitude 
of the sufferer. Menaces began to rise 
towards the ezecntioner. Things wore 
such an aspect that the magistrates put 
a sudden end to the scene. 

" That day we received permission to 
go home to our poor house in the Jew- 
ish quarter. I know not whether you 
are learned enough in Jewish usages 
to be aware, that in ercry Jewish 
house, where old traditions are kept 
up9 there is one room consecrated to 
confbsion ; a room always locked up 
and sequestered from Tulgar nse> ex- 
cept on occasions of memorable afflic- 
tion, where ctery thing is purposely 
in disorder — broken — shattered — mti- 
tilatedj — to typify, by symbols appall- 
ing to the eye, that desolation which 
has so long trampled on Jerusalem, 
and the rarages of the boar within 
the Tineyards of Jtidea. My mother, 
as a Hebrew princess, maintained all 
traditional customs; even in this 
wretched suburb she had her * cham- 
ber of desolation.* There it was that 
I and my sisters heard her last words. 
The rest of her sentence was to be 
earried into effbct within a week. She, 
mean- time, had disdained to utter any 
word of fear \ but that energy of self- 
control bad made the suffering but the 
more bitter* Fever and dreadful agi* 
tation had succeeded. Her dreama 
showed sufficiently to ns, who watched 
her conch, that terror for the future 
mingled with the sense of degradation 
for the past. Nature asserted her 
rights. But the more she shrank 
from the snfi^ring, the more did she 
proclaim how severe it had been, and 
consequently how noble the self-con* 
quest. Yet, as her weakness increased,, 
so did her terror ; until I besought her 
to take comfort, assuring her that, in 
case any attempt Hbould be made to 
force her out again to public exposure,. 
I would kill the man who came to exe- 
cute the order'- that we woidd all die- 
together — and there would be a com- 
mon end to her iiHuriea and ber fears. 
She was reassured by what I told her 
of my belief that no fhtore attempt 
Would be made upon her. She slept 
more tranquilly ^ bttt ber fbver In- 
creased ; and slowly she slept awaj 
into the everlasting sleep which knows^ 
of no to-morrow. 

'* Here came a erbis hi my fate. 
Should 1 stay and attempt to protect 
my sisters? But, alas I what power had I 
todosoauoiigitoaremndea? Raefaad, 
and I €«Bi«had| «ii4tiiiiy*aob«niew# 
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planned* Even whilst we consulted, 
and the very night aAer my mother 
had been committed to the Jewish 
burying'ground, came an officer, bear- 
ing an order for me to repair to Vien- 
na* Some officer in the French army 
having watched the transaction re- 
specting my parents, was filled with 
shame and grief. He wrote a state- 
ment of the whole to an Austiian offi- 
cer of rank, my father*B friend, who 
obtained from the Emperor an order, 
claiming me as a page of his own, and 
an officer in the household service. Oh, 
Heavens ! what a neglect that it did 
not include my sisters! However, 
the next best thing was that I should 
use my influence at the imperial court 
to get them passed to Vienna. This 
I did, to the utmost of my power. But 
seven months elapsed before I saw the 
Emperor. If my applications ever met 
his eye he might readily suppose that 
your city, my friend, was as safe a 
place as aiiotber for my sisters. Nor 
did I myself know all its dangers. At 
length, with the Emperor's leave of 
absence, I returned. And what did I 
find? Eifht months had passed, and 
the faithnd Rachael had died. The 
poor sisters, clinging together, but 
BOW utterly bereft of friends, knew 
not which way to turn. In this aban- 
donment they fell into the insidious 
hands of the ruffian jailer. My eldest 
sister, Berenice, the stateliest and 
noblest of beauties^ had attracted this 
ruffian's admiration whilst she was in 
the prison with her mother. And when 
I returned to your city, armed with 
the imperial passports for all, I found 
that Berenice had died in the villain*s 
custody X nor could I obtain any thing 
beyond a legal certificate of her death. 
And finally, the Wooming laughing 
Mariamne, she also had died — and of 
affliction for the loss of her sister. You, 
my friend* had been absent upon your 
travels during the calamitous history 
1 have recited. You had seen neither 
my fktber nor my mother. But you 
came in tiom to take under your pro- 
tection, from the abhorred wretch the 
JaUer, my little broken-hearted Ma- 
riamoe. And when sometimes you 
fancied tiiat you had seen me under 
other circumstances, in her it was, miy 
dear fHend, and in her features that 
yon saw mine. 

** Now was the world a desert to me. 
I cared litde, in the way of love, which 
-way I tmed. Bat in the way of ha- 
tred I e»fd «Tary thia^* I traaa^ 
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ferred myself to the Russian serrice^ 
with the view of graining some ap- 
pointment on the Polish frontier which 
might put it in my power to execute 
my vow of destroying all the magis- 
trates of your city. War, however, 
raged, and carried mo into far other 
regions. It ceased, and there was 
little prospect that another generation 
would see it relighted ; for the dis- 
turber of peace was a prisoner for ever, 
and all nations were exhausted. Now, 
then, it became necessary that I 
should adopt some new mode for exe- 
cuting my vengeance ; and the more 
80, because annually some were dying 
of those whom it was my mission to 
punish. A voice ascended to me, day 
and night, from the graves of my 
father and mother, calling for ven- 
geance before it should be too late. I 
took my measures thus : — Many Jews 
were present at Waterloo. From 
amongst these, all irritated against 
Napoleon for the expectations he had 
raised, only to disappoint, by his great 
assembly of Jews at Pails, I selected 
eight, whom I knew familiarly as 
men hardened by military experience 
against the movements of pity. With 
these as my beagles, I hunted for some 
time in your forest before opening my 
regular campaign ; and I am surprised 
that you did not hear of the death 
which met the executioner, him I mean 
who dared to lift his hand against my 
mother. Thb man I met by accident 
in the forest ; and I slew him. I 
talked with the wretch as a stran- 
ger at first upon the memorable case 
of the Jewish lady. Had he relented, 
had he expressed compunction, /might 
have relented. But far otherwise : 
the dog, not dreaming to whom he 
spoke, exulted ; he But why re- 
peat the villain's words? I cut him 
to pieces. Next I did this : my agents 
I caused to matriculate separately at 
the college. They assumed the college 
dress. And now mark the solution 
of that mystery which caused such 
perplexity. Simply as students we all 
had an unsuspected admission at any 
house. Just then there was a com- 
mon practice, as you will remember, 
amongst the younger students, of 
going out a- masking, — that is, of en- 
tering houses in the academic dress 
and with the face masked. This prac- 
tice subsisted even during the most 
intense alarm from the munlerers ; for 
the dress of the students was supposed 
to bring prptectiop along with it. But 



even after suspicion had connected 
itself with this dress, it was sufficient 
that I should appear unmasked at the 
head of the maskers, to insure them a 
friendly reception. Hence the facility 
with which death was inflicted, and 
that unaccountable absence of any 
motion towards an alarm. I took hold 
of my victim, and he looked at me 
with smiling security. Our weapons 
were hid under our academic robes ; 
and even when we drew them out, and 
at the moment of applying them to 
the throat, they still supposed our ges- 
tures to be part of the pantomime we 
were performing. Did I relish this 
abuse of personal confidence in my- 
self? No— I loathed it, and I grieved 
for its necessity ; but my mother, a 

Ehantom not seen with bodily eyes, 
ut ever present to my mind, conti- 
nually ascended before me ; and still I 
shouted aloud to my astounded victim, 
* This comes from the Jewess ! Hound 
of hounds! Do you remember the 
Jewess whom you dishonoured, and 
the oaths which you broke in order that 
you might dishonour her, and the righ- 
teous law which you violated, and the 
cry of anguish from her son, which 
you scoffed at ?* Who I was, what I 
avenged, and whom, I made every 
man aware, and every woman, before 
I punished them. The details of the 
cases I need not repeat. One or two 
I was obliged, at the beginning, to 
commit to my Jews. The suspicion 
was thus, from the first, turned aside 
by the notoriety of my presence else- 
where ; but 1 took caro that none 
suffered who had not either been upon 
the guilty Ibt of magistrates who con- 
demned the mother, or of those who 
turned away with mockery from the 
supplication of the son. 

** It pleased God; however, to place 
a mighty temptation in my path, which 
might have persuaded me to forego 
all thoughts of vengeance, to forget 
my vow, to forget the voices which 
invoked me from the grave. This was 
Margaret Liebenheim. Ah ! how ter- 
rific appeared my duty of bloody re- 
tribution, after her angel's face and 
angeVs voice had calmed me. With 
respect to her grandfather, strange it 
is to mention, that never did my inno- 
cent wife appear so lovely as precisely 
in the relation of grand-daughter. So 
beautiful was her goodness to the old 
man, and so divine was the childlike 
innocence on her part, contrasted with 
the guilty recollections associated with 
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him — for he was amongst the guiltiest 
towards my mother — still I delayed his 
punishment to the last ; and, for his 
child's sake, I would have pardoned 
him — nay, I had resolved to do so, 
when a fierce Jew, who had a deep ma- 
lignity towards this man, swore that 
he would accomplbh his vengeance 
at all events, ana perhaps might be 
obliged to include Margaret in the ruin, 
unless 1 adhered to the original scheme. 
Then 1 yielded ; for circumstances 
armed this man with momentary pow- 
er. But the night fixed on was one 
in which I had reason to know that 
my wife would be absent ; for so 
I bad myself arranged with her, and 
the unhappy counter-arrangement I 
do not yet understand. Let me add, 
that the sole purpose of my clandes- 
tine marriage was to sting her grand- 
father's mind with the belief that his 
family had been dishonoured, even as 
he had dishonoured mine. He learn- 
ed, as 1 took care that he should, that 
his grand-daughter carried about with 
her the promises of a mother, and did 
not kuow that she had the sanction of 
a wife. This discovery made him, in 
one day, become eager for the mar- 
riage he had previously opposed ; and 
this discovery also embittered the mi- 
sery of his death. At that moment I 
attempted to think only of my mo- 
ther's wrongs ; but in spite of all I 
could do, thb old man appeared to me 
in the light of Margaret's grandfather ; 
and, had I been left to myself, he 
would have been saved. As it was, 
never was horror equal to mine when 
I met her fiying to his succour. I had 
relied upon her absence ; and the mi- 
sery of that moment, when her eye 
fell upon me in the very act of seizing 
her grandfather, far transcended all 
else that I have suffered in these terrific 
scenes. She fainted in my arms, and 
I and another carried her up-stairs and 
procured water; mean-time her grand- 
father had been murdered even whilst 
Margaret fainted. I had, however, 
under the fear of discovery, though 
never anticipating a rencontre with 
herself, forestalled the explanation rc- 
qubito in such a case, to make my 
conduct intelligible. I had told her, 
under feigned names, the story of my 
mother and my sisters. She knew 
their wrongs ; she had heard me 
con^d for the right of vengeance. 
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Consequently, in our parting inter- 
view, one word only was required to 
place myself in a new position to her 
thoughts. I needed only to say I was 
that son ; that unhappy mother, so 
miserably degraded and outraged, was 
mine. 

" As to the jailer, he was met by a 
party of us. Not suspecting that any 
of us coidd be connected with the fa- 
mily, he was led to talk of the most 
hideous details with regard to my poor 
Berenice. The child had not, as had 
been insinuated, aided her own degra- 
dation, but had nobly sustained the dig- 
nity of her sex and her family. Such 
advantages as the monster pretended 
to have gained over her^sick, deso. 
late, and latterly delirious — were, by 
his own confession, not obtained with- 
out violence. This was too much. 
Forty thousand lives, had he possessed 
them, could not haye gratified my thirst 
for revenge. Yet, had he but showed 
courage, he should have died the death 
of a soldier. But the wretch showed 

cowardice the most abject, and 

but you know his fate. 

" Now, then, ail is finished, and hu- 
man nature is avenged. Yet, if you 
complain of the bloodshed and the 
terror, think of the wrongs which 
created my rights ; think of the sacri- 
fice by which I gave a tenfold strength 
to those rights ; think of the necessity 
for a dreadful concussion, and shock 
to society, in order to carry my lesson 
into the councils of princes. 

" This vrill now have been effected. 
And ye, victims of dishonour, will be 
glorified in your deaths ; ye will not 
have suffered in vain, nor died without 
a monument. Sleep, therefore, sister 
Berenice, — sleep, gentle Mariamne, 
in peace. And thou, noble mother, 
let the outrages sown in thy dishonour 
rise again and blossom in wide har- 
vests of honour for the women of thy 
afflicted race. Sleep, daughters of 
Jerusalem, in the sanctity of your suf- 
ferings. And thou, if it be possible, 
even more beloved daughter of a 
Christian fold, whose company was 
too soon denied to him in life, open 
thy grave to receive him, who, in the 
hour of death, wishes to remember no 
title which he wore on earth but that 
of thy chosen and adoring lover, 

" Maximilian." 
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AN IKTBODUCTION TO THE'PHILOSOFHT OF COM80IOU8ME8I. 

Part IV. Cuafteb I, 



To outer at length into adiscuisloa 
concerning the multi&rious theories 
that have hoen propounded respecting 
the fact of perception^ would he au 
endbss and unnecessary labour. But, 
as the problem we are about to be 
engaged with has mucti in common 
with these speculations, and as its solu- 
tion has be(m retarded by the assump- 
tion of various false facts which have 
invariably been permitted to mingle 
with them, we must, in a few words, 
strike at the root of these spurious 
facta, and, employing a more accurate 
observation, we will then bring fbr- 
waf d, purified from all irrelevant ad» 
mixture, that great question of psycho- 
logy—how, or in what cireumstanoei 
does Consciousness come into opera- 
tion? 

f Perceptbn,** says Dr Brown, ^* b 
a state of mind which is induced di- 
rectly or indirectly bv its external 
cause, as any other feelmg is induoed 
by its particular antecedent. If the 
external cause or object be absent, 
the conseauent feeling^i^irect or indi- 
rect, which we terra perception, will 
oot be induced, precisely as any other 
feeling will not arise without its pecu- 
liar antecedent. The relation of cause 
and effect, in short, is exactly the 
same In perception as in all the other 
mental phenomena — a relation of in- 
variable sequence of one change after 
another change." * 

This doctrine, which explains the 
phenomena of perception by placing 
them under the law of causality, b 
maintained, we believe, in one form or 
another, by every philosoplier who 
has theorised on the subject,! from 



Aristotle, down through hu scliolastic 
followers^ past the occarionalists and 
pre-establiiihed harmonists, and on- 
wards to Dr Brown, who is merely to 
be considered as one of its most expli. 
cit expounders. One and all of them 
assume that the great law of cause 
and effect is as little violated in the 
intercourse which takes place between 
the external universe and man, as it is 
in the catenation of the objects them- 
selves constituting that universe. Have 
we, then, any fault to find with this 
doctrine, supported as it is by such a 
host of authorities ; and If we have, 
what is it? We answer that, in our 
apprehension. It places Dr Brown and 
all the philosophers who embrace it in 
a very extraordinary dileouna, wldoh 
we now proceed to point out. 

If by " perception," Dr Brown 
understands *' sensation,'* and nothing 
more than sensation, (hen we admit 
his statement of the fact to be correct, 
and hb doctrine to be without a flaw. 
Sensation (the smell of a rose, for 
example) is certainly " a state" which 
is ''induced by its external cause," 
namely, by the rose. This is certainly 
a simple and ordinary instance of 
sequence,— a mere illustration of the 
eonunon law of cause and efi^eet, and 
not a wlut more extraordinary than 
any other exemplification of that great 
law. We admit, then, that here the 
phenomenon is correctly observed and 
stated, that the law of causality em^ 
braces sensation, and adequately ac- 
counts for its origin. Where, then, 
does our objection lie ? It lies in this, 
that the origin of sensation is not the 
true and pertinent problem requiring 



• Phytiology oftht Miud^V. \25-6. 

t We are aware that -Dr Browji and ollicrs have cudeavourcd to teach the doctriae 
of causation as a simple relation of antecedence and consequence, emptying our notion 
of cause of the idea uf efficiency, that 1b, of tiie element whioh constitutes its very essence. 
But, unlike Hume, who adopted the same views, and nerer swerved from them, but 
carried them fortli into all their consequences, they never remain consistent with them- 
selves for ten consecutive pages. Tliey keep constantly resuming the idea they profiiss 
to have abjured ; as, for instance, in their admission with respiect to the efficiency or 
power of the Divine will. Therefore, their doctrine, whatever it may be, does not in 
any degree affect the line of argument followed out in the text, addressed tliougb that 
argument is to those who entertain the common notion of causation, as, no doubt, Dr 
Brown himself in reality did, however different a one he may have profi$9td» 
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Bolittioii, but b a most ftirolotui and 
irrelefant question. We thus, then^ 
fix for Dr Brown and many other 
phQosophers the first bom of our 
dilemma. If by ** perception" they 
understand ** sensation*' merely, thej 
no doubt hit the true facts and their 
true explanation, but then they entire- 
ly miss, as we shall see, the question 
properly at issue, and, instead of g^rap- 
pling with it, they explain to us that 
which stands in need of no explanar 
tion. 

But by ** perception," Dr Brown 
and other philosophers probably under- 
stand something more than " sensa- 
tion.*' If so, what is the additional 
fact they understand by it? When 
we have found it, we wUl thou fix for 
them the other horn of our dilemma. 

When animals and voung children 
are sentient, tliere is in them, as we 
have all along seen, nothing more than 
sensation. The state of being into 
which they are cast is simple and 
single. It is merely a ccitaln effect 
folK>wing a certain cause. There is 
in it nothing whatsoef er of a reflex 
character. A particular sensation is, 
in their case, given or induced by its 
particular external cause, and nothing 
more is given. Indeed, what more 
could wc rationally expect the fragrant 
particles of a rose to give than the 
sensation of the smell of a rose ? Here, 
then, the state into which the sentient 
creature b tlirown begins, contiimes, 
and ends, in simple unmixed sensa- 
tion, and diat b all that can bo said 
• about it. 

But when wc ourselves are sentient, 
we find the state of the fact to be 
widely different from this. We find 
that our sentient condition b not, as b 
the casein children and animab, a mo- 
nopoly of sensation, but that here a 
new fact b evolved, over and above 
the sensation which makes the pheno- 
mcnoi^ a much more complicated and 
extraordinary one. This new and 
anomalous phenomenon which accom- 
panies our sensations, but wMch U, at 
the same time, completely distinct from 
them — is the fact of our own persona* 
Uty— the fkct and the notion denoted 
by the word " I." Surely no one will 
maintain that this realbation of self, in 
conjunction with our sensations, and as 
dbtinguished from the objects causing 
them, is the same fact as these sensa^ 
tions themselves. In man, then, there 
b the notion and the reality of himsdf. 
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as well as the sensation that passes 
through him. In other words, he b 
not only sentient, like other animab, 
but, unlike them, he b sentient with a 
consciousness, or reference to self, of 
sensation ;— two very different, and, as 
we have already seen, and shall see 
still further, mutually repugnant and 
antithetical states of exbtence. 

Thhconsciousness of sens&tion, then, 
b the other fact contained in percep- 
tion ; and it b an enouiry into the na- 
ture and oHgin of thb fact, and of it 
alone, that forms the true and proper 
problem of psychology when we are 
busied with the phenomena of percep- 
tion ; because it b this fact, and not 
the fact of sensation, which constitutes 
man*s peculiar and dbtinctive charac- 
tcrbtic,and lies as the foundation-stone 
of all the grander structures of hb 
moral and intelleetnal being. 

We now then ask : — Have Dr 
Brown and other philosophers enter- 
tained the problem as to the origin and 
import of thb fact — the fact, namely, 
of consciousness, as dbtinguished from 
the fact of sensation, passion, &c. — 
and have they thus grappled with the 
true question at issue ? We answer : 
That if they hhve, then have they 
grossly fabined the facts of the case. 
For it b not the fuel, that the con- 
sciousness of sensation b '' induced, 
either directiy or indirectly, by its ex- 
ternal cause, or by any cause what- 
soever. Sensation, no doubt, b in- 
duced by its external cause, but con- 
sciousness b altogether exempt from the 
law of causality, as we shall very shortly 
prove by a re&reuce to experience it- 
self. In fine, then, the uilcmma to ' 
which Dr Brown, and, we believe, all 
other theorists on the subject of per- 
ception may be reduced, stands thus : 
Are they, primo loco, right in their 
facts? — then they are wrong in the 
question they taxe up. Or, secundo 
loco, do they hit the right question ?— 
then they falsify, ah initio, the facts 
upon which its solution depends. In 
other words, in so far as their state- 
ment of facts b true, they take up a 
wrong question^ inasmuch as they ex- 
plain to us the origin of our sensations 
when they ought to be explaining to 
us the origin of our consciousness of 
sensations, or the notion of self which 
accompanies them. Or, again, sup- 
posing that thev take up the right 
question; then tneir statement of facts 
b fabe, inasmuch as their assumption 
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that our consciousness of sensation 
falls under the law of causality is total- 
ly unfounded^ and may he disproved 
by an appeal to a stricter and more 
accurate observation. 

The erection of this dilemma places 
us on a vantage grotmd from which we 
may perceive at a glance both what 
we ought to avoid and what we ought 
to follow. On the one hand, realising 
the true facts, we can avoid the fate of 
those who expended their labour on 
a wrong question ; and, on the other 
hand, hitting the right question, we 
can also avoid the fate of those who 
wrecked its solution upon false facts. 



We can now steer equally clear of 
the Scylla of an irrelevant problem, 
and the Charybdis of fictitious facts. 
Perception is, as we have seen, a syn- 
thesis of two facts, sensation, namely, 
and consciousness, or the realisation of 
self in conjunction with the sensation 
experienced. The former of these is 
possessed in common by men and by 
animals ; but the latter is peculiar to 
man and constitutes his difiercntial 
quality, and is, therefore, the sole and 
proper fact to which our attention 
ought to direct itself when contemplat- 
ing the phenomena of perception. 



Chapter II. 



We have already * had occasion to 
establish and illustrate the radical dis- 
tinction between consciousness, on the 
one hand, and sensation on the other, 
or any other of those " states of mind," 
as they are called, of which we are 
cognisant. We showed thit con- 
sciousness is not only distinct from any 
of these states, but is diametrically op- 
posed, or placed in a direct antithesis 
to them all. Thus, taking for an ex- 
ample, as we have hitherto done, the 
smell of a rose, it appears that so long 
as the sensation occasioned by this 
object remains moderate, conscious- 
ness, or the realisation of self in union 
with the feeling, comes into play with- 
out any violent effort. But, suppose 
the sensation is increased, until we 
almost 

** die of a rose, in aromatic pain/' 

then wc affirm that the natural ten- 
dency of this augmentation is to weak- 
en or obliterate consciousness, which, 
at any rate, cannot now maintain its 
place without a much stronger exertion . 
We do not say that this loss of self- 

Eossession, or possession of self f always 
appens even when human sensations 
are most immoderate; but we affirm that 
in such circumstances there is a natu- 
ral tendency in man to lose his con- 
sciousness or to have it weakened ; and 
that when he retains it, he does so by 
the counteracting exercise of an un- 
natural, that is, of a free and moral 
power ; and we further maintain that 
this tendency, or law^ or fkct of hu« 



manity, which is fully brought to light 
when our sensations, emotions, &c., 
are rendered very violent, clearly 
proves that there is at bottom a vitat 
and ceaseless repugnancy between con- 
sciousness and all these " states of 
mind,** even in their ordinary and 
more moderate degrees of manifesta- 
tion, although the equipoise then pre- 
served on both sides may render it 
difficult for us to observe it. Had 
man been visited by much keener sen- 
sations, and hurried along by much 
stronger passions, and endowed with a 
much more perfect reason, the realisa- 
tion of his own personality, together 
with the consequences it involves, 
would then have been a matter of much 
greater difficulty to him than it now 
IS ; perhaps it would have amounted to 
an impossibility. Even as it is, no- 
thing can be more wonderful than 
that he should evolve this antagonist 
power in the very heart of the floods 
of sensation which, pouring in upon 
all sides, are incessantly striving to 
overwhelm it ; and, secure in its 
strength, should ride, as in a life-boat, 
amid all the whirlpools of blind and 
fatalistic passion, which mako the life 
of e\ery man here below a sea of roar- 
ing troubles. 

We now avail ourselves of the as- 
sistance of this antagonism, — which 
has thus been establbhed as fact by 
experience, — in order to displace the 
false fact generally, we might say uni- 
versally, assumed in our current meta- 
physics, namely, that consciousness, or 
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the fact and notion denoted by the 
word ** I»" comes into manifestation 
at the bidding, and under the influence, 
of the objects which induce the sensa- 
tions accompanying it. 

One fact aimiitted on all hands is, 
that our sensations are caused by cer- 
tain objects presented to our senses ; 
another fact assumed on all hands is, 
that our consciousness of sensations 
falls under the same law, and is like- 
wise induced by the presence of these 
objects. But consciousness and sensa- 
tion are each others opposites, and 
exist as thesis and antithesis — there- 
fore, according to this doctrine, we 
find two contradictory effects attribu- 
ted at the same moment to the same 
cause, and referred to the same origin 
—just as if we were to affirm that the 
same object is at the same moment 
and in the same place the cause at 
once of light and of the absence of 
light, or that the sun at one and the 
same instant both ripens fruit and 
prevents it from ripening. To illus- 
trate this by our former example (for 
a variety oi illustrations adds nothing 
to the clearness of an exposition), let 
us suppose a sentient being to expe- 
rience the smell of a rose. So long 
as this being's state is simply sentient, 
its sensation is absorbing, effective, 
and complete ; but as soon as con- 
sciousness, or the realization of self 
blends with this feeling, it from that 
moment becomes weaker and less per- 
fect. It is no longer pure and unal- 
loyed, and consequently its integrity 
is violated, and its strength in some de- 
gree impaired : — ^yet, according to our 
ordinary psychologists, the same ob- 
ject, namely, the rose, which induces 
the strength of the sensation, also 
brings along with it that suspension or 
weakening of the sensation which con- 
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sciousness is. We are called upon to 
believe that the same cause at the 
same moment both produces and de- 
stroys a particular effect — a creed too 
contradictory and unintelligible to be 
easily embraced when thus plainly ex- 
posed. If a particular object induce 
a particular sensation, surely the sus- 
pension of that sensation, or, in other 
words, the consciousness which im- 
pairs it, and prevents it from being 
all-absorbing, cannot be induced by 
the same cause. And, besides, if our 
consciousness depended on our sensa- 
tions, passions, or any other of our 
" states of mind,** would not its light 
kindle, and its energy wax in propor- 
tion as these were brightened and in- 
creased ? We have seen, however, that 
the reverse of this is the ca^e, and 
that consciousness never bums more 
faintly than daring man's roost vivid 
paroxisms of sensation and of passion. 
This argument, which is, however, 
rather a fact presented to us by expe- 
rience than an inference, entirely dis- 
proves the dependency of man^s con- 
sciousness upon the external objects 
which give birth toliis sensations. It 
thus rsulically uproots that false fact 
by which man is made the creature 
and thrall of causality in his inter- 
course with the outward world, and the 
passive recipient of its impressions. 
At the same time the displacement of 
this false fact opens up to us a glimpse 
of that great truth, the view and rea- 
lization of which it has hitherto ob- 
structed — the liberty of man. In order 
to get a nearer and clearer prospect of 
this grand reality, let us extirpate still , 
more radically the spurious fact we 
have been dealing with, until not a 
fibre of it remains to shoot forth anew 
into sprouts of error. 



Chaptsr hi. 



The earliest speculators among man- 
kind were, as we have before remark- 
ed, mere naturalists or physici. They 
looked at every thing and conceived 
every thing under the law of cause 
and effect. After a time, when specu- 
lation began to be directed upon man, 
or became what is now termed " meta- 
physical," this law still continued to 
be regarded as supreme, and the spirit 
of the old method was carried on into 
the new research. But as no instance 

VOL. XLIV. NO. CCLXXIV. 



of causality could be conceived without 
the existence of a thing operated on, 
as well as of a thing operating, they 
were forced to postulate something 
in man (either physical or hyperphysi- 
cal) for the objects of external nature 
to act upon. Thus, in order to allow 
the law of causality an intelligible 
sphere of operation, and at the same 
time to lift roan out of the roire of a 
gross materialisro, they devised or 
assumed a certain spiritualized or at- 
Q 
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tendat^ itibrtauce called «• mind/' 
endowed with certain pasrite snscep- 
tibilities as well as with tarioua actite 
powers $ and tliis hypothetical sub* 
stance, together With ali the false fketa 
and foolbh problems it brin^ alongr 
with it, has been permitted to maintain 
its place, almost without challenge, in 
all our schools 6f philosophy down to 
the present hour } so Completely has 
pgyciiologieal science in general taken 
the colour, and imbibed the spirit of 
physical research. 

** Vi mulUi noU est Datum qauM iatan- 

tUl 
At tua qui notcat pectora raru adest." 

It is time^ hoW«T«ri that thia sub* 
stance^ and the doctrines and fhdft 
tetlght in conn^ion with it| were test* 
ed In a more rigorons and critieid 
spirit — not, indeedf upon their own ae« 
county but on aeeonnl of those grester 
and more importatit truths whose 
places they hare usurped. Howithen^ 
do we propose testing this substanee ? 
In this way* The word " mind"' It 
ezeeeditigly remote and amlngnous, 
and denotes — nobody knows what. 
Let us then substitute in place of it 
that much plainer ezprasnon whkh 
etery body makes use of» and in some 
degree) at least> understands^^-the et- 
pression •« V of ** me "^— and let us 
see how mind) with its facts and doc- 
trinesi will fare when this simple, un- 
pretending, and unhypothetieal word 
is employed in its place. 

*' External objects take eflfect upon 
mind> and per(*eption is the rtsult.*' 
This doctrine lies at the Ycry threshold 
of oar ordinary metaphysics, and 
forms the foundation-stone upon which 
their whole superstrttcture is erected. 
But is it true ? Let tts cotne to a more 
distinct understanding of it by chang- 
ing" it into the following statement, 
and we shall see what gross though 
deep-liirking falsities are brought tt) 
li2:ht by the alteration. Let us say 
" external objects take eflfect upon 
me, and perception is the result." We 
now then a^k, To what period of our 
life is thia proptisition meant to have- 
refv^^nce ? Does the philosopher of 
*« mind" answer that it mnv be applied 
to us during any period, from first to 
last, of our existence ? Then we tell 
him, in return, that, in that case, the 
d»)ctrine is cert^ilnly false, for it is not 
the fact that things take etffeci upon 
** me *• at the birth or during the ear- 
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lier years of that paiHoular Being 
whieh ttfterwardt becomes " T' — ^thero 
being at that Ume no "me** at all in 
the ease— no " me">br things to take 
effect upon, — as was prayed In the pre-^ 
ceding problem, where it was shown 
tiiat no man is bom consoieus, or, in 
other words, that no man is born " L" 
It is true that things take eflbct, from 
ti^e tery first, upon that particular Be* 
ing which, after a time and after a 
certain proeeei, becomes "L" But 
this particular Being was not " I** at 
its birth, or tmtil a conMderable time 
tftisr it had elapsed^ and, therefbro the 
proposition, *' things take effect upon 
me, is seen to be untrue when applied 
to oUe period of human Ufb at least, 
and thus the mv, or that which, in the 
ease of each faidifidual man, is '* I," 
or, in other words, his true Being, is 
liberated fh^m the control of the law 
af eatisality, during the earlier stages 
at l($ast of nis existence, in the most 
eonclusiire and ef^tual way possible 
-^namely, by our showing diat at 
that time this '*V* has no manner of 
eiistence or manifbstation whatsoever. 
Does the philosopher of mind, git- 
ing up this point, maintain that tho 
proposition quoted has, at any rate, a 
true and intelligible application to us 
in our g^rown or advanced condiUon ? 
Then we tell him that, in that case, 
tiie aflSrmation, or dogma, is alto- 
gether prtmainre, because, before it 
can bo admitted, he is bound to ex- 
plain to us how the particular Being 
given and contemplated, whieh was 
nt)t «*r* or "me" at flret, became 
converted into *'me.'* Before any 
subsequent averment connected with 
this •« me" can be listened to, it Is, 
first of all, incumbent upon him, we 
Say, to point out to us how this con • 
version Is brotight about — to explain 
to us the origin and significance of 
thia " r* — the circumstances out of 
which it arose, for, as we have already 
said, the particular Being which now 
appropriates it was certainly not sent 
into the worid a bom or ready-made 
"I." 

Suppose, then, that the metaphysi- 
cian sntmld say that this Being bceomcs 
«• 1 " under the law of causality, and 
beneath the action of the external ob- 
jects which produce impressions upon 
ir, — tben we would like to know how it 
happened that thrse outward objects, 
which induced the human Being s sen- 
sations at the very first, did not cause 
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faim to heeeme <« I" M^. When be 
was first born he was Jntl aa femddte 
as he ever was afterwards, — no doubt 
more soi — but for long his sensations 
continued pure and unalloyed. After 
a time, howerer, they wens found to 
be combined with the notion and reap 
lit J of self— a new notion and reality 
altogether. The human Being has 
now l>ecome ego : from a thing he has 
become di person. But what new elr^ 
cumstances were there in his sensa^ 
tions^or their ^citing causes, by which 
they brought about this new uict and 
phasis of existence ? The metapbyaf* 
cian cannot answer ut. He must ad* 
mit that the sensations and their causes 
remain, after the manifestation of the 
ego, precisely what they were before 
it came into existence, and, therefore, 
tliat they can never account fi>r its 
origin. 

But we hare already, in the preced- 
ing chapter, disproved still more effec- 
tually the fact, tbat the ego comes into 
existence in consequence of the influ- 
ence of external objects. We there 
showed that consciousness not only 
does not manifest itself In obedience 
to their action, but that it actually 
tends to be suppressed and obliterated 
thereby. Now, consciousness is the 
yery essence and origin of the ego^ 
consciousness creates the ego — wittiout 
consciousness no man would be " I.** 
Therefore the ego is also exempt ttoxH 
the influence of outward objects, and 
manifests itself, and maintains its places 
not in consequence, but in spite of them. 
Consciousness devdopes and preservea 
itself by reftising to tai^e part or iden- 
tify itself with the sensation, passion, 
or whatever it may be that is striving 
to enslave the man ; and the egOt whicn 
is but the more personal ana vital ex- 
pression of consciousness, exists merely 
by refusing to imbibe the impressions 
of external things. Thus, so far is it 
from being true that outward objects 
talce effect upon me, that " I," in truth, 
only am by resisting and refusing to 
be impressed by their action. 

When an effect or impression is 
produced on any substance, whether 
it be motion, as in the case of a struck 
bijiiard ball, or sensation, as in the 
esM of animals and men, the substance 
impressed is either conscious of the 
impression, as is the case with men ; or 
unconscious of it, as is the case with 
animals and billiard balls. If it be 
unconscious of the impression^ then 
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being iilltd and monopolixed by the 
same, It nerer rises above it, but yield- 
ing to its influence, it becomes alto- 
gether the slave of the law of causa- 
Hty, or of the fbrce that is woridng on 
it. But if this substance be consdous 
of the impression made upon it, then 
it is absolutelr necessary, in the eye 
of reason, that a poition of this being 
should stand aloof from the impres- 
don — should be exempt fh>m the ac- 
tion of the object causing it — in short, 
should resist, repel, and deny it in the 
exercise of a fVee activity : otherwise, 
like animals and inferior tnings, being 
completely absorbed and monopolized 
by the influence present to it, it would 
no more be able lo become conscious of 
it than a leaf can comnrehend the gale 
in which it b drifting along, or the tiger 
the nassion wliich impels him to slake 
his bundng heart in blood, it is obvi- 
ous, that the point in man at which he 
becomes aware of his impressions must 
be firee ft'om these Impressions, and 
must stand out of their sphere, other- 
wise it would be swallowed up by 
them, and nothing save the impres- 
sions would remain. But man is not 
made up of mere impressions^pas- 
sions, sensations, '' states of mind, or 
whatever they may be. He Is not 
engulfed and borne along in their 
vortices. There is a point from which 
he looks down upon them all, and 
knows himself to be ft'ee. He standi 
within a circle more Impregnable than 
enchantei's ring — a circle which* how* 
ever much they may assault it, they 
cannot overpass; and this point of 
circle of freedom— this true life of hu- 
manity, is that which, in the case of 
each man, is " 1." 

This view disposes of a question 
wliich has been ever regarded as form- 
ing the opprobrium of metaphysics. 
We allude to the problem respecting 
the mode and nature of the intercourse 
which takes place between the exter- 
nal universe and man — or, as metaphy- 
sicians say, " Mind." This question is 
now given up — not because U has been 
solved— not because it is regarded as 
too contemptible and irrelevant to be 
entertained by speculative philosophy, 
but (pro pudor f) because it is consia- 
ered insoluble. Inscrutable, and be- 
yond the limits of the human faculties. 
Oh, ye metaphysicians ! ye blind lead- 
ers of the bund 1 How long will ye 
be of seeing and understanding that 
there is no communication at idl he- 
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twcen many in his true Beings and the 
universe that surrounds him — or, that 
if there be any, it is the communica- 
tion of non- communication ? Know 
ye not that ye are what ye are only 
on account of the antagonism between 
you and it — that ye perceive things 
only by resbting their impressions* 
by denying them, not in word only, 
but also in vital deed : that your re - 
fusal to be acted upon by them, con- 
stitutes your very personality and your 
very perception of them; that this per- 
ception arises, not in consequence of 
the union, but in consequence of the 
r//«union between yourselves and mat- 
tor ; and, in fine, that your conscious- 
ness, even in its simplest acts, so far 
from being in harmony and keeping 
with the constitution of nature, is the 
commencement of that grand disrup- 
tion between yourselves and the world, 
which perhaps ye will know more 
about before ye die ? 

Of all difficult entails to be broken 
through, the most difficult is the en- 
tail of false facts and erroneous opi- 
nions. If, however, the foregoing ob- 
servations be attended to, we trust we 
have done something to cut off specu- 
lators yet unborn from their inheri- 
tances of error. Of all the false facts 
involved in the " science of the hu- 
man mmd,** the greatest is this, that, 
starting from the assumption of '< mind** 
as a given substance, we are thereby 
led to believe that tlie ego or central 
and peculiar point of humanity comes 
into the world ready-made. In op- 
position to this belief, the true fact is 
that the ego does not thus come into the 
world, but that the being which is now 
♦« 1" was not "T* at first, but became 
** 1 " after a time and after a process, 
which it is the business of the philoso- 
pher to explain. Various other ficti- 
tious facts spring out of this tap-root of 
error .^ Thus, if we start from mind 
as a given substance, we, of course, are 
compelled to make this, in the first in- 
stance, passive, and only active through 
a species of reaction. But the ego is 
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never passive. Its being is pure act. 
To hold it passive is to hold it annihi- 
lated. It is for ever acting against 
the fatalistic forces of nature. Its free 
and antagonist power shows itself 
equally to the eye of reflection, in our 
simplest perceptive, as in our highest 
moral acts. It lives, and has a liK^ing, 
only in so far as it refuses to bow un- 
der the yoke of causality ; and when- 
ever it bends beneath that yoke, its 
life and all its results are gone.* 

One word to those who imagine that 
the ego \s merely a variety of expres- 
sion, signifying nothing more than the 
proper name of the person employing 
it. There cannot be a greater philo- 
sophical error than to conceive that 
the non-manifestation of the ego is 
merely a verbal or logical defect, and 
that the reality of it may exist in a 
being, where the notion of it is want- 
ing. Yet this appears to us to be one 
of the commonest errors in psycholo- 
gy. Metaphysicians, undisciplined by 
reflection, when contemplating the 
condition ofa young child, and observ- 
ing its various sensitive, passionate, or 
rational states, are prone, in the exir- 
cise of an unwarranted imagination, 
also to invest it with a personality — 
with consciousness — in short, with 
that which, in their own case, they call 
** I," transferring over upon it thb no- 
tion and reality which exist only for 
them. For the child all this while 
does not think itself " 1," and there- 
fore it does not in reality become ** I.'' 
It never can become " I '* through 
their thinking. The " I" they think 
for it is a spurious and non-existent 
'* I." To become " 1" in reality, it 
must think itself ^* I,** which it has not 
yet done. But what do we mean pre- 
cisely by saying that the notion of ** I" 
creates the reality of " I ?" This wc 
can best explain by a digression into 
the history of philosophy, and by res- 
cuing a once famous dogma from the 
undeserved contempt into which it has 
generally fallen. 



• " The falie fact« of metaphyiict " ought to form no inconsiderable chapter in the 
history of philosophy. Those specified are but a few of them ; but thoy are all t^at 
we have room for at present. To state, almost in one word, the fundamental error 
we have noticed in the text, we should say, that the whole perversion and falsity of the 
philosophy of man are owing to our commencing with a aubttanee, ** mind,"— and not 
with an act — the act or fact of consdousneas. 
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Chapter IV. 



The Cartedan philosophy is said to 
commence by inculcating a species of 
iride and deep-searching scepticism ; 
and its fundamental and favourite 
tenet is that cogito ergo sum, which 
is now so universally decried. But 
abandoning altogether its written dog- 
mas and formulas, let us only return 
upon them after we have looked forth 
for ourselves into the realities of 
things. 

When a man sees and thinks a 
mountain, it is obvious that his thought 
does not create the mountain. Here, 
then, the thought and the reality are 
not identical ; nor does the one grow 
out of the other. The two can 1^ se- 
parated, and, in point of fact, stand 
apart, and are quite distinct. In this 
case, then, it requires some degree of 
faith to believe that the notion and the 
reality correspond. It is evident that 
there is a sort of flaw between them 
which nothing but the cement of Faith 
can solder ; a gap which no scientific 
ingenuity has ever been able to bridge ; 
•»in short, that here there is a chink in 
the armour of reason which scepticism 
may take advantage of, if it chooses ; 
for the reality of the mountain being 
independent of the notion of the moun- 
tain — the notion may also be indepen- 
dent of the reality, and, for any thing 
that can be shown to the contrary, may 
have been induced by some other cause. 
In short, the notion, even when the 
mountain appears present before us, 
may possibly exist without any corre- 
sponding reality, for it clearly does not 
create that reality. 

In looking out, then, for a sure and 
certain foundatiou for science, we must 
not build upon any tenet in which a 
, distinction between our thought and 
its corresponding reality is set forth 
(as, for example, upon any proposition 
expressing the real existence of an ex- 
ternal world), for here scepticism might 
assail us — possibly with success ; but 
we must seek for some subject oi ex- 
perience, between the notion of which 
and the reality of which there is no 
flaw, distinction, or interval whatso- 
ever. We must seek for some in- 
stance in which the thought of a cer- 
tain reali^ actually creates that re- 
ality ; and if we can find such an in- 
stance, we shall then possess an tnccm* 



cussum quid which will resist for ever 
all the assaults of scepticism. 

But no instance of this kind is to be 
found, as we have seen, by attaching 
our thoughts to the objects of the uni- 
verse ardund us. Our thinking them 
does not make them realities. If they 
are realities, they are not so in conse- 
quence of our thoughts ; and if they 
are not realities, unreal they will re- 
main in spite of our thoughts. Let us 
turn from the universe, then, and look 
to ourselves. '* I," Now here is an 
instance in which there is no distinc- 
tion or suudering between the notion 
and the reality. The two are coinci- 
dent and identical — or rather, we 
should say, the one (that is, the notion 
** I") creates and enforces the other 
(that is, the reality «* T*) ; or, at any 
rate, this appears to be the best way of 
logically exhibiting the two. Between 
the notion and the reality in this case 
scepticism can find no conceivable en- 
trance for the minutest point of its 
spear. Let any man consult his own 
experience whether, the notion ** 1" 
being given, the reality *' V* must not 
also necessarily be present, and aUo 
whether, the reality being present, the 
notion must not also accompany it. 
Let him try to destroy or maintain the 
one without also destroying or main- 
taining the other, and see whether he 
can succeed. Succeed he ea&ily may 
in the case of any other notiun and 
reality. The woro mountain, for in- 
stance, denotes both a notion and a 
reality. But the notion may exist per- 
fectly well without the reality, and 
the reality without the notion. The 
notion " I,*' however, cannot exist 
wiUiout the reality " I," and the rea- 
lity cannot exist vnth the notion ** I,** 
as any one may .satufy himself by the 
slightest reflection. 

Here, then, we have found the in- 
stance we were seeking for. What is 
the notion " I ?*' It is consciousness, 
or the notion of self. What is the 
reality " I?** It is simply " I.'* Con- 
nect the two together in a genesis 
which makes the one arise out of the 
other, and you have the famous fun- 
damental position of the Cartesian 
Philosophy, cogito ergo sum — a for- 
mula which is worthy of respect, for 
this reason, if for no other^ that by it 
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the attention of psychologists was first 
distinctly directed to the only known 
instance in which a notion and a re- 
ality are identical and oehicident — in 
which a thought is the same as a thing. 

But, by means of the dogma^ eogito 
ergo sum, was it not the design of Dei 
Cartes to prove hb own ezistenoe? 
Take our word for it, no such miser- 
able intention ever entered into his' 
head. His great object, in the fir§t 
place, was emphatioally to signalize 
the Tery singular and altogether ano- 
malous phenomenon we have spoken 
of, namely, the identity in man of 
thought and reality, and then to found 
upon this point as on a rock which no 
eonceivable scepticism could shake ; 
and, in the second place, he attempted 
to point out the genesis of the ego, in 
so far as it admitted of logical exposi* 
tlon. Cogito ergo sum — I am consci- 
ous* therefore, I jun — that is — consci- 
ousness — or the notion of ** I>" takes 
place in a partictilar Being — and the 
reality of " V* is the Immediate re« 
suit. The ergo here does not denote a 
mere logical inference from the fact of 
consciousness^ but it points to a genetic 
or creative power in that act. 

** Consciousness created you — ^that 
is to say, you created yourself-^d 
you?** — we may here imagine an 
exponent of Des Cartes to interpose. 

*' No/* replies Dbb Cartes ; " 1 did 
not create myself, in so &r as my mere 



existence is concerned. But, in so 
far as 1 am an ego, or an existence as 
a selft I certainly did create myself. 
By becoming conscious, l,in one sense, 
actually created myself." 

<' But,*' says the other, " must you 
not have existed before you could be- 
come conscious* and in order to be- 
come conscious." 

*' Certainly,'* answers Des Cartes, 
** some sort of being must have exist- 
ed brfore my consciousness, but it was 
only qfier consciousness that that be- 
ing became /.*' 

" Do you then cease to be whenever 
you cease to be conscious ? '* 

To this question Des Cartes an* 
swers both yes and no. ** As an exist- 
ing being,*' says he, << fulfilling many 
purposes of creation, I certainly do 
not cease to exist when I cease to be 
conscious ; but as an ' I' (ego), I cer- 
tiunly am no more the moment con- 
sciousness leaves me. Consciousness 
made me from a thing, a sey-, that is, it 
lifted me up from existing merely^ 
others, and taught me to exist also/ir 
myself. My being as an ego depends 
upon, and results from my conscious- 
ness* and, therefore, as soon as my 
consciousness is taken atray* my exist- 
ence as an ^o or self vanishes. The 
being heretofore called ' V still exists, 
but Bot as ' 1/ It lives only for 
othera — not for itsdf-^not as a self at 
all, either in thought or in deed." 



Chaptke v. 



But though we have seen that cob- 
sciousness is the genesis or origin of 
the ego, and that without the ^rmer 
the latter has no exbtence* we have yet 
to throw somewhat more light on con- 
sciousness itself, and the circnnMta»- 
ces in which it arises. 

Let thyself float back* oh reader I as 
far as thou canst in obscnre memory 
into th V goldm days of infancy* when 
the light of thv young li£», rising out 
of unknown depths, scattered away 
death freiM before its path) beyond the 
^ry limits of thonglit \ even as the 
sun beats off the darkness of night hi- 
to regiwis lying out ef the visible 
boundaries of space. In those days 
thy light was single and without re- 
flectloB. Thoa wert one vdth nature, 
and, blending with hor bosom, thou 
d(dst dri4ik in inspiration tern her 



thousand breasts. Thy conieiousnees 
was faint in the extreme ; for as yet 
thou hadst but slightly awakened to 
thyse^i and thy sensations and de- 
sires were nearly all-absorbing. Carry 
thyself back stiU farther, into days yet 
more << dark with excess of light*'* and, 
thou shaU behold* through the vision- 
ary nista, an earlier time, when thy 
eonsciottsnees was altogether null — a 
time when the diaeriminatioB of thy 
sensatioos into suhfed and o^fect, 
whieh seetDS so ordinary and inevitable 
a prooess to tiiee ntno, had not taken 
place* but when thjrself and nature 
w«re enwioped and fused together in 
a glowinff and indlsoriminate synthe- 
sis. In these days, thy state was in- 
deed blessed, but it was tiie blessed- 
neea of bondage. The earth flattered 
thee* and the smiling heavens flattered 
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of the other, Bui ooii«eioii«iiM6 alio 
in tba duqnmiiiatioA betwdon ibe ego 
and the mm-ego t ott iQ other wordily 
cpiiMUoivoew resolves Uaelf, io iu 
clearest iurm, into an act of qegatioo. 

la Qfder^tiieny to throw the strongest 
light we caQ oa coosoiousqess, we 
must ascertaiu the ?aloe and import, 
amif if possible^ the origin of this act of 
negatbn — this fundameoial energy 
and vital oondition upon which Uie 
peculiar being of humanity depends. 
And, firstef aU« we must beg the reader 
(a point we have had oeoasion to press 
upon him before) to banish from his 
i^nd the notion that this negation is a 
mere Ugioal powert or form* consist- 
ing of a thought and a word. Let 
him endeavour to realise sueh a con- 
oepti4W of it as will ejchibic it to him 
as a vital and energetio deed bjr whieh 
he brings himself into existence — not 
indeed as a Being — but as that which 
be ealls '^ I.*' Let him eonsider that, 
nnless this deed of negation were prae- 
tised by him» he iUaiM^ would not be 
here— A partieular Beiag would* la- 
deed, be here ; but it ia imly by deny- 
ing or distinguishing itself inm other 
things that that Befog heeoqwi a self 
^-^mMeilf, Unless this diaofiatnatioa 
look pbee, Ihe Being would rBmaia 
lost and svalUMned np in the identity, 
«r nnilbrmity of the umveiBe. It 
would be ealy for ^Amr$p aoifor tteajf. 
Sel6 in its caee, would net epneige. 

Am If tlMB, to ley that *^ V have 
been endewnd by some ether Being 
with this power •f i—dsring myself 
dneiiig wsatiMii from the oijocts 
cansiDgit— «m I to eay that this capa- 
bility has been gifen *' me ?** Otsen 
«ie/ Why, I WM imt » r* aatil^s^ 
this power was enrted^ 4ww then 
neiild It have been gten ^vmV* 
Then wne no '^ me" to Hee it to. I 
beenme ^ V atkf by — orrieing it; 
and aJUr it had been exerted, what 
would be the advantage of supposing 
it given to me then^ — I havmg it 
alr^y? Ifj then, I suppose this 
power given to " me" hrfore it is 
exerted, I suppose it given to that 
which does not as yet exist to receive 
it; and if I suppose it given to me 
nfier it is exerted — after I have be- 
come " V I make myself the receiver 
of a very superfluous and unnecessary 
gift. 

But suppose it should be said that this 
power, though not, properly speaking, 
given to " me/' 19 yet given to tliat 



thee into forgetfulness. Thou werl 
nature's favourito, but at the same time 
her fettored slave. 

But thy d&stiny was to be free ;^^ 
to free thyself— to break asunder the 
chains of nature-^to oppose thy will 
and thy strength to the uoiverse, both 
without thee and within thee— to tread 
earth and the passions of earth beneath 
thjr feet ; and thy flrst step towards 
this great eonsiimmation was to dissolve 
the strong, primary and natural syn- 
thesis of se ns ation. In the course of 
time, then, that which was originally 
one in the great unity of nature, be- 
came tmo beneath the first exereise of 
a reflective analysis. Thy aenaation 
was now divided into tubjsot and o^/ectj 
that is» thyself and the universe around 
thee. Now, for the first time* wert 
thou " I." 

Wouldst thou re-examine thy sensa- 
tion as it exists in its primary synthe- 
tic stato ? — then look at it — what is it 
but a pure unmixed sensation — a sen- 
satioUf and not/ting more? Wouldst 
thou behold it — in thy own secondary 
analysis of it ? — then# lo I how a new 
element, altogether transeending mere 
•ensation, is presented to thee— -the 
element or act of negation ; that is, as 
we shall ehow, of freedom. 

Sensation in man is found to be, first 
of all, a unity — and at this time theee 
is no efo or mon-ego at all in the case ; 
but anerwarda it becomes a duality, 
and then thereieaniyieandaiiofs-^ye. 
But, in the latter ease, it is obvious 
that rery difmnt oircnasstanees are 
eonnected witheensatien, and very dif- 
lerent elemonta are fonnd along inth 
iiU than are Ibnnd in it when it k a 
mmif : there is, for inetenoe, the iaet 
of negatimy the nan which is tnter- 
peaed betsreen the mbject aad the 
object— and there are also, nf oevfae, 
any other facts into which this one 
may resolve itself. 

MoreoTcr, it is evident that, but for 
this act of negation or division, there 
would be no ego, or non^go. Take 
away this element, and the sensation 
is restored to its first unity, in which 
these, being undiscriminated, were 
virtually non-existent. For it is obvious 
that, unless a man discriminates him* 
self as " 1'* from other things, he does 
not exist as " I.** The ego and the 
non-ego, then, only are by being dis- 
criminated, or by the one of them 
being denied (not in thought or word 
only, but in a primary and vital act) 
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particular Being which afterwardsi in 
consequence of exercising ity becomes 
'* I/' then we answer, that in this 
case it is altogether a mistake to sup- 
pose that this particular Being exer- 
cbes the power. The power is, truly 
speaking, exercised by the Being 
which infused it, and which itself here 
becomes •* I;" while the particular 
Beiug supposed to become '' V* in con- 
sequence of the endowment, remains 
precbely what it was, and does not, by 
any conceivability, become ''1.** One 
Being may, indeed, divide and sunder 
another Being from other objects ; but 
this does not make the latter Being 
•« I." In order to become " I" it 
must sunder itself from other things 
by its oum act. Finally, this act of 
negation, or, in other words, conscious- 
ness, is either derived or underived. If 
it is derived, then it is the conscious- 
ness of the Being from whom it is de- 
rived, and not mine. But I am sup- 
posing it, and it is admitted to be, mine, 
and not another Being*s, therefore it 
must be underived ; that is to say, self- 
originated and free. 

A particular Being becomes « I *' 
in conse(^uence of exercising this act 
of negation. But this act must 
be that Being's own ; otherwise, 
supposing it to be the act of ano- 
ther Being, it would be that other 
Being which would become I, and 
not Uie particular Being spoken of. 
But it was thb particular Being, and 
no other, which was supposed to be- 
come I, and therefore the act by which 
it became so must have been its own ; 
that is, it must have been an act of 
pure and absolute freedom. 

In this self-originated act there is 
no passivity. Now every pure and 
underived act, of course, implies and 
involves the presence of will of the 
agent. If the act were iBvolved with* 
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out his will it would be the act of ano- 
ther Being. In this act of negation, 
then, or, in other words, in perception 
and consciousness. Will has place. 
Thus, though man is a sentient and 
passionate creature, without his will, 
ne is not a conscious, or percipient 
being, not an ego, even in the slight- 
est degree, without the concurrence 
andenergy of his volition. Thus early 
does human will come into play — ^thus 
profoundly down in the lowest foun- 
dations of the ego b its presence and 
operation to be found. 

It is curious to observe how com- 
pletely these views, in which we iden- 
tify perception with a primary act of 
negation, are borne out by certain 
philological coincidences, which are, 
assuredly, not accidental, but based 
upon deeper reflection than we well 
know how to fathom. Thus, in Greek, 
there is the verb *»*, I am : then, ante- 
rior to this, in the order of thought, 
there is »«-i*r (primary meaning), I 
am — with a negation. (Secondary 
meaning) I perceive; showing how 
sensible the founders of the Greek 
language were, that all perception is 
ultimately founded on negation and 
identical with it ; that an act of n^a- 
tion is, in fact, the very condition upon 
which perception depends. Our own 
word " know" also clearly betokens 
this — it is nothing but " no,** and 
knowledge, from lowest to highest, is 
merely the constant alleging " no" of 
things, or, in other words, a continual 
process of denying them, first of our- 
selves, and then of one another :— of 
course we mean not only in word, but 
also in thought and in deed. . Besides 
ynuwni, in Greek, there is, in Latin, 
nosco, or 7to7i«co---all words denoting 
knowledge, and all carrying negative 
signs upon their very fronts. 
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THE LACE-MBBCHANT OF NAMUB. 



In the beaatilul city of Naxnuri in 
Flandersy there lifed an old widow, 
whose very existence was unknown, 
unless to those who saw her in chnrcb, 
which she frequented every day, or in 
her small shop, where she carried on a 
trade in silks and laces. Perhaps poor 
Madame Le Blond might have died 
as unknown as she had lived, if she 
had not had the good fortune to have 
a son, who, as he grew to man*s es- 
tate, attracted a good deal of observa- 
tion among his towns-people, particu- 
larly the fairer portion of them. He 
was now in his two-and- twentieth 
year ; a modest, sedate, youug man, 
who did great credit to the training 
of his mother, — unknowing of evil, 
and, indeed, having no acquaintance 
beyond the small circle of devout and 
respectable old ladies who formed the 
society of his parent. Of money he 
had no great store, as his father, who, 
however, was an officer high in the 
army, had died without fortune, and 
the small trade in lace did little more 
than keep the widow and her son alive. 
But the virtues and good qualities of 
young Le Blond would never have 
made him a reputation in Naraur, if 
he had not been the handsomest young 
fellow that all Flanders, or perhaps 
all Europe, had to boast of. In what 
bis good looks consisted, or from what 
collocation of Umbs and features his 
excessive handsomeness arose, we find 
It impossible to describe. Suffice it 
to say, that there was a something — 
whatever that something might be — 
that made his form and face a stndy 
for the painter,— and, as was soon suf- 
ficiently proved, when he began to 
assist his mother in her trade — there 
were a good many painters in the fiur 
town of Namur, of the softer sex, who 
were in search of such a model. For 
instantly on young Le Blond com- 
mencing business, there was such a 
rush upon his shop, as if his silks 
were the richest that India had ever 
sent home, and his laces finer than 
those of Malines. Trade prospered 
so strangely under his management, 
that the old lady could find no means 
of accounting for it but the interpo- 
sition of two or three of the saints, to 
whose service she accordingly devot- 
edJieneif with more energy than ever; 



leaving the young man in the shop to 
profit by their favour. The admira- 
tion of his visiters was not created by 
any splendour of dress or decoration. 
At that time it was the fashion for 
young gallants to shine forth in all the 
splendour of a huge periwig and a 
long sword. But the widow's parsi- 
mony — or indeed her poverty — for- 
bade any such ornaments, — and the 
poor youth was left to the natural sim- 
plicity of his rich brown hair, that 
waved in long curls over his snow- 
white collar, — and to the unadorned 
plainness of a tight-fitting coat and 
pantaloons, to which was appended 
neither sword nor dagger. As to Le 
Blond himself, he did not take any no- 
tice whether people wondered at his 
wiglessness or not. He was totally 
unconscious of any thing peculiar 
either in his dress or appearance ; and 
had not the remotest idea what exact 
note was taken of both by the fairest 
and loftiest ladies in Namur. When 
the shop was filled with die beauty 
and fashion of the whole city — buy- 
ing, as if in emulation — and smiling 
condescendingly on the attentive lace- 
man, *' see, my son T' whispered the 
good widow, as she took her rosary 
and hurried off to church, ** see how 
the saints have blest our piety — our 
zeal — our industry 1*' The son bent 
religiously as she passed by, and 
thanked the saints for their goodness. 

But when, after some time, it be- 
came evident, even to the old lady, 
that the saints were somewhat arbi- 
trary in their favours, and in fact only 
rewarded piety, and zeal, and industry 
in the person of the son — leaving the 
poor widow, as often as she took charge 
of the business, without any custom- 
ers whatsoever, — she addressed him 
one day in a more serious manner 
than usual. " Alas, alas, I am an old 
and feeble woman, and have not the 
way of talking to customers as you 
have ; *twere better for me to give up. 
I have laboured and kept bouse, and 
saved and scraped long enough. Work 
now for yourself; take a iHfe, and I 
will live with vou peaceably till I die." 

The son, who was never known to 
disobey an ii^unction of his mother, 
found this very reasonable. He knew 
that k waa usual when a man reached 
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a certun age for him to take a wife ; 
and why should he trouble his head 
about what was the objeot of suoh a 
proceeding ? 

*' But where shall I get a wife> mo- 
ther?" said the sou. 

<' Leave that to me/' replied the 
widow, " ril manage every thing.'* 

<' How if 1 were to take Mariai my 
godfather's daughter?" enquired Le 
Blond — '' she is a well-behaved girl. 
I recollect when we were chUdren« 
we used to play at man and wife. My 
godfather spoke of it to me last week.** 

" He spoke to me too," said tbemo- 
ther-«<'but that can never be — and 
for a hundred and fifty reasons. I 
will only mention to you half a dozen 
of them. First, as long as we did not 
get on in our trade, your godfather 
looked at us over his shoulder^^now, 
when he sees we are prospering, he 
tries to be civil. I can t bear the old 
fox. Second, Maria is good and tidy, 
and active^ — but she has nothing. A 
merchant, my dear son, must not ask 
what a wife is, but what she fuu. 
Nothing midtlplied by nothing pro- 
duces nothing. Third, there are ob- 
jections to it which I am acquainted 
with, and even if there were none, I 
would never give my consent to it 
while 1 live. Fourth**—- 

'< Enough, enough, mother," inter- 
rupted the young man. '* It was no- 
thing but a suggestion of my own. 
Choose another for me yourself." 

In a very few days the careful nao- 
ther had fixed upon another, the daugh- 
ter of Paulet the silversmith. The 
girl was rieh, but hideously ugly. A 
hump on her back, and an eve closed 
up by the small-pox, were the small- 
est of the unloveliaessee of the selected 
bride. It wa» from these causes she 
had not obtained «, husband, though 
her wealth was enough to have tempt- 
ed a dozen. Master Paukt the silver- 
smith agreed with the; old lady in a 
moment ; aad tha youig daweel, wko 



had never ventured to hope that any 
of the four known quarters of the 
globe would have produced her a 
wooer, blushed so celestially when she 
heard of Le Blond's proposal, that her 
countenance actually became blue. 
But the good Le Blond, when he heard 
of his acquisition, looked exactly of 
the same colour. When he bad re- 
covered a little from his first surpiise, 
he held out all his ten fingers, and 
said, " see, mother, I w.ll count you 
not one reason, but two hundred and 
fifty — on these fingers, why young 
Mademoiselle Paulet can never be my 
wife. First, when I only think of it, 
it gives me the scarlet fever ; second- 
ly, influenza ; thirdly, giddiness in the 
head — fourthly, Asiatic cholera ; fifith- 

ly" 

"Hold I" exclaimed Madame Le 
Blond, who did not wish to hear the 
remaining two hundred grounds of 
dissent ; '^ You speak like an apothe- 
cary, not a merchant. Let us oalca- 
late, if we turn over the lady's portion 
ten times in the year, how much our 
gains will be." 

But the mother and son never 
brought their reckonings to the same 
sum. This produced a little bitter- 
ness between them ( the lady atood on 
the oldness and wisdom of her head-.» 
the young man on the youth and 
warmth of his heart ; and when head 
and heart are at variance, there can be 
no great comfort till their diserepan- 
cies are reconciled. Home became 
uncom£brtahlo to even the best and 
most unsophistioated of sons. If it 
had not been for the strong filial affec- 
tion he retained he would have Wt 
the poor old lady to herself. Aa It 
was, he went more Arequeatly abroad 
than he had ever done in his life, ki 
order to hear no more of his pfmtijiinnt 
creating bride. Oaoe^ indeed, he was 
nearly off altogether, and it was en 
the feUowing ocoation. 



TH« apPAairioar, 



One morning be had gttBe te maas, 
as was his eustom, a«d he observed 
kneeling, not far from hioiv a feoiale 
%ttne in a rieh, yet simple travellieg 
dress, with her faee hidden hf a gold- 
apaogled veil. The worshipper, al- 
though the golden b^kef her resary 
fell qniekiy throogh her fingers, did 



not seem to he very deep in her de«^. 
tions. She appeared to regaid Le 
Blond with great attontiett, and th»n 
she whispered fte hof neighbour, awl 
then both of then leeked at him. Le 
Blond aaw their preeeediiigB, bui leek 
little notioe. The thought eaiy ereas- 
ed him, '< Ah 1 th^ are not eo hidt- 
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ous as my pretty bargaiii." But this, 
to be sure, he thought at the sight of 
every woman he saw^ and it only 
added to his distress. As he left the 
church he observed that the ladies 
also got up, and moved away. A 
number of gentlemen followed them 
respectfully, assisted them at the 
church door into a magnificent car- 
riage, went themselres into a second, 
and drove off. Le Blond concluded 
fh>m all this that they must have been 
duchesses at the least. But this mo- 
mentary apparition made the deeper 
impression on him that it presented 
itself to him again. As he wandered 
the same day, to dispel his melancholy 
thoughts, through the lower town, 
over the stone bridge across the 
Sambre, he took a fancy to climb the 
Castle-hill. On the steps of the lower 
ascent he was encountered by the 
gentlemen he had seen at church. 
The two carriages were also drawn 
up in waiting. When he had ascend- 
cd a little way, to where the road 
makes the second turning, he met the 
lady in the gold-spangled veil in lively 
conversation with her fHend, and loud 
in her admiration of the prospect ; for 
from that point the view of Namur is 
very beautiful, as it lies between the 
tw6 mountains, surroimded and cross- 
ed by the Meuse and the Sambre, and 
the rivulet, the Bederin. But ladies, 
in coming down steps, should take 
care not to be lively in conversation 
or ecstatic about scenery. A false 
step is easily made even when there la 
DO snow to make it slippery. Of this 
the veiled lady gave a striking example 
^he fell with a loud scream. Le 
Blond rushed up the steps to her as- 
sistance, and raised her courteously. 
She thanked him, and took the arm 
he had offered for her support. But 
as her foot was slightly hurt, she fre- 
quently paused, on their downward 
way, to rest. She asked many ques- 
tions of the polite Le Blond, and when 
she heard, among other things, that 
he dealt in lace, she expressed a wish 
to buy, named the hotel where she re- 
sided, and fixed an hour for him to 
bring some articles for her inspection. 
He was directed to ask for the Coun- 
tess lie St Siivain. She would prb- 
bably bav« talked nueh hmger, had 
Bot h^e gentlemen eo«e «p the eteps 
to eoqu^ what had detained the la^. 
She related the aoddent hi answer to 
«Mr rwjpectfol eoqiiiriee 9 aad on 



healing it they nearly fell into fits, 
conducted her with the ntmoet care to 
the carriage, and left Le Blond trans- 
fixed to the spot. In the course of 
time, however, he recovered himself 
sufficiently to find his way home, and 
tell his mother the whole occurrence. 
At the appointed hour he went to the 
hotel, and enquired for the Countess 
de St SUvain. He was conducted to 
her apartment, and found her still in 
her travelling dress, and still envelop- 
ed in the gold- spangled veil. He laid 
before her two boxes of the costliest 
laces ; her choice was quickly made : 
she paid him the price demanded, and 
added a piece of gold for the trouble 
she had given him in coming to the 
hotel. AAcr this she again led him 
into conversation, as she had done in 
the morning on the hill. When Le 
Blond told her that he had never yet 
been more than twenty miles from 
Namur, she wondered at his want of 
curiosity, and asked him if he would 
enter into her service. 

" You will see all Prance," she 
said ; " I will give you more than you 
make by your trade. Yon shall be 
private secretary either to me or my 
lord — my husband.*' 

This was said In such a soft sweet 
tone that Le Blond was nearly tempt- 
ed ; particularly as at that very mo- 
ment a thought came across hmi of 
the very untempting Mademoiselle 
Paulet, and the different tone she spoke 
in. But then, to leave his old mother 
— such a step was impossible. And 
though he had threatened a hundred 
times rather to throw himself on the 
wide world than marry the silversmith's 
daughter, still, when he thought of 
how desolate his departure would make 
the poor old woman, he declined the 
Countes8*s invitation, and told her he 
could not leave an aged parent who 
had no friend in the world but himself. 
When he came home and told the 
whole story to hb mother, she, who, 
like' most mothers, had a higher opi- 
nion of the return due by her son for 
all her kindness, than of any thing 
else, exclaimed, in a sort of pet, at the 
very thought of such a proposition, 
** Go, if you please, you disobedient 
lioy, but MidemelMlle PMleC must go 
with Tott^ Marrkge, I tee^ Is tbo 
only thinf to tttve ye« ; «ad I have 
gooe too far in toe Iniaineas with 
the Ml^reaitli to draw Uek with bo- 
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Driven to despair^ Le Blond went half broken-bearted. The Countess 
next day to offer hhnself to the Coun- had left Namur I 
tessi but he came back to his shop 



AN INTERTEBENCE. 



The apparition was soon forgotten ; 
but old Madame Lo Blond did not for- 
get Mademoiselle Paulet. " Custom 
at last makes all things tolerable.** 
This proverb was repeated in Le 
Blondes ear day after day. Day after 
day he denied its truth. In this way 
a whole year was passed ; and then 
other sorrows came in addition. Louis 
XIV. had taken it into his head to be 
a great man ; even already people 
called him Louis the Great ; but 
what will not people do to please an 
individual with an army of two hun- 
dred thousand men ? At last, in the 
year 1 692, he advanced in person to 
besiege Namur, and, with a few wag- 
gon loads of powder, blew all Madame 
Le Blond's plans of marrying her son 
to the silversmith*8 daughter into the 
air. For, after an attack of eight 
days, he carried the city ; and after 
two-and-twenty days he carried the 
castles ; and Madame Le Blond grew 
ill from the extremity of her fears, 
and died. Le Blond wa^ infinitely 
obliged to the French monarch for his 
timelv interposition ; but at the same 
time his grief for his poor mother was 
sincere. That careful manager left 
behind her a far more considerable 
succession than he had expected. 
Without his knowledge she had scra- 
ped together sundry rouleaus of gold, 
which enabled the young man to cairy 
a design he had long entertained into 
execution — namely, to remove into a 
more spacious wareroom. In about 
a quarter of a year he had left the 
small shop in the small street, and had 
settled himself in fine commodious 
premises in one of the most fashionable 
parts of the town. His customers, 
both male and female, soon found him 



out. It was no small addition to his 
gratification that his new dwelling had 
a small garden attached to it ; for he 
was an enthusiast in his love for plants 
and flowers. The garden was sur- 
rounded on all sides by those of his 
neighbours. Little hedges and even 
flower borders were the only divisions 
between them ; so that they presented 
the appearance of one large garden, 
instead of numerous small ones. In 
the portion belonging to Le Blond, 
there was a bower of wild jasmin. 
Here it was that he resolved to spend 
his happiest hours, and to devote him- 
self to the study of Italian, in order to 
be able, like other silk merchants, to 
write to his correspondents in their 
own language. The splendid house 
of which he had hired the ground- 
floor, belonged to the President of tho 
Sovereign Court, who troubled him- 
self very little about his tenant. Every 
thing went on delightfully. The 
ladies, who had formerly shown so 
much favour to the wares of the 
handsome laceman, did not desert him 
in his new position. They were con- 
stantly dropping in to rummage his 
stock and make their purchases, and 
have a few minutes* conversation. 
Le Blond, indeed, appeared to grow 
handsomer every day ; but the ladies 
maintained that his silks and laces 
were the best in Namur, and his 
prices the most reasonable. Happy, 
happy Le Blond ! — But, on the other 
hand, his efforts were not so prosper- 
ous in respect to the Italian grammar. 
It was a wearisome employment ; and 
besides this, it was not long before 
he encountered another obstacle to 
his studies. 



THE OBSTACLE. 



One warm summer day, as he went 
into the garden with the Italian gram- 
mar in &s hand, and was about to 
enter the jasmin bower, he perceived 
that it was already occupied. A young 
lady sat there, busily intent upon a 



book. She was apparently not more 
than eighteen— graceful as a lily — in 
short, a maiden such as Le Blond had 
never seen in his life. For it was not 
an every, day sight — that throat of 
snoWf those cheeks of roses, those 
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glowing lipsy and, round the stately 
head, those ravea tresses waving in a 
cloud that might have formed a por- 
tion of the Egyptian darkness. Le 
Blond stood at the entrance of the 
bower abashed and thunderstruck. 
No less astonished was the beautiful 
stranger at the approach of Le Blond, 
who appeared to nerlike a being from 
another world. She seamed, indeed, 
never to have gazed on a Le Blond 
before. In the agitation of the mo- 
ment she bowed to him, and he nearly 
curtsied to her, and both begged par- 
don a thousand times, without being 
offended with each other in the least 
deg^ree. At last a conversation was 
commenced ; the beauty carried it on 
with wonderful fluency, but without 
much benefit to Le Blond; for, in 
the first place, that individuaVs soul 
was situated more in his eyes than his 
ears; and, in the second place, her 
French was nearly unintelligible, and 
terribly mixed with Italian idioms. 
But they made out that they were 
neighbours. The garden that joined 
the foot of Le Blondes belonged to 
the great house, whose front looked 
towards the street of St Fiacre; the 
said street of St Fiacre bein? parallel 
with that in which Le Blond resided. 
He had come to learn Italian ; she 
with a French grammar — for she had 
only been three months arrived from 
Italy, and was anxious to acquire the 
French as quickly as possible. While 
they were engaged in this mutual ex- 
planation, which was, indeed, a some- 
what tedious process — for signs and 
attitudes had to assist in the transla- 
tion of Italian into French, and French 
into Italian — a female voice was heard 
calHng the name Jacqueline I Here- 
npon Jacqueline rapidly took leave, 
lifted the grammar from the table, 
and disappeared. Le Blond stood 
nearly rooted to the ground, and was 
scarcely aware of what had passed. 
He seated himself on the bench she 
had left— he dreamed — he raved as if 
intoxicated, and was profuse in com- 
plimentary speeehes to the vanished 
beauty, as if she were still before him. 
And now, for the first time, he cursed 
with all hb heart his ignorance of Ita- 
lian, and swore by all the saints to de- 
vote himself to the study of the gram- 
mar, that he might tell his neighbour 
— ^he was not exactly certain what. 
But when he seized the grammar, he 
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perceived that the book was not the 
same — ^it was a French one. In the 
agitation of the moment Jacqueline 
had taken his Italian rudiments, and 
left her own. He scarcely ventured 
to touch the holy leaves that had been 
consecrated by her fingers, and lament- 
ed his fate in being only Julius Le 
Blond, and not the enviable Italian 
grammar that Jacqueline had carried 
away with her. He did not recover 
himself the whole day ; but when 
there were no customers in his shop, 
be sat in the little back parlour and 
gazed at the jasmine bower, and the 
great house beyond it that it belonged 
to. It was only towards the evening 
that the thought struck him that it 
would be proper to go and restore the 
volume, and by way of insuring its 
safe delivery, to give it to his lovely 
neighbour with his own hand. He 
set off on the instant, and had very 
soon hurried through the cross alley 
and reached the street of St Fiacre. 
The great hotise was easily discovered. 
On the ground -fioor was a merchant's 
shop, and there, in great letters on a 
black board, he read, *' Mesdemoi- 
selles Buonvicini, mantuamakers from 
Milan." 

Thus far all was well ; but all of a 
sudden a sort of failing of nerve got 
possession of him ; he went past the 
palace, for a palace it really was, the 
whole length of the street ; and only 
recovered his courage when he had 
got to some distance. "Why should n*t 
I go in ?" he thought ; " I am not 
going to do any harm.*' He turned 
round, but with every step that he 
made towards the palace his nervous- 
ness increased. ** What will she say 
when she sees me with the grammar ? 
Won*t she consider me a pushing, 
impertinent fool? Couldn't I wait 
till she asked me for the book her- 
self? And which of the sisters Buon- 
vicini is Jac(^ueline? Who can tell 
whether she is at home ? And, be- 
sides, wouldn't it be giving up the 
grammar, the only chance I have of 
ever seeing her again ?" In the midst 
of these ruminations, he was long past 
the palace on the other side ; but with 
every step his anxiety to call upon 
Jacqueline grew stronger. Again 
and again be returned, and always 
lost heart at the door. At last, when 
be had wearied himself with his wan- 
derings up the street and down the 
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street, he fairly put the f rommar into grumbling at hifl want of impudence--, 
bia pockety and betook himself— to hia little back parlour agtdn. 



THE MISTAKE. 



The good and modest Le Blond 
soon discovered some gleams of com- 
fort in his distress. The French 
frammar he laid safely under lock and 
ey, as a pledge of its bringing him 
to another interview with the owner. 
We cannot maintain that he enjoyed 
his supper on that night, but there 
are occasions when people can live 
very well upon air ; and, indeed, build 
stately castles on the same unsubstan* 
tial foundation. For instance, Le 
Blond was delighted beyond measure 
tUat the beautiful Jacqueline was of 
no higher rank than a milliner, — it 
fitted so admirably to his own trade in 
laces and silks. His plans were innu- 
merable, and one of the most fixed of 
them was, to make the captivating 
Mademoiselle Buonvicini, with all 
convenient expedition, into Madame 
Le Blond. The only question was, 
how such an angel was to be won ? 
These plans, and even this last one, 
were admirably well laid with but one 
error in them, and that was, that Jac- 
queline resided indeed in the palace, 
but, alas! alasl not on the ground 
fioor. She was no connexion of the 
sisters Buonvicini, but was the only 
daughter of the French general De 
Fano, who had received some wounds 
at tho siege of Namur, and had re- 
mained to have them cured. The 
good laceman~>who had entirely ac- 
commodated himself to his situatioa, 
and, in consequence of his mother's 
advice, entirely forgotten the former 
rank of his father — would never have 
ventured on such an undertaking as to 
lav siege to tne heart of the daughter 
of one of the Grand Monarque's most 
famous generals. Poor J uiius was no 
politician, and had never even heard 
of General De Fano*s name. Jacque- 
line, on the other band — for since we 
have told the secrets of one of the 
parties, wa may as well be equally 



communieative about the other — Jac- 
queline had left the jasmin bower, in 
scarcely an inferior state of bewilder- 
ment — she could not drive Le Blond 
out of her memory, and in girls of 
eighteen the seat of tlie memory is the 
heart. Now the image of a Le Blond 
in the heart is not unattended with 
danger to girls of even a year or two 
older than Jacqueline. She was 
anxious to know who he was $ but, as 
to making any enquiry that might 
lead to the supposiiion that she took 
any interest m the matter, such a 
thing never entered her head. She 
tried, therefore, to attain the informa- 
tion in a roundabout sort of a way, 
and discovered that the great house 
to which the jasmine bower belonged, 
was inhabited by my Lord the Presi- 
dent. How, then, was it possible to 
doubt that Le Blond was one of his 
sons? 

She had soon perceived the exchange 
that had happened of their grammars; 
by a paper mark at the place, she 
saw that nis lesson had stopt short at 
the conjugation of lo jimo ; a verb 
which she was quite able to translate 
into the French J*aime. But some- 
how, on this occasion, the translation 
was accompanied with some odd sorts 
of feelings, for which she oould nut 
exactly account ; and more than once 
she went into the apartment of her 
drebUug^maid, whose wiudow com* 
minded a view of the jasmine bower. 
Every morning, as soon as tho sun 
rose, both the young people kept con* 
stautiy looking towards the arbour | 
one watched for the other*s appeajp^ 
auce, only tliat they might restore the 
grammars; but, as neither of them 
liked to be the first to go, three days 
were wasted in useless expectation. 
Jacqueline was very restless, and Lo 
Blond nearly died of anxiety. 



THE LESBOHS. 



At last, on the fourth morning, jnst 
as the sun was rising, the bashful Le 



Blond determined to Tisit the jatmin 
bower. And, as he went to the win* 
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daw, be saw a figtire in whSto wander** 
ing^ in the miUiner't i^arden. With the 
speed of lightning he rushed forth, the 
grammar under his arm, and pretend* 
cd to bo busy examining his flowers ; 
keeping his eye, however, attentively 
fixed on the movements of the living 
flower on the other side of the hedge. 
She approaehed the arbour, — he 
walked towards it at tlie same time. 
Heavens I how both begac to blush 
as they mutually showed the borrowed 
volumes I — at last, however, the expla- 
nation was madei and the exchange 
effected* When once the eonversa- 
tion was coinmeneed> it seemed to flow 
more naturally than either of them 
could have expected. Jacqueline com- 
plained of the difliculty of French ; 
Le Blond of the tediousness of Ita- 
lian. The complaints of each raised 
in the other the tenderest emotions of 

Sity ; and nothing in the world could 
e more natural than the ofier to be of 
assistance to each other In their slu* 
dies — they resolved to dedicate the 
first hour after sunrise to this system 
of mutual iustructlon— long before 
Pestalozzi was born — and they fixed 
on the hour of prime, probably, be- 
cause in both grammars was the pro- 
verb. 

** The morning hoor 
Brings gold«a dower." 

It was wondered what a charming 
schoolroom they made of the Jasmin 
arbour* The commencement was made 
that very hour. They sat down be^ 
side each other on the bench, and took 
the grammar In hand with the most 
studious intentionsjn the world. Per- 
hsps, indeed, they might have made' 
more progress in the language, if they 
had not sat quite so close. For when, 
by any accident, Le Blond was touched 
by Jacqueline's arm ; or if, in the 
morning tnrcte, one of her curls was 
waved against his cheek, a sort of 
shudder passed through him ; he forgot 
the art of speaking either in his own 
language or any other ; and appeared, 
poor fellow, to be labouring under a 
difficult V of breathing ; or, when Jac- 
queline s hand. In pointing out the 
place, came in contact with that of her 
pupil, all of a sudden she lost the 
power of distinguishing a single syl- 
lable, though, on other occasions, 
having no cause to complain of bhnd- 
np»s. But, tu be sure, nut much can 
be expected in a first lesson, so they 



looked forward to makiag greater 
progress In the second. And, udeed, 
the studious propensities of the young 
people were most exemplary. In spite 
of the earliness of the hour, neither of 
them was ever one Instant behind the 
appointed time; yet it might be In 
consequence of tbb over seal that 
their attention occasionally flagged, 
and Jacqueline herself oceasionally 
laid her forefinger on the lower line. 
Instead of the upper. On those occa- 
sions, it was, of course, neceuary for 
the attentive pnpil to set her right ; 
and, on taking her hand in his for this 
purpose, it not unf^uentlv happened, 
that neither of them could recollect 
whether it was the upper line or the 
lower one they bad been reading ; and 
so, sometimes for five minutes at a 
time, both of them sat without saying 
a svllable. In the afbresaid attitude, 
and gating most strenuously on the 
book whose lines neither of them 
eould perceive a word of. 

In the third lesson, therefore, it was 
indispensable to go over again the two 
former ones ; which, owing to these un- 
avoidable' circumstances, had almost 
slipt fVom their memories $ and, by 
way of bringing things into regular 
order, it was resolved that Jacqueline 
should bo the teacher one day in Ita- 
lian, and ho the next in French. Le 
Blond confessed that he had stuck at 
the verb " lo amo," and begged the 
teacher to hear him say ofl^ the book 
all of it that he knew. As she felt 
conscious that her own progress in the 
French was not a whit more advanced, 
she felt the less wonder at his igno- 
rance. Matters were now arranged 
for a serious lesson. The books were 
closed ; and, in case of an v recurrence 
of the strange sensations he bad expe- 
rienced when accidentallv touched by 
Jacqueline's hand, Lc Blond thought 
it better to take hold of it at once, and 
keep it close prisoner in his own. A 
tremor ran through the captive thus 
laid hold of, which luckily escaped the 
captor's observation, as at that moment 
he was labouring under a very similar 
fit of agitation himself. After a long 
silence, which, however, neither of 
them seemed to consider tedious, Le 
Blotid commenced his lesson — 
•• Present time, * lo amo.*" 
It was fortunate he had to wait for 
the translation, for one other syllable 
he found it impossible to utter. 
Jacqueline sank her eyes to the 
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ground, and felt that her cheeks were 
glowing like peony roses, without ha- 
ving the remotest idea of the cause, as 
she rendered his Italian into French. 

" J'aime," I love. 

It was some time before he gained 
' strength enough to go on to the se- 
cond person. 

«• Tu ame." 

She sighed, and actually blushed 
again, as she responded — 

•* Tu aimes,*' thou lovest. 

He continued — and involuntaiily, 
as it were, lifted her trembling hand 
to his heart. 

" Egli ama,*' he loves. 

" II aime,** she muttered in answer, 
and lifted her eye shyly to his face. 

He still held her band pressed to his 
bosom, and, forgetting his Italian en- 
tirely, continued in his own language, 

" Nous aimons,** — we love. 

*' No, no,*' exclaimed the teacher, 
*' you must say it in Italian.** 

He looked into her beautiful black 
eyes and repeated what he had said 
before. 

" Nous aimons,** we love. 

But looking into such eyes is no 
great help to one's progress. So Jac- 
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queline unconsciously went on, and 
said in the same tone as her scholar— 
«• Nous aimons,** we love : but sud- 
denly she corrected herself, and said 
the lesson was ill done. 

" But it b no sin to be slow in 
learning grammar,** whispered Lo 
Blond, and raised the hand to his lips. 
To such a truism as that it was im^ 
possible to reply — and yet she appear- 
ed uneasy ; perhaps on account of the 
slow progress they made in parsing ; 
but, afler a somewhat embarrassing 
pause, they simultaneously returned to 
their lesson, and whispered at the same 
moment, as if in concord— 

" Nous aimons,** we love. 

This was the whole extent of their 
progress that day ; yet both fancied 
they had learned a great deal ; for 
the hearts of those young and inno- 
cent beings had learned a language 
that was neither French nor Italian ; 
but more intelligible than either — 
more musical than the Tuscan ; 
more graceful than the French. Two 
hours passed in this lesson ; and, when 
at last they found they had to part, 
neither of them could be persuaded it 
had lasted twenty minutes. 



THE HELPER. 



From day to day their studiousness 
increased ; and it may be remarked, 
as a proof of the correctness of certain 
new theories in the art of teaching, 
that they soon acquired a power of 
carrying on a conversation without 
having committed to memory a single 
rule of grammar. Le Blond all this 
time was deeply in love with the man- 
tua-maker from Milan — Jacqueline 
with the son of the President of the 
Sovereign Court. But, at last, when 
they discovered their mistake, it made 
no difference, except that it infused 
into the cup, where Love had brimmed 
before, a bitter drop of fear and dis- 
appointment. But this bitter drop 
seemed by some chemical transmuta- 
tion, of which they, poor souls, were 
ignorant, to increase the strength of 
the contents of the aforesaid cup a 
hundredfold. 

" *Tis true,** sighed Le Blond, 
** that by birth I am a gentleman ; I 
only wish I were rich ! *' 

** And I,*' sighed Jacq^ueline, '* ah! 
I only wish I were poor ! " 

And now, as if to increase their 



misery, winter came on apace, and 
stript the jasmine bower of its leaves, 
and shed showers of snow upon the 
ground, that left every foot -print 
shamefully distinct. Their meetings 
were now more rare, and only took 
place at church, or in some appointed 
street ; and then only for a moment. 
' But even these meetings were some- 
thing ; and spring, they thought, 
would bring its leaves again to the 
bower. In the mean-time, deep were 
the mutual protestations of love and 
fidelity, but no less deep were the ap- 
prehensions of them both that these 
?rotestations were vain. One day 
iC Blond sat, immersed in melancholy 
forebodings, in one of the principal 
coffeerooms of the city ; but the wine, 
though the best of the vintage of 
Champagne, had no effect upon his 
spirits. It was eight days since he 
had seen Jacqueline ; and all this time 
she was going out to balls and parties 
among the cUef people of the town — 
ay, at that moment was gracing an 
assembly in the house of the President, 
but two flights of stairs above bis 
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humble warehouse ! He had rushed 
out to avoid the revelry, and fly from 
his own miserable thoughts. Near 
him sat a gentleman in a grey riding- 
coat— a man of middle age, calm and 
silent. He looked at Le Blond, and 
pledged him in a glass of Pontac. 

** Have I not the honour of speak- 
ing to Monsieur Le Blond?*' he en- 
quired. 

Le Blond looked at him closely, and 
recognised him, by a deep scar upon 
his left cheek, to be a gentleman he 
had seen frequently gazing upon him 
fur the last two days : once he had 
come into his shop and bought some- 
thing ; then be had beset lum on the 
street ; then at church ; then kept con- 
stantly promenading in front of his 
door ; and now had addressed him here. 

There was something repulsive in 
the stranger's appearance ; a long hag- 
gard countenance, and eyes that glow- 
ed like flame. Le Blond answered his 
enquiry. 

<< You don*t seem in good spirits?'* 
continued the stranger. 

** Perhaps so, sir,*' replied Le Blond; 
" one isn't merry at all hours." 

" Drink ! " said the stranger. 

" That has no effect,* answered the 
other, despondingly. 

« Indeed ! I am distressed to hear 
it. Is there any thing I can do to 
serve you?" 

** 1 can't say.'* 

" Try me,'* rejoined the stranger ; 
« you interest me deeply, young man. 



— more deeply than you think. You 
don't know me ; but let us become ac- 
quainted. I am sure I can help you, 
if you will only give me your confi- 
dence.'* 

" You are very good," sighed Le 
Blond, and shook his head. 

** Has any one injured you ?** 

" By no means." 

•* Or a lover's quarrel ?** 

" No, no, no quarrel I*' 

** Or do you want money ? I can 
help you to as much as you want.*' 

Le Blond looked astonished into the 
long yellow face of the old man. 

" Say the word,*' he went on; 
** how much ? Two or three thousand 
livres? You are in luck's way, my 
friend, and may be the richest man in 
Namur.*' 

«'How?" 

'* That I will tell you whenever you 
wish to be so." 

" Who wouldn't wish to be rich ? " 
enquired Le Blond, with a faint smile. 

'* Good," said the stranger ; ** but 
we must leave this place, where so 
many eyes may be upon us. I am a 
stranger in Namur. Will you accom- 
pany me to my hotel, and do me the 
nonour to sup with me to-night ?" 

Le Blond looked distrustfully at the 
stranger ; but when he recollected 
that Jacqueline was, perhaps, at that 
moment dancing above his small back 
parlour, he resolved to accept the 
Invitation for the sake of a little 
amusement. 



THE TREASURE. 



The stranger occupied two or three 
splendid apartments in the hotel ;->a 
couple of servants flew at his bidding 
to prepare a supper. Le Blond was 
wonderstruck at all he saw ; for he 
perceived that the stranger in the grey 
riding-coat must be a man of great 
wealth, who might have his choice of 
finer company than that of a humble 
laceman. 

** With whom have I the honour to 
be ?*' enquired the young nuin, mo- 
destly. 

" Call me only Abubeker," an- 
swered the other ; ** by birth I am a 
Chaldean." 

«« My stars I— a Chaldean I How 
come you into our parts, so iax from 
AsU?*' 
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** My course has happened to bring 
me here. Partly ennui, and partly a 
thirst of knowledge regulate my mo- 
tions. I have thoughts of going to 
Iceland as soon as the spring is a Uttle 
advanced." 

" To Iceland ? — and is it long since 
you left Asia ?*' 

The Chaldean appeared to consider 
for a minute, and then said, " I think 
in about a fortnight from this time, it 
will be a hundred and twenty-two 
years since I left home." 

« My God 1" exclaimed Le Blond, 
** a hundred and twenty-two years. 
And how many years old are you, 
sir?" 

** Three hundred and twelve years 
full." 
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*' Three httndred" cried Le 

Blond. 

*' — And twelve yearsi last month," 
ealmlr repeated the stranger. '* I 
perceive you are a little surprised^— 
you thlnk^perhapsy lam qalzzing you ; 
but when yon know me a little better 
you will think far otherwise. But 
think just what you like ; and never 
trust to any man's words, hnt to his 
actions.*^ 

Le Blond thought it somewhat ex- 
traordinary, but resolved to let the old 
gentleman go on with his hoax, being 
determined not to be taken in. 

The servants announced supper, and 
when Abnbeker and Le Blond had 
taken their seats at the splendid table, 
which was eovered with the richest 
wines and dishes, and were left again 
alone, — 

•* Now, my good fellow," said (he 
Chaldean, gaily, " throw aside aM 
troublesome thooghts for a little ; — 
fill np a good bumper, and tell me' 
all year distresses in the same open 
lumliar way I have spoken to you.** 

Le Blond took the advice as regard- 
ed the bumper, and towards the end 
f>f the feast was Kvely and amused. 
Tiie Chaldean exerted hintseff for his 
entertaimnenf, bnt, hi spite of all his 
efforts, he conkl not penetrate the " se- 
cret sorrow'* of his guest. Le Bhmid 
was ytirj hicredirfeus, and couldn't 
bring himself to swallow aH the wonw 
derail nanrathres given by Abnbeker 
of his adventures by sea and hint!. 

" Yes, yes, my good friend," he 
said at last, offended at the old fellow's 
exaggerations, "you tell your mar- 
vels very well, but do you fancy that 
any sensible men wonld believe a 
wordef dMm?** 

•• k makes no d iffere n c e to me," 
replied the other, *' whether you be- 
lieve n»e er boI; the loss is yours. 
But you may easily convince yourself 
that my studies have been pretty 
deep. Did you ever hear of necro- 
mancy?** 

•* To be snre, bnt never believed In 
it. It is a science that depends e»- 
tirelt on cheating and sleight of 
hand.** 

••Likely enengh, among you un- 
^tMaX Europeacne. It is very diicr- 
eiie> I assure yon, in Chaldea." 

" Will you let me see a turn of your 
art ?** enquired Le Blond, with a dis- 
dainful smile. 



[Aug. 



** I make no turns, as yon call it, of 
my art, but this I can tell yon, yonn^ 
man, the lines of your face hiform mc 
you will be rich and fortunate. Tell 
me your exact position — yon will find 
my assistance no affair 6( legerde- 
main. For example, are yon in any 
mercantile diflBcnlty? Do you need 
money?** 

Le Blond laughed, and said^ io try 
him, " Perhaps I am ; what then ?" 

•* Ah I why did yen keep this from 
mc so long ? You shctild hive toW me 
so at first. Yon are decreed to lift a 
treasure that lies hidden under the 
ruins of Valerien des Anges." 

" A treasure ?** 

" Ay, and a great one." 

** Why don't yea lift it for yourself. 
Master Abnbeker?** 

" Because it is net my fete ; and, 
besides, I dett*t require it." 

*'WhenshonWIIiftkr 

** As soon as you can make the jour- 
ney.** 

** Does it need no previous prepar- 
ations ?** 

•' Not the least.** 

Le Blond was somewhat startled by 
the dry manner of the ChaMean, but 
stlfl believed he was amnshig himself 
with trying to cram hnn. 

♦• Very well, Master Abubcker," he 
said, *' I wiH put you to the test. To- 
morrow morning I have a bill of ex- 
change to answer for five thousand 
Rvres ; if this matter is so certain, as 
yon say, you- wHl perhaps advance mo 
that sum, and I will faithfully repay 
it when we dig up the treasure.** 

Le Blond, as he said this, fixed his 
eyes upon the Chaldean to enjoy his 
confosion ; but that individual never 
altered a muscle of Ms features, and 
erfy said quietly, •* You shall have if, 
my friend.** He then turned the con- 
versation into its former channel about 
his own wonderfiil adventures. 

About midnr)^ht Le Blond rose to 
depart; but out of delicacy to ihe 
feelings of the hnpostor he made no 
mention of tho five thousand livres he 
had promised. Moreover, his story of 
the biW of exchange was an invention 
of the moment, to put an end to the 
oM man's r^^arole stories about his 
achievements. But Abubeker, retir- 
ing for a few minutes to another room, 
brought with him four sacks of money, 
and laid them on the table. He then 
ordered an attendant to accompany 
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Morisieuf Le Blotid hotd^, iM ^arfjr vahi ac66iD))ai}fect him (o bis dwcTling^ 

the gold to his house. Lb filond was aOd, Having delivered the sackd to the 

astonished ; he thanked the old man amazed domestic who opened the door> 

courteotiAl)r and went off. The ser- .disappeared without saving ti woi^d. 



TBE JOURNEY fo VALERIEN DEI ANGeI. 



Thii iocidenty as may easily be sup- 
posedj interfered considerably with 
Monsieur Le Blond*s sleep. He be- 
gafi to believe the most unbdlievable 
things in the world. When he awak- 
ened next morning his first thought 
was of the Chaldean, as it used to be 
of Jacqueline. " But, with the morn- 
ing calm reflection came/' and he felt 
persuaded the old man had filled the 
sacks with sand — for he had not as yet 
opened them — and as the suspicion 
crossed him, be sprang out of bed in a 
horrible rage,ana rushed to the money- 
bags ; but great was bis astonishment, 
and we may add his gratification no 
less, to find that no sand was the con- 
tents, but in each of the bags fiHy 
Louis d'or, new and shining as if that 
moment from the mint. 

" Forged to a certainty I** was his 
half-audlble exclamation, as he hur- 
ried for the scales. But the weight 
was correct to the fraction of a grain^ 
the sound clear as bell-metal, and the 
honour and integrity of Abubeker as 
indisputable as the holiness of Saiut 
Gudule. The poor young man was 
grievously to be pitied ; one after an- 
other his facilities stood still ; and in 
this interrefl^um of the reason, the 
existence of the treasure at Valeriea 
des Anges established itself as one of 
tbe best authenticated events in his- 
tory, whether sacred or profane. 
What object, he thought, could any 
man have in playing a trick on him 
at such an incredible expense. Vague 
hopes of wealth began to crowd into 
his soul; a vision of claiming the 
rank that he inherited from his father, 
and of claiming at the same time an- 
other object dearer to his unsophisti- 
cated heart than the rank of a crowned 
king. For Jacqueline was tbe aim 
and end of all his aspirations. It was 
not long before he betook himself to 
Abubeker, determined to be a little 
more communicative with him than 
he had previously been. The old 
man, who did not seem, from the live- 
liness of his movements, to be nearly 
three hundred and twelve years of age. 



received him in tde frlen^tfiest way 
possible. 

^« Have voii discounted the bill?'* 
he en(Miirea. 

Le clond confesdfed his itrataffem ; 
and, after many apologia for iU told 
hini he i^sd now' goifig to let him into 
all the secrets fie had. And thi^ he 
di^. He told him every thing — the 
whole story of the jasmin bower — 
the lessons — the mistake about the 
sisters fiuoiivicini — the love of Jac- 
queline — tbe pride of General de Fano 
— and his despair of ever attaining 
the hand of the fair and noble lady. 

The Chaldean listened widi great 
attention. 

'* Friend,'* he saio, after, a long fit 
of thinking, *' why should you de- 
spair ? Lift the treasure, binr a noble 
estate, and present ycfufseff to tbe 
Oeiieral as a Jord of acres, tie will 
not refuse you his daugbfef." 

'' Ah I don't deceive me witii false 
hopes of a treasure." 

" What interest have' I to deceive 
you?'^ replied Abubieter to th^ en- 
treaty whiph the glistening eye and 
quivering lip of tlie young' man showecf 
t6 proceed from the deepesf recesses 
of bis heart. " Deceive you!— No, 
no, my good friend — what deceit 
there has been has proceeded from 
yourself. You shonld not have tola 
me that, story about the bin of et- 
change.'^ Le 6lona bupg dowil, his 
head, and blushed. " But you don'i 
like to be absent fr6m home so itm^t 
perhaps, as H will take you it yon ac- 
cept the treasure i off^r yoj ?" 

"Mt^hathave.I todo if Igo?" to- 
quired Le Blond* 

•* Set yoi^r house in orddi*/' an- 
swered AbnbeXer > *' tell no one of 
what has passed between us ; pretend 
that you must be absent some tiAie on 
business }.or, better than all. sell on 
your whole conceni/ root and branch, 
for the treasure will m^ke. yon inde- 
pendent of trad^ of profession oi any 
kind. If not, give over your property 
to the eare of some friepd." 

«« Shall I tell Jacqueline about it ?" 
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'* About your going away from 
homo, and your certainty of soon be- 
ing in a condition to make her your 
own J you may tell her without the 
least fear of disappointment. But 
breathe not a syllable of Valerien des 
Anges — ^breathe not a syllable of the 
treasure." 

" When should we start?" 
" In three days I leave Namur.*' 
Le Blond promised to have all bis 
preparations made by that time ; 
« for/* as he thought to himself when 
he had reached hb back parlour once 
more, " what have I to hope for if 
Jacqueline can't be mine? Better to 
dic^better to do any thing. There 
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ean be no harm in trying ; I will lift 
the treasure.*' 

When the appointed time came 
every thing was arranged ; Jacqueline 
had been made acquainted with his 
hopes, and parted with him amid vows 
of eternal constancy and bright anti- 
cipations of a happy meeting. The 
shop was closed and locked, and Lo 
Blond placed himself by the side of 
Abubeker in a handsome travelling 
carriage, and hurried from Namur 
when it was pitch-dark at midnight. 
The first crack of the postilions' 
whips sounded exactly as the cathe- 
dral clock struck twelve. 



THE LIFTING Or THE TBEASURE. 



The Chaldean remained quite un- 
changed ; quite as big-speaking, and 
cool and careless, as in the coffee- 
room at Namur. The whole day was 
spent in the close shut-up carriage, 
with many changes of horses. The 
weather was dull and rainy ; they 
did not even pause for refreshments, 
but ate and drank in the carriage. 
In the evening they pulled up at a 
solitary hunting lodge, or something 
of that kind, in the middle of a wood. 
A sort of yager, in a handsome but 
decayed uniform, received the travel- 
lers, and conducted them into a cham- 
ber, whose broken windows, repaired 
with pieces of paper, consorted very 
well with the tattered remains of the 
once splendid tapestry that hung from 
the mildewed walls. When a stove 
had been lighted in this cheerless 
apartment, Uie Chaldean's servants 
brought in wine and some cold provi- 
sions, while the yager and his assist- 
ant spread a couple of mattrasses on 
the floor. 

" Do we spend the niffht here ? " 
enquired Le Blond, looking round 
with a disconsolate air, for the whole 
place appeared to him ** uncanny.** 

** Ten steps from this are the ruins 
of Valerien des Anges. At midnight 
ezacdy — not an instant before, not an 
instant after — we must be there. Let 
us drink a little here in the mean-time, 
and warm ourselves at the fire.** 

A cold shudder passed through Le 
Blond. All the horrible stories he 
had ever heard of awful apparitions 
that had taken place at the lifling of 



subterranean treasures occurred to 
his memory. He enquired of Abu- 
beker if they were likdy to encounter 
any thing of the kind ? 

The Chaldean shook his head and 
laughed. '* Nonsense I** he said. 
" Are you afraid of old women's 
tales?" 

Wine and conversation made them 
get through the long evening very 
well; but Le Blond was dreadfully 
fatigued, partly from having had no 
sleep the night before, and partly from 
the kbours of the journey. The Chal- 
dean did not fail in many extraordi- 
nary stories, of which he himself was 
usually the hero, by way of diverting 
his companion. 

When the clock struck twelve, 
Abubeker broke off in the middle of 
an adventure, and when he observed 
the extreme sleepiness of Le Blond, 
he stood in front of him, and said, in 
a solemn tone, — 

" You have not deceived me with 
any falsehood ? it may bury both you 
and me in the ruins.*' 

" I assure you, on ray honour," 
replied Le Blond, ** with the excep- 
tion of the invention about the bill, 
which*' 

** That was wrong,'* replied the 
other, " very wrong. But your sleepi- 
ness on an occasion of such importance 
— not to mention the interesting events 
I was telling you of—awoke my sus- 
picion. I have met with cases of the 
kind when the experimentalist fell into 
a trance that lasted a whole month the 
moment he had found the treasure.** 
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" Indeed ? — tliat would be fearful/' 
replied Le Blonde striving against his 
somnolency. 

*' Not at all fearful to the sleeper," 
said the Chaldean, << while the trance 
lasts ; for he has the sweetest possible 
dreams, and can wish for nothing bet- 
ter than to be entranced his whole 
lifetime. But waiting so long for his 
recovery was a miserable bore to me ; 
and" 

'' But the treasure was got up in 
spite of all that ?" asked Le Blond. 

Abubeker looked at the hour, and 
motioned to Le Blond to be silent, and 
follow. He lighted a small dark-lan- 



tern, and went down a few steps. Le 
Blond followed, but so overcome with 
sleep that he scarcely knew what ho 
was doing. They went a little way 
through the wood till they came to a 
broken down wall. The Chaldean 
signed with his finger that this was 
the situ^ion of the treasure. While 
he took out a book and began reading 
it by the light of the dark- lantern, Le 
Blond sat down on a fragment of the 
wall, and settled himself to repose. 
The Chaldean read on, and Le BJond, 
in spite of the importance of the ad- 
venture of which he was the hero, fell 
very unheroically fast asleep. 



THE DREAM. 



When at last he awoke from this 
ill-timed sleep, it was full daylight. 
He rubbed his eyes. He was lying in 
a splendid bed, in the mild twilight of 
green silk curtains. He drew these 
back, and perceived that he was in a 
gorgeous room, whose walls were or- 
namented with the finest pictures— 
whose subjects, he observed, were 
principally the adventures of Cupid 
and otner deities who owned his power 
— the furniture was rich beyond de. 
scription. On a table near the bed 
was an elegant vase, filled with fresh- 
gathered roses. 

Le Blond had some difficulty in re- 
membering all that had passed. He 
had but a confused recollection of the 
stone in the hunting lodge — the tum- 
bled down wall — and Abubeker read- 
ing by the light of the dark-lantern. 
He raised himself in bed, and looked 
for the Chaldean. 

At the noise a side door opened ; a 
chamberlain in rich gold livery came 
in, while two other attendants followed 
him, walking noislessly on tiptoe, and 
after them came a venerable old man, 
who took hold of Le Blond's wrist, 
and afterwards poured out some medi- 
cine into a silver spoon, and offered 
it to the patient. 

** I don't need any of your stuff^** 
said Le Blond. *' If it weren't that I 
am a little bewildered, I never felt 
better in my life." 

The physician shook his head, and 
said, *' I beseech your Highness, take 
but one spoonful ; 'twill do you good, 
I assure your serene highness." 

Monsieur Le Blond stared at the 
old man with all bis eyes, and, putting 



aside the medicine, enquired for Abu- 
beker. The attendants looked at each 
other, and it was evident from their 
faces they considered him out of his 
mind. At last the physician ventured 
to enquire, <' Whom does your high- 
ness refer to by the name of Abube- 
ker?" 

" The person who came here with 
me last night — the Chaldean." 

** Your Highness has been here for 
a considerable time, and no one came 
with you but your highness's wife, 
her grace the duchess." 

" Wife !«— duchess !— considerable 
time ! " ejaculated the amazed youth ; 
** I beg yon will leave off fooling mo 
with yonr ridiculous titles about duch- 
esses and graces, and let me get up. 
Where are my clothes ?" 

The physician and servants looked 
at each other with pitying faces at 
their master's melancholy condition, 
and at last united in begging him to 
remain tranquil in his couch, at all 
events, till they had obtained the com- 
mands of his lady the duchess. One 
of the attendants left the room for this 
purpose. Le Blond considered the 
whole party insane, or the whole busi- 
ness a trick of the Chaldean's. He 
asked if he was at St Valerien des 
Anges ? 

'' Your highness is in your hunting 
castle of Charmes, as retirement is re- 
commended for the recovery of your 
highness's health." 

The emissary now returned with 
orders to g^ve his highness his clothes. 

** Will your grace have your morn* 
ing robe, or Sie uniform, or your 
hunting-suit?" 
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*' No ; I want my clothes, I tell 
you, and be done with your folly about 
graces, as I told you before." 

They brought him clothes of the 
finest stufi^; a coat of blue silk, on 
the left breast of which a silver star 
was fixed. At this Le Blond lost 
temper entirely. He demanded his 
own clothes in a whirlwind o# passion. 
The attendants trembled, arid grew 
pale as death ; the physician alone had 
the courage to entrpat him to mode- 
rate his fiyry— it might have the worst 
effects on bis distemper. Le Blond 
having exhausted himself in his auger, 
yielded at last to his destiny, and hop- 
ed to discover the Ohaldean when be 
was dre^ed. When his toilet was 
completed, breakfast Was brought in. 
In a magnificent china service. He 
ate and drank, though every thing was 
strange and Wonderful. Such splen- 
dour be had, of course, never seen in 
his days beforp. On going to the 
window he s^w that he was in an old- 
^hioned looldng castle, in the middle 
of a forest, through which alleys had 
been cut in all directions. 

"Hoif far is this from Namur?" 
he enquired. 

Nobody could tell. He enquired 
affain ibr the Chaldean. He describ- 
ed him minutely, and told them a^ he 



knew of him, and particalarly that he 
was three hundrea and twelve years 
old. The servants shrugged their 
shoulders ; the physician assured him 
that nobody had seen such an indivi- 
dual as he described, and on hearing 
of the three hundred and twelve years, 
he seized again on the pulse. 

*' Gentlemen,'* said Le Blond» 
" cither I am foolish, or you ; for that 
I am awake, and not dreaming, I am 
perfectly convinced. Whose house 
am I in now ?'* 

** Your highness is inhabiting your 
Chateau des Charmes, alonjg^ with your 
highness's wife, her Highness the 
duchess." 

" Wife ? I beg you won't treat me 
any longer as if 1 were out of my 
senses. I never was married, and 
how the devil can I have a wife ? I 
should like to see her, tha^s all.*' 

♦* I will announce your highness*s 
wishes to her grace," said one of the 
servants irith a deep bow, and left the 
apartment. 

'' Folly !" exclaimed Le Blond, and 
was preparing to go out of the room, 
when he observed that he was in slip- 
pers, and called for his boots. At 
this moipent an attendant opened the 
door, and announced '' h^r graco the 
ductless.** 



THE DUCHESS. 



In a li^t morning dr^ss, itill more 

S*aceful than ^t was splendid — splen- 
d as it wa9 — a lad^r ^Hded into the 
room, and motioned (br the physician 
and attendants to retire. ** I wish to 
be alone with my husband for a mo- 
ment ; you can wi^!t outside the door.** 
Le Blond, when he saw the fair and 
elegant creature, whose face was per- 
fectly unknoif n tp him, approach him 
with 9, countenance pf the most friend- 
ly interest, did not knotf whether he 
"V^as actually mad, or oply in a verv 
vivid dream. She bent deeply ana 
respectfully before him, and appealed 
to wish to apologise for her intrusion, 
but failed to utter a word. Shp laid 
ker hand lightly upon h\^ shoulder, 
and looked long and ean^stly in his 
lace ; then, in a voicp of tender anxiety, 
enouired, " How do you find youi^self 
to-day ? Po be good and rational at 
last ; and rave no longer about your 
lace-trades, a^d conjurors, and Jac- 
queUnes, and treasure^. You have 



spoken of nothing else fbr a year past 
Ah I how happy shoul4 I be, if your 
grace were nerfectly yourself agaiu, 
that we might return to the Court ; 
Paris, they tell mc, is so giy just 
now I The Duchess of Nemours 
writes me suph charming accounts, 
and enqui^res so afibctionately after 
your health." 

" The Duchess of Nemours!'* said 
Le Blond, to whose handsome coun- 
tenanccj, the lady*s hand on his shoul- 
der, her glances of affection, and her 
musical and confidential tones, brought 
one blush after another. ** Mo?t gra- 
cious lady, I know not where I am. 
I almost beKeye — may the saints for- 
give me I I am bewitched. I beseech 
you, madam, rescue mp from the delu- 
sions I labour under. I will tell you 
njy whole history, from the day of my 
birth to the present hour. You shall 
then judge.** 

He related his adventures. The 
lady listened and smited sadly, ** Oh, 
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heavens ! '* she exclaimed at last, when 
Le Blond had finished his recital ; 
" all this you have told me, at least a 
hundred times before. It was on this 
very account we were recommended 
by his majesty's physician to leave 
Paris^ to avoid every thing that might 
increase your excitement. I beg, for 
mv sake, you will keep yourself calm* 
Think no more of those vain dream- 
eries. Be again as you always used 
to be before this attack, and banish 
your fantastic imaginadons. Will 
you? for my sake, say you will ! ** 

" Whatever you like, most gracious 
madam ; but either I am as mad as a 
March hare, or bewitched; or that 
infernal conjuror has bewitched you, 
and all your servants : for Til take my 
solemn oath, I am no duke ; I am the 
lace. merchant, Le Blond, of Namur. 
J have" 

" Alas I alas ! 'tis but the old tale 
again I** sighed the duchess, sadly, 
" and this after having promised me 
to be rational. All seems to be in 
vain. You have forgotten who I am 
again?" 

Le Blond shook his head ; and yet 
there was something in the whole 
bearing of the duchess, and particu- 
larly in the sound of her voiccj that did 
not seem entirely unknown to him. 

*' I feel, madam,*' he answered, ** as 
if I had, some time or other, but when 
or where I know not, had the honour 
of seeing you before, but'* 

" Heaven be praised!** interposed 
the lady, '* your senses begin to re- 
turn. This is the first time you have 
spoken so rationally for many months. 
Let us have but patience, and you will 
remember every thing in time« As 
your strength returns, you will be 
able to banish your fancies. At all 
events, never speak of them i^ain ; 
and don't expose your want or self- 
knowledge to the servants. You are 
the Duo de Melfi ; you are mg/ hus- 
band, and might be to happy and 
comfortable if you** 

" I the Due de Melfi I /your hus- 
band I I must indeed be mad, madam, 
before I can believe so unlikely afttory 
as that.** 



" But you are mad, my love, because 
you don*t believe so true a story as 
that ; because yon are constantly fiy. 
ing to the windoi|r> &nd wishing to 
escape into the wood; I -have been 
forced to have the windows nailed 
down, the drawbridge drawn up, and 
carefully guarded, f have had to stay 
away from you for many, many days, 
the sight of me seemed always to m- 
crease your malady so much. I have 
had to station attendants at the door 
even now ; for once you tried to 
murder me— me your faithful and 
afiectiunate wife,— so completely has 
vour disease banished me from your 

Wrtr* 

Tears stood in the eyes of the 
beautiful duchess as she recalled 
this instance of the cruelty of her 
husband. 

" What?" exclaimed Monsieur Le 
Blond, starting up, '* J wish to fly out 
of the window ? / wish to murder 
you? by heavens, madam, my head 
reallv begins to turn. Hov can 
you* 

" And you won't frighten me any 
more then?" said the duchess, coax- 
ingly. 

** Certainly not, most Jionoured 
madam.** 

*' Nor speak of your Ibnner fooler- 
ies, or, at least, not make yourself ridi- 
oulous before the servants, but show 
yourself master here; mjf husband. 
Due de Melfi, in short, ^rerj thing 
that you really and truly are.'^ 

" rair lady,** said Le Blond, who 
doubted the evidence both of his eyes 
and ears, ^' I know no more than the 
man in the moon, who or what I am ; 
may the foul fiend run away with the 
Chaldean! — but I am readv to obey 
your orders, and be exactly 'vho or 
what you wish me.** 

The duchess cast her arms round 
his neck, and kissed his cheek in gra- 
titude for this obedience. A fiiame 
ran through his veins at ths touch of 
her lips, and, having returned the 
salute without well knowing what he 
did, he gave his band into hers, and 
was led through the rest of the apart- 
menta. 



THE DUKE. 



One room surpassed the other in 
magnificeoce and eomfort. As often, 



however, as he exclaimed that he had 
never seen such things in his liib« the 
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duchess smiled^ aud shook her hand 
threatenioglyy or placed it over his 
month. 

" Remember yonr promise, my dear 
De Melfi/* she said, and Le Blond 
instantly perceived his fault. 

" I don't exactly understand the 
trick somebody or other is playing 
me,'* reflected the youth, " nor what 
their object can be ; nor do I feel per- 
fectly sure that I am not insane, or 
dreaming, or that that infernal Chal- 
dean has not enchanted me. But, in 
the mean- time, I can wait and see how 
things turn out. This can*t last for 

ever, and when** But here he 

remembered what Abubeker had told 
him, when they were sitting by the Are 
in the hunting lodge, of the man who 
had fallen into a trance the moment 
he had found the treasure, and had 
not awakened from it for four weeks, 
but had had the most ravishing and 
delightful dream for the whole of that 
time. 

«' What an odd thing it would be,'* 
be thought, as this recollection oc- 
curred to him, *^ if I was lying all 
this time on the mattrass at the side of 
the stone, with the Chaldean beside 
me, dreaming I was a duke, and 
striving to believe myself one with all 
my might ! Well, 1 must wait." And 
from that moment he did his best to 
play the part of the Due de Melfi. 
The only thing that puzzled him was 
how he ought to behave to the 
duchess. He stood in such awe of 
her that he could scarcely look her in 
the face. It was only her extreme 
graciousness that could have given 
him a little more courage. * * 

The castle lay exceedingly retired, 
in the midst of a deep wood. It was 
old and weatherbeaten on the outside, 
however handsomely fitted up within ; 
situated on a rock, and surrounded by 
a deep ditch, which was crossed by a 
massive drawbridge. Its interior con- 
sisted, besides the principal rooms, 
which were magnificent and stately 
in their propornons, of a great num- 
ber of pigeon-hole chambers, and 
long rambmig corridors, so dark that 
lamps had to be kept burning in them 
even in the day-time. Great splen- 
dour was kept up in the whole ar- 
rangements of the castle, though the 
servants were few in number. There 
were but three male domestics, and 
two females ; the physician, the cha- 



tellain, a cook, half-a-dozen grooms* 
and about the same number of fores- 
ters and rangers. 

But the duchess interested him 
more than all. He could not deny 
that she was very lovely, and could not 
help wondering at the fancy she had 
to consider him her husband who felt 
himself unworthy of so high an 
honour. At last, however, he acted 
as he had promised, and resisted no 
longer. He seemed never so happy 
as when he assumed an air of autho- 
rity with the servants, and comported 
himself in all respects as his grace 
the Due de Melfi. The medicines 
which the physician had persisted in 
administering were now discontinued ; 
the duchess loaded the overjoyed 
practitioner with praises of his skill, 
and more substantial proofs of her 
gratitude ; and the patient was declar- 
ed quite cured at the very moment 
when he was more thoroughly per- 
suaded than ever that the rest of the 
party were under some extraordinary 
delusion, for which he could not pos- 
sibly account, unless by supposing 
that he had got by some means 
among the fairies. However, after a 
few days he reconciled himself as en- 
tirelv to this fairy kind of existence 
as ii he had never led any other. His 
wife seemed to grow more and more 
beautiful every day, and even the 
memory of Jacqueline became dim- 
med in her rival's presence. In fact, 
it seemed something approaching to a 
sin to think of Jacqueline now that 
he was the husband of another. Day 
after day passed on ; they sang — they 
played — they read the newest poems 
— they hunted. The duchess was a 
famous horsewoman ; and with her 
fowling-piece she brought down more 
game than his grace himself, who at 
first was very awkward at the sport. 
But in time he acquired more skill, 
and the duchess triumphed greatly 
on occasion of his fortunate hits, and 
reminded him that before his illness 
he had been the best shot at Court, 
and had attracted his majesty's ob- 
servation at several royal battues. 

** You remember, love, the majestic 
stag you brought down in the Duke 
of Orleans* park, and how his ma- 
jesty complimented you on your 
achievement ?*' 

His grace smiled some unintelligi- 
ble answer to this reminiscence, and 
muttered to himself — ** Not one word 
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of all these wonderful stories can I re* 
collect. I know nothing about either 
kings or dukes ; all 1 Know is* that 
somebody or other is making a con- 
founded fool of me> but — mum !** 

Such observations as these he now 
strictly confined to soliloquy, in case 
of bringing a cloud of regret and sor- 
row over the beautiful and sunny 
brow of the duchess. He, therefore, 
concealed his real feelings as well as 
he could, and at last acquired that 
power in such perfection that he very 
nearly hid them from himself. He 
slid very naturally into the train of 
thoughts and feelings adapted to his 
present rank and mode of life. The 
duchess read letters to him from va- 



2C1 

nous persons of importance, making 
enquiries ailer the progress of his re- 
covery ; and what appeared the odd- 
est thing of all was that some of these 
epistles were from the princes and 

Erincesses of the Royal family — and 
e had, indeed, to thank Louis himself 
for his condescension in sympathising 
with his indisposition. The duchess 
used to laugh till she was almost ill, 
when he showed her at first some of 
the letters of thanks he was obliged 
to send to those illustrious personages, 
where the mercantile phraseology of 
the lace-merchant came into ludicrous 
combination with the courtly style of 
the Due de Melfi. 



THE SECRET. 



And months in this way passed on. 
The spring began to appear — birds 
sang in the wood — the meadows be- 
came green — the rock was covered 
with flowers. Then Le Blond thought 
oftener than he had hitherto done of 
Jacqueline and the jasmin bower, and 
the Italian lessons. An indescribable 
longing sometimes came over biro, 
and he sighed to be at home again. 
In such moods as these the enchanted 
castle was nothing but a splendid pri- 
son. But even if he had wished to 
leave it, it was no longer in his power 
— the drawbridge was not so powerful 
an impediment to him as his heart. 
He loved his wife with all his soul, 
and she deserved his affection from 
the tenderness of her behaviour. He 
became more devoted to her than 
ever, when, one morning, with many 
blushes and broken confessions, she 
gave him to understand that her high- 
est wishes were fulfilled — that, in 
short, that she was as ladies wish to 
be who love their lords. From that 
instant sheMvas the only object of his 
care ; if Jacqueline for a moment re- 
asserted her place in his affection, he 
strove to banish her from his thoughts. 
The Duchess also, since the day of 
the confession, seemed to have re- 
doubled her affection ; but he sometimes 
read in her eyes an expression of sad- 
ness which seemed to become stronger 
every day. Often for a long time 
she looked dull and disconsolate in 
his face, and then burst into tears and 
sobs which she found it impossible to 
control. In vain he tried to soothe 



her, or to learn the cause of her grief. 
She continued cheerless and depress- 
ed, and strove to avoid his enquiries 
with all manner of excuses. The 
physician whom he consulted on the 
occasion, shook his head with a look 
of professional importance. 

** Her grace's melancholy is quite 
natural, my lord — the condition of 
her Grace is amply sufficient to ac- 
count for it. Your Highness may be 
quite easy." 

And, indeed, this seemed to his 
Highness a very sensible way of ac- 
counting for it. But when he attend- 
ed more closely to the tears of the 
duchess, and the way she behaved 
towards himself, it seemed as if there 
was some secret pressing upon her 
mind. Once, indeed, she went so far 
as to say, somewhat enigmatically, 
•* Alas ! now that my object is gained, 
I am made at once most happy and 
most miserable." 

One evening, when she would 
scarcely leave him for a moment, and 
when smiles and tears succeeded each 
other like sunshine and showers in 
April, he entreated her once more to 
explain her strange behaviour. He 
pressed her so closely that at last she 
said — 

" Not now — you shall know every 
thing to-morrow.' 

She led him to the supper-table, 
and, pouring out a cup of sparkling 
champagne, begged him to drown his 
anxiety and curiosity in a draught of 
wine. 
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His first thought when he awaked^ 
was the secret the duchess had pro- 
mised to reveal to him. Bui how great 
was tiis astonishmeat to find himself 
lying on a mattrass in the old cham- 
ber, with the tattered tapestry, where 
he had been with the Clialdcan ! A 
little fire still burned in the stove. 
The old yager, with his faded uniform, 
was standing at the window, and had 
no sooner perceived the movement of 
the sleeper, than he hurried to the 
door ana shouted — " Master Abube- 
ker, he is a^^ke !" 

The Chaldean entered in a moment^ 
and, going up to the mattrass, enquir- 
ed how he was. 

" Not very well," replied Le Blond 
— '* my head feels quite puzzled ; but, 
for heaven's sake, tell me where I am, 
and what devilry you are playing with 
me now.'* 

'' Where should you be, my friend, 
but in Valerien des Anges ?" 

** Where is my castle ; my wife, 
the Duchess de Melfi; my ser- 
vants?" 

The Chaldean burst into a laugh — 
** You haven't shaken off your dreams 
yet, I see ; but let us have no more 
on't. Take a drop of this tincture^ it 
will restore your strength, for it is no 
joke to lie msensible for more than 
three months. We have had an im- 
mense deal of trouble with you. Come, 
take a good gulp. The tmcture will 
do you good.'* 

Le Blond at first refused, but when 
the Chaldean declared he would an- 
swer no question till be had drank, ho 
obeyed. The liquid fiew through his 
blood like fire. 

« Now, then,'* said Le Blond, "tell 
me where is the Duchess, my wife ? I 
must go to her whatever may hap- 
pen." 

" Master Le Blond,'* replied Abu- 
bcker, drily, " you remember where 
YOU are, and the purpose of your com- 
ing ? Don't be ridiculous, and speak 
like a fool. What the deuce do you 
«mean by castles, and wives, and ser- 
vants ? I have a great deal more right 
to ask you about your behaviour in 
causing me such anxiety ; for your 
trance was your own fault, by jrour 
having been guilty of some deceit or 
ment^ reservation. I warned you 
sufficiently before we came. Why 
did you behave so 111 ?" 

" Don't play any more tricks upon 
me> Masttr Ababekef,** said Le Blond, 
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haughtily ; " where is my Chateau 
des Charmes — my wife, the Duchess 
de Meifi ?'* 

The Chaldean thought for a while, 
and then shook his head. 

" There is no Duchess de Melfl In 
France, and no Chateau des Charmes. 
How came you, a lace-merchant in 
Namur, to marry a princess— eh ? 
think quietly for a moment, and such 
nonsense will get out of your head." 

'* But I have letters from the Duke 
of Orleans — the Duke de Guienne — 
the Duchess of Nemours, from — yes — 
from his Majesty himself." 

*^Have you — where are they then?" 
said Abubeker, with a short dry 
cough. 

Le Blond looked round. There he 
lay on the mattrass, dressed in the very 
clothes he had travelled in from Na- 
mur. He rubbed his eyes, and jump- 
ed up. The sun was just sinking. 
He paced thoughtfully through the 
room— stood still and searched his 
pockets, one after the other — but could 
discover no vestige of hb ducal exist- 
ence whatever. 

" I wish to heaven you would tell 
me what the deuce has taken place 1 
You don't wish to persuade me that I 
have been In a dream for a quarter of 
a year, when I know very well I have 
eaten, and drank, and slept, and wak- 
ed, every day, as regularly ai clock- 
work." 

" And you, sir ,** replied the Chal- 
dean, with evident indignation. " don*t 
mean to persuade me to believe in 
your trumpery dreams ? Think your- 
self what you please, .whether duke or 
lace-man, but be than\ful to me for 
awakening you from your trance." 

" Thankful ! — there is no great oo- 
casiou for thankfulness. Master Abu- 
beker, when one is transmogrified 
from a duke into a dealer of silks and 
lace.** 

" Well, sir, I will argue with you 
no longer," said the Chaldean, quietly ; 
*' but my time is precious ; the car- 
riage is at the door, and we must back 
to Namur. Please to follow me.** 

'* By no manner of meana ; not an 
inch from this spot. The Chateau 
des Charmes, and my wife, can't bo 
far from this." 

*' If such is your (^inion^ Master 
Le Blond, you may gtay here in this 
wood. For mv nart* I am off to Na- 
mur. FareweU. 

The Chaldean seemed really to bp 
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going. Lo Blond thought it unadvis- 
able to continue by himself in an un- 
known part of the country. He ac- 
cordingly shouted to him> when he 
bad already got to the door. 

" Ho ! stop, Abubeker ; what's be- 
come of the treasure we were to lift?" 

" We will speak of that in the car- 
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riage, when you have come to your 
senses a little more.*' 

Le Blond said nothing, and follow- 
ed the Chaldean. The carriage was 
ready drawn up, with servants before 
and behind. They got in, and in an 
instant were in full trot through the 
forest. 



SEPARATION. 



Le Blond was deep in meditation, 
and Abubeker had apparently no in- 
clination to disturb him. The extra- 
ordinary rapidity oftheir course seem- 
ed to lull the old gentleman to sleep. 
The disenchanted duke, however, 
made two ficnsible observations fVom 
the swiftness of their progress. One 
was, that the treasure, if It was in the 
carriage, could not be very heavy ; 
and the second was, that his compa- 
nion must have his enchantments and 
dlsenchantments perfectly at his com- 
mand, for at every station horses were 
ready stationed, as if the travellers 
had been expected. 

** About tne treasure, Master Abu- 
beker, how have you got on ? Did we 
lift it?" 

*' To be sure we did,** answered the 
Chaldean, half asleep ; ** it isn't quite 
80 much as we expected, owing to 
your trance, but quite enough to make 
yon comfortable as long as you live.** 

" How much ?" 

" Can't say.*' 

** Is it here ?*' 

" Certainlyi** said the Chaldean, 
yawning, "but, with your leave, I am 
terribly tired. I shall be obliged to 
you to let me have an hour or two's 
snooze. You can determine, in the 
mean- time, what you will do with the 
money." 

*' 'That's determined on already. 
As soon a9 I get the money, I will 
search through every inch of Prance, 
till I find my chateau and wife.*' 

" The surest method, my fWend, to 
make your money disappear from the 
chest ; for your good genius did not 
bestow it on you to be lavished away 
upon a dream. I am sorry for the 
trouble I have given you, for already 
your absurd resolution has made a 
pordon of it disappear — you should 
use the rest wisely.** 

i mean by * iriw?- 



" And what do you i 
ly,'iflii|ayask?'^ 



" You love the daughter of General 
what's his name, in Namur,'* 

" Ah !** said Le Blond, " 'tis no Ion- 
ger to be thought of. I am married 
to another — nay, in a few months I 
shall be a fath" 

" Hush!'* shouted Abubeker, "and 
trouble me no more with your ri- 
diculous dream. You will lose the 
whole treasure. That foolish sen- 
tence has swept off a ffood lot of it 
already ; if you go on, I tell you, you 
will ruin yourself — and, hark ye, sir, 
you will ruin me,"* 

The last words were uttered in a 
tone that made Le Blond silent. The 
man had always been a riddle to him ; 
he was now an object of suspicion. 
He began to think the Chaldean had 
played him a trick, but by no means 
put him in the way of a treasure. 
Only he could not comprehend the 
object of so expensive a hoax. His 
residence also at Charmes— /^a/, he 
was well persuadedj was neither hoax 
nor dream. 

When morning dawned, the car- 
riage stopped for a chanfi^e of horses at 
a small house near a bndge, and the 
Chaldean yawned mightily, but seem- 
ed to compose himself again to sleep. 
Le Blond could keep silence no lon- 
ger, but nudged his neighbour. 

" Come, l^ a little open with me, 
Abubeker. Do you persist in saying I 
have been asleep all this tinue, axid that 
I never** 

The Chaldean whistled as If to pre- 
vent his hearing what was said ; but 
Le Blond persevered. 

" Lbten to me, Abubeker — you 
shall never persuade roe, for I am m a 
condition to prove what I say ; I havo 
irresistible evidence that I was really 
in Charmes ; that I was really the bus- 
band of the duchess, and'* 

But Abubeker broke in on him in a 
voice of thunder— ** Again ? how often 
have you t9 b^ warned, young man ?'* 
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he continued^ grasping his hand, and 
looking sternly. " You have already 
lost a great part of the fortune you 
had won ; see that you lose not all. 
Listen to me once and for ever. For- 
get your dream. Let not a syllable of 
your idiotical fancy pass your lips, 
neither to me nor to any living soul — 
write it not, draw it not, let it be 
buried as in the tomb ; on these con- 
ditions you will see me again, and be 
fortunate; if not" 

An impressive look finished the sen- 
tence> and the Chaldean opened the 
door of the carriage and leapt out. 
At the same moment, a strong broad- 
shouldored man tumbled in, and sat 
down unceremoniously at the young 
man*8 side, and the carriage rattled 
over the bridge. 

Monsieur Le Blond was astonished 
at the new incident, and still more so 
when hb new companion pulled a 
pistol from his breast, and said, with a 
dubious sort of smile, " *Tis loaded, 
and never fails.*' He then drew forth 
a prodigious knife, and, remarking it 
was very sharp, begged Le Blond to 
try the edge of it with his finger. 

" I haven't the least wish,'* said the 
bewildered Le Blond, " and believe it 
on your word. But why all these 
preparations?" 



" On the first noise you make," 
replied the man, quietly, — " on the first 
movement you show, I shall have the 
honour to stick this knife between 
your ribs, or send a bullet through 
your brain. I am sorry we must live 
on such peremptory terms; and for 
your own sake, I must beg you to let 
me tie a handkerchief over your eyes, 
till I tell you to open them again." 

" But why?" enquired Le Blond. 

" Because you are my prisoner, 
sir," answered his ferocious compa- 
nion ; " do you consent to be blind- 
folded, or" 

Ho placed the point of the knife 
within a few inches of Le Blond's 
breast. 

In a situation of that kind submis- 
sion is unavoidable. The bandage 
was tied round so scientifically that not 
a glimmer of daylight could be per- 
ceived. How long the journey lasted 
it is impossible to tell. Le Blond 
himself couldn't even guess. He 
waked and slept, and dreamt and 
waked again. His greatest anxiety 
was to know what was to be done 
with him — where they were carrying 
him. But on these points his com- 
panion gave him no information. 



AS YOU WERE ! 



The carriage suddenly stopped, and 
Le Blond was ordered to descend. 
Visions of sharp knives and loaded 
pistols passed in quick succession be- 
fore his closed eyes. The carriage in 
the mean time rolled ofl^, leaving him 
standing blindfolded, afraid to make any 
motion towards removing the bandage, 
in case of the threat of his growling 
companion being carried into execu- 
tion. At last, on hearing no noise he 
slowly lifted the handkerchief ; but as 
to seeing any thing around him, he 
might just as well have kept it on. It 
was pitch dark, as if the night had 
been built of black marble. Le Blond 
thought he had gone blind, but as he 
turned himself round he saw certain 
lights flickering before him, which he 
could not doubt proceeded from the 
windows of a house. On looking 
closer he recognised the well-known 
scene. He was standing before the 
house of the President of the Court, 
in fjront of his own little irftreroom of 



silks and laces. The doors were 
closed. The clock struck twelve. 
Not a vestige was to be seen of car- 
riage, or Chaldean, or man with the 
sharp knife ! After much knocking, 
the door was at last opened by his 
gaping domestic ; the carpet-bag car- 
ried into the back parlour, which ap- 
peared in precisely the same condition 
— not a chair moved, not a table dis- 
turbed — as when he left it; and, silent 
and meditating many things, the 
weary traveller betook himself to his 
couch, not without some vague hopes 
of awakening once more in the Cha- 
teau des Charmes.. But in the morn- 
ing he found himself just where he 
was ; and, on coolly reflecting over all 
matters, and calculating his gains by 
the journey, which consisted of no- 
thing but the five thousand livres 
the Chaldean had given him the 
night before they started, he came 
to the conclusion that he must once 
more betake himself to trade, and 
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forget, as much as possible, the inter- 
lude in which he had been a performer. 
But when trade is once lost, it is diffi- 
cult for even the handsomest youth in 
Flanders to recover it all of a sudden. 
The slacker, however, was his employ- 
ment, the more earnestly he g&zed out 
of the back window at the jasmin 
bower, and watched for the appear- 
ance of Jacqueline. But no Jacque- 
line appeared. He was constantly in 
the arbour musing over his former 
happiness ; and, the more he mused, 
the more the imago of the Duchess de 
Melfi disappeared from his heart. It 
had been but a temporary falling away 
— a portion, perhaps, of the enchant- 
ment cast over him. And, again, he 
had no thought, no wish, no heart, but 
for Jacqueline. He began the Italian 
grammar once more ; for he found, on 
making enquiry after General de Fano, 
that he had left Namur several weeks 
before, with his whole family, probably 
on his return to Naples. This news 
completed his misery. He cursed his 
bad luck ; he cursed his poverty ; and, 
above all, he cursed the Chaldean. 
The latter, indeed, he considered it a 
Christian duty to hate and detest, for 
he had not the slightest doubt that he 
was the devil. Whether it was that 
all this cursing had a good effect on 
his constitution, or that time brought 
its usual soothing influence, and miti- 
gated the sorrow it could not altoge- 
ther cure, we must candidlv confess 
that Le Blond in six weeks looked 
handsomer than ever, and had almost 
got over every thing except his love 
for Jacqueline. That, indeed, grew 
warmer every day ; for, in cases like 
that, 

'* Time but the impression stronger makes, 
As streams their chamiels deeper wear." 

And an incident happened about this 
time that fed him with fresh hopes. 

One morning a letter was presented 
him, addressed to " Monsieur de 
Blond de Laure.** Street, house, and 
number — every thing was correct, ex- 
cept the " de'* before the Blond; and 
the addition at the end. He opened 
the letter, and the contents were still 
more surprising than the superscrip 
tion. It was a petition from a certain 
'' Martin Crispm, steward and over- 
seer of the barony of De Laure,** beg- 
ging to be retained in the service of 
the new proprietor, and referring for 
testimonials to the nobleman who had 
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just sold it. He said he applied to him, 
as he had been advised to do by Mon- 
sieur Valerien des Anges, who had pur- 
chased it for him, and who would short- 
ly send him the deeds that were neces- 
sary for his signature. The experience 
of the last few months had made Le 
Blond more cautious than before. He 
said nothing on the subject of his letter, 
but waited patiently till the promised 
documents should arrive. And even 
when, at the end of eight days, a thick 
packet made its appearance, and on 
being opened displayed sundry skins of 
parchment, and various signatures and 
acquittances of persons whose names 
he had never heard of, he was still un- 
certain whether to take any notice of 
the incident. And yet there was 
every appearance of reality about it ; 
but not more so, he thought again, 
than about his wife the Duchess de 
Melfi, or even about the Chaldean ; 
and he was completely puzzled what 
to do. The letters were dated from 
** De Laure, near Gaillac, in the Go- 
vernment of Languedoc.*' A gazetteer 
convinced him of the existence of 
Gaillac ; but better authority than a 
gazetteer had convinced him of the 
existence of the duchess ; and, in 
short, in this state of perplexity, h« 
took the very sensible resolution of 
consulting his landlord, the President. 
That official, a good-natured, pompous 
man, perused the documents with great 
care. At the end of the first page he 
called him Monsieur de Blond, and 
begged him to be seated ; and when 
he had folded up the papers he shook 
him very kindly by the hand, called him 
his good friend De Laure, and asked 
him to meet a few neighbours that day 
at dinner at his house. But Monsieur 
de Blood de Laure bad no time to eat 
dinners with stately Presidents of the 
Sovereign Court. He conveyed all his 
goods and chattels, silks, bobbinets, 
and laces to the church of St Mary of 
Cologne, to mike petticoats for the 
nine thousand virgins, and was off, in 
about an hour after his interview with 
the official, as fast as six horses would 
carry him, to the Government of Lan- 
guedoc, and city of Gaillac. There 
could be no longer any doubt that he 
was the person intended by *' De 
Laure,'* for, in addition to all the other 
evidence which had satisfied the legal 
mind of the President, he had picked 
up a slip of paper, on which was writ- 
ten, *' Monneur,— Here you have the 
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tVeasure W6 talked of converted iiit6 4 
splendid and valuable estate. £njoy 
it with silence, and fkrewell. Abu- 

BEKER.** 

Now that he was lord of something 
mofe than a handsome person and a 
fetr bales of silk, he resolved to search 
the world over till he found General 
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de Pano, and begged of him the hand 
of his daughter. And when a man 
has plenty of money, it is astonishing 
how much easier it b to find a gene- 
ral of division, with a beautiful daugh- 
ter, however far away from one, than 
to find a needle in a bottle of straw, 
though just under one's nose. 



ABDBEKBB AGAIN. 



His Journey wrts without any ad- 
venture Worth recording, till one 
evening when he had entered the pro- 
vince of Languedoc, and was ascend- 
ing the hill od which the town of 
Alby is situated, lie encountered one 
which promised to cast all former 
incidents into the shade. The hill 
was so steep that he had left the car- 
riage, in order to walk up and enjoy 
at the same time the cool air of the 
evening and the splendid view. By 
a short cat he had attained a part of 
the hill to which the carriage bad to 
toll by a long and tedious round, when 
he was startled from his reverie by 
the wheels of a carriage coming down 
in the opposite direction, at so prodi- 
gious a pace that he could barely 
jump to one side to avoid being run 
over. The glance ho caught inside, 
It?, he stood on a heap of stones while 
the vehicle ruslied past, had nearly 
converted him into a statue of horror 
and surprise. Earnestly bending her 
ear to catch the whispers of the Chal- 
dean, sat a female, whom the beating 
of his heart immediately revealed to 
Irim to be Jacqueline. The loved — 
the lost f — and irt company with the 
enemy of mankind t He rushed after 
them as fast as he could ; ^ut his 
motionlc^sneais had given them a few 
minutes* start. He was forced, besides, 
to go the roundabout way, for foar of 
missing his carriage ; and when at 
List ho reached that ponderous ma- 
chine, and had succeedect in turning it 
the other way, the carriage he was in 
pursuit of was nowhere to be seen ; 
DQt whether lost in the defiles of the 
moufttaio, or evanished into thin air, 
he could not at that moment deter- 
mine. A party of horsemen now gal- 
lopped rapidly past ; but turned back 
when they had got fairly in his front, 
while one of them asked if he had 
seen a carriage in which were a gen* 
tlcman and a lady. 



'* Yes I'* exclaimed Le Blond ; and 
was about to ask a number of questions 
Wheti he was interrupted by the stran- 
ger, who seemed overwhelmed with 
anguish. 

" Did the lady scream V* 

" By no means,*' replied Le Blond 
— " she rather" 

" Was she gagged ?" 

" No, no —she was listen" 

** Was she making no eflfort to 
escape from the villain that ran away 
with her ?*• 

" Ran away with her !'* exclaimed 
Le Blond, and sank back into the car- 
riage with a groan. Before he had re- 
covered his voice, the horsemen bad 
galloped on. On reaching the town 
where he had changed horses, he could 
hear nothing of the fugitives. Further 
pursuit was useless. He went into 
every coffee-room, in hopes of some 
discovery ; and to a public concert for 
the same purpose, but all in vain. 
The weariest and saddest man that 
night that went to bed in Languedoc 
Iras Monsieur do Blond de Laure. At 
day. break, he was disturbed by a rust- 
ling at his curtains, and stanmng be- 
side his bed between two of his ser- 
vants, who had lighted him into the 
room, wm the long fiffure ef die Chal- 
dean. Le Bloii^ bh his ftogef/ (6 dis- 
cover whether he was awake— Abube- 
ker smiled, and motioned the servants 
to retire. 

^' Monsieur Le Blond," he said, " I 
promised to see you once more.*' 

'' I am glad to see you,'* stuttered 
Le Blond, " but. Master Abu——'* 

** Hush r — that is no longer mj 
name. In France, my name is Mon« 
sicur Valerien des Anges. What I 
promised I have done I — and, now,"'h» 
added, in (lis usual tone, *^ I go to Je&- 
land to pulverise the pfiilo6opher*8 
stone at the flames of Hecla.^ 

'* Very good,** replied Le Blond — 
^* but let me ask a single qaefttion. !• 
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it necessary that Mademoiselle do 
Fano should assist at the pulverising.** 

" Nonsense I" 

" *Tis no nonsense^ sir," cried Le 
Blond—** I tell yon, you have carried 
off the lady I adore! and by the 
heavens above" 

«* I carried her off— why should I 
do such folly ? I am married already 
to one of the Fays of Caucasus. But 
to business — your fortune is now made 
— enjoy it wisely, and forget how you 
a cq u i r e d it. One word of tittle tattle, 
and you die— a bird shall carry it, 
thongh you whisper it to the priest 5 
the swoni shall find you though you 
are bending at the altar. You under- 
stand nie?** 

'* And Jacqueline T enquired Le 
Blond. 



*' Is here. Have patience, and ac- 
cept the invitation that will be sent to 
you to-day. Farewell. Be silent and 
happy." Abubeker disappeared. 

About noon, somebody enquired for 
Monsieur de Laure, and a stately-man- 
nered gentleman came into the room, 
where our hero had long heen eipect- 
ing something to take place, and pre- 
sented an invitation to him to oine 
with the Archbishop of Alby. The 
invitation was accepted in mute admi- 
ration at the talents of the Chaldean ; 
and even the court of an archbishop 
presented no difficulties to Le Blond, 
who, having been a duke so long, 
though only in a dream, enacted no- 
thing so naturally as the bearing of a 
grandee. 



ALt*S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 



When his Grace's carriage, which 
out of compliment had been sent for 
him, had deposited him in the court- 
rard of the palace, he was conducted 
by several attendants into the episco- 
pal gardens. The Archbishop, who 
was walking there, . ttendcd by a num- 
ber of gentletncn, received him cour- 
teously, and presented him to the 
others as the new proprietor of De 
Laure. All expressed regret at the 
sudden and unavoidable absence of his 
friend Monsieur Valerien des Angcs. 

*♦ We must get better acquainted," 
said a noblc-lookhig old gentleman, a 
little lame of otle Teg, " ix>r we are now 
neighbours in the country. I am Ge- 
neral de Fano, and my daughter tells 
me she had the pleasure of knowing 
you in Namur." 

Le Blond grew red as scarlet, and 
then pale. 

The General observed his confusion 
with a sly langh. 

"Give me your arm, De Laure," 
he said, familiarly, " and I'll present 
you to her. She is yonder in the ar- 
bour, and knows already you are 
here." 

Le Blond quivered with emotion. 

*' Ah, General," he said, " I wish 
my friend Valerien des Anges, since 



he has told you so much, had told you 
all— that my heart— my soul'* 

" Well, man, he has told me all 
about it, and I hope he told you in re- 
turn, that since you are recommended 
to me by those whom I consider it an 
honour to obey, I feel myself proud to 
pwn you as my son. Come, she ex- 
pects us— gently, gently, man ; you 
forget my damaged knee. Well, then, 
run on, for these things are better said 
in private." 

Why should we say more ? That 
Le Blond was presented to the Arch- 
bishop's guests as the bridegroom of 
Jacqueline — that in company with tie 
General and his daughter he took pos- 
session of his new estate ; that tho 
marriage was splendid, and that the 
finest of it all was the tear that gHt- 
tered in Jacqueline's eyes, as she fell 
upon his necK. when the ceremony was 
over, and they were left for one mo- 
ment by themselves, and whispered in 
the well known tones of other days — 
" lo amo — lo amo 1" He cast him- 
self at her feet. ** EgU ama !" she 
exclaimed, as she raised him ; and 
then, flinging themselves into each 
other's arms, they whispered, " Noi 
amamo ! noi amamo I — we love f we 
love !" 
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CHRISTOPHER IN HIS CAVE. 



<' One of those heavenly days that 
cannot die !'* So saith Wordsworth, 
while " hb heart rejoiced in nature's 
joy,** as saith Burns— and in these few 
syllables you feel how happy at the 
time were both poets. But not hap- 
pier than you and we have often been 
and are now, though poets we may 
not be truly called, except according 
to the sense in which all human beings 
are poets who love dearly their mother 
earth. And are you sure you under- 
stand the feeling in Wordsworth's 
beautiful line? Is it that the day 
itself is too divine to die, and that the 
sun will never bring himself to set on 
it ; or that the memory of it must 
needs be immortal ? 

Alasl how many heavenly days 
" seeming immortal in their depth of 
rest** have died and been forgotten! 
Treacherous and ungrateful is our 
memory even of bliss that overflowed 
our being as light our habitation. Our 
spirit's deepest intercommunion with 
nature has no place in her records — 
blanks are there that ought to have been 
painted with imperishable imagery, 
and steeped in sentiment fresh as the 
morning on life's golden hills. Yet 
there is mercy in this dispensation — 
for who can bear to behold the light 
of bliss re-arising from the past on the 
ghastlier gloom of present misery? 
The phantoms that will not come when 
we call on them to comfort us, are too 
often at our side when in our anguish 
we could almost pray that they might 
be reburied in oblivion. Such haunt- 
ings as these are not as if they were 
visionary — they come and go like 
forms and shapes still embued with 
life. Shall we vainly stretch out our 
arms to embrace and hold them fast, 
or as vainly seek to entrench ourselves 
by thoughts of this world against their 
vbitation? The soul in its sickness 
knows not whether it be the duty of 
love to resign itself to indifference or 
to despair. Shall it enjoy life, they 
being dead I Shall the survivors, for 
yet a little while, walk in other com- 
panionship out into the day, and let 
the sunbeams settle on their heads as 
they used to do, or cover them with 
dust and ashes, and show to those in 
heaven that love for them is now to be 
expressed by remorse and penitence I 



Christopher in his Cave I and he 
makes, we assure you, a very pretty 
hermit. Our beard is not so long as thaJt 
goat's hanging on the cliff. In Chris- 
tian countries. Recluses shave, and 
are attentive to their toilet. We even 
wear not spectacles, for we have come 
to enjoy the haze our decaying eye- 
sight gives to all objects in nature, nor 
envy yours, but bless it, that sees them 
for ever effulgent. World-sick ? Yea, 
streets are not the channels of the 
streams we love, whose flowings are 
in the soul. Earth-sick? Nay— filial 
shall we be to the last — and bless her 
as she takes us back into her bosom. 
Life-sick? Ohl say it not — for God 
is good — and grief gracious ; and sor- 
row consecrates the path of fading and 
faded flowers — yet some among them, 
O wo 1 and bliss is me ! brighter so 
help us heaven than ever— that leadeth 
to the grave. 

And where is our Cave ? Hush — 
for we must not '* prate of its where- 
abouts" — were we to do so, it would 
dissolve. But this much we may re- 
veal — it is in the Highlands. That is 
a wide word, and will not break the 
spell. The interior is cool in these 
the Dog-days — nor would it be other- 
wise if Sirius himself were panting at 
its mouth. Yet perfectiy dry — though 
one wonders how without mobture of 
some kind or other the moss roof and 
walls, in their infinite varieties of co- 
loiuing, can be so freshly beautiful. 
'Tis but some four paces wide — some 
six long — and the key-stone of the 
arch littie higher than our heads— the 
roof at no place beyond touch of the 
long nail or claw on our middle finger. 
In a niche facing the light we are re- 
posing on a couch covered with the 
furs of fox, wild-cat, and otter — a 
root- wreathed table, with slate-slab 
fair as any marble, we ever and anon 
— leaning on our elbow — keep writing 
away at — as now — soliloquizing />eiifi<e 
susurru — of which the whole wide 
world will be listening delighted, in a 
week or so — for sound travels slowly 
through such a solitude— to the echo. 
Friend of our soul I would thou wert 
here— for the first time in thy life to 
hear silence. 

What! you are eyeing that other 
table in shadow. That brightest of 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



Christopher in his Cave. 



269 



crystal would seem empty to an inex- 
perienced eye — to yours full to the 
stopper— of Glenlivet. They who 
placed it there were far from supposing 
that we were likely to imbibe the dimi- 
dium of a gallon — but 'tis an old sa- 
ying superstition of the mountains that 
to place before a solitary man ayessel 
in which spirits are, yet fill it not, is 
fatal. Ay — wbeaten bread of whitest 
grain — though grown in the regions 
of heather. No need of the Po for 
Parmesan. The meadows here over- 
flow with milk as with honey. Field- 
strawberries redden the rocks — and 
these basket-fulls by fairy hands were 
gathered, ere a dew-drop had of itself 
evanished — ^though 'tis a wonder, even 
to ourselves, wliere can have grown 
those glorious grapes, pale and purple, 
in piled-up clusters — all for Chris- 
topher in his Cave — the Sardanapalus 
that he is — ^yet abstemious as that old 
Roman at his Turnip Feast. 

A Library, too, we declare — and 
well-selected — for there is the face of 
Maga — these six vols, are manifestly 
Moxon*s edition of Wordsworth — 
there is no mistaking Pickering's 
Shakspeare by Campbell— and here, 
on the table before us, Milton, a 
mighty mass of ore from the gold 

mines, and beside him an Album. 

In their own handwriting page after 
page of poetry by the great poets and 
the good ! Creations of the pencil too 
— ^landscapes belonging to all the 
loveliest lands on earth and the most 
magnificent — by amateurs who are 
artists indeed — and by famous artists 
•proud to leave some relic of their 
genius in the Book of Beauty, laid 
here by Beauty*s hands, to charm in 
his solitude an old man*s eyes ! 

And what volume is this, annual- 
like in its primrose-coloured boards, 
if boards they be, so delicate in their 
seeming, and with lily-leaves that look 
as if they were fragrant — and fragrant 
must they be, if ever breathed over 
have they been by the lips of her who 
placed them for the perusal of Christo- 
pher in his Cave. " Poems of Many 
Yeaeb by Richard Monkton Milnes ;*' 
the name is not infamiliar, nor yet is 
it familiar to our ear — thirty years ago - 
and upwards we heard a man of the 
name of Milnes speak in Parliament 
in surpassing style — ^this may not be 
the same — no — no — for he, if extant, 
must be as ancient as ourselves — and 
poetry may flow into — ^but not out of 

VOL. XLXy« NO. CCLXXIV, 



the heart of one who is half-way-down 
the hill of life. " 'Tis his son !" Ha ! 
what voice gave that whisper ? Wast 
thine, thou restless wren, that fifty 
times at least within these two or three 
hours we have been sitting here, hast 
been borne leaf-like out and in our 
Cave, and only now been perceived 
by us to have all the while been occu- 
pied — in bringing food to a voracious 
nestful that will soon exchange the 
twilight of this cave for that of the 
umbrage of the many-gladed woods ? 

Time was we pounced on a book the 
instant we saw it on the board, like 
osprey on fish showing its back upon 
the bUlow — with a clutch as sure, and 
maw as ravenous— -shrieking over it as 
we tore it piece-meal. In our sacred 
hunger no bones of a book made we 
then — ^we swallowed it guts aiid all-^ 
and, lighter from the repast, upsoared 
in circles, and then shot straight as an 
arrow, " to prey in distant isles." 
Now we leisurely alight beside it, like 
an old sick sea-eagle as we are, and 
mumble at a leaf or two as if with 
our teeth we had lost our appetite, and 
our stomach were in sympathy with 
our gums. Often do we crawl away 
from our quarry without tasting it— 
without so much as knowing whether 
it be fish, flesh, or fowl — and keep 
sitting disconsolately for hours toge- 
ther on a stone or stump like a mere 
bunch of feathers. O Audubon ! no 
more shalt thou behold Us — a Speck 
in the Sun — no more shalt thou hear 
Us— a Cry in the Cloud. 

*' Poems of Many Years!'* 'Tis 
something to lie here — be assured, O 
Volume 1 for the Lady whom all those 
mountains love is herself a poet — and 
no book that is not poetry would she 
place for chance of perusal by Chris- 
topher in his Cave. The still study — 
the busy parlour — the bedchamber 
serene — the mirthful drawingroom — 
are one and all fit places for the peru- 
sal of poetry ; but fitter the wood, the 
grove, the glen — fittest — and already 
we b^n to feel the inspiration — such 
a Cave as this — in the heart of inland 
peace— yet visited — ^if we mistake not 
— by the voice of the sea. 

Let us hold converse, then, with 
this brother in the spirit, whom we 
may never see in the flesh — and let 
^is pretty pen of ours, plucked from 
a stockdove's wing, and nibbed by 
Genevieve, cease its prattling, while 
we recite to ourselves— ac/ aperturam 
9 
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libri^one lay to test the worth of all 
-^to assure Christopher in hU Cave 
whether Mr Milues be or be not a 
Poet. 

TBS WORTH OF BOURS. 

" Believe not that your inner eye 

Ceo ever in jiut meMure try 

The worth of Hours es they go by t 

" For every man's weak self, alas I 
Mftkes him to see them, while they pass 
As through adim or tinted glass : 

" But if in earnest care you would 
Mete out to each its part of good, 
Trust rather to your after-mood. 

** Those surely are not fairly spent, 
That leave your Spirit bowed and bent 
In sad uitf est and ill-content : 

" And more,— though, free from seeming 

harm, 
You rest from toil of mind or arm. 
Or slow retire ft^m Pleasure's charm,— 

*' If then a pahifnl sense comes on 
Of something wholly lost and gone. 
Vainly enjoyed, or vainly done,— 

*' Of something tmm your being's ehaia 
Broke off, nor to be linkt again 
By an mere liemory can retain,--* 

" Upon yomr heart this troth may rise,** 
Nothing that altogether dies 
Suffioes Man's just destinies : 

<* So should we life, that every Hour 
May die as dies the natural flower,— 
A self-reviving thing of power ; 

« That every Thought and every Deed 
May hold within itself the seed 
Of future good and future meed ; 

" Esteeming Sorrow, whose employ 
Is to develope, not destroy, 
Fsr better than a barren Joy." 



Sweet— 8erioui«-0oleinQ"— wise and 
good. 

'Tifl pleasant in a Cave to glano6» 
with ever and anon a pausing eye, 
over a volume like this^ of whiofa one 
by-heart-gotten strain easilj persuades 
us tiiat the rest must be trustworthy 
to our memory — to glanee over h 
without absolutelv reading it^ yet all 
the while feeling the breath, and seeing 
the glow of its beauty— just as it is 
pleasant in a room* in like manner^ to 
glanee over an array of ladies fair, not 
one of whom we h%ye looked on long 
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enough to love, yet nothing doubting 
that had we ever so many hearts we 
could give them all away among the 
virgin apparitions. 

Or, if this simllo do not satisfy, let 
us tell you that we like to look at a 
Volume as at a Valley — discerning 
not one feature of the scene distinoUyy 
but feeling its spirit as surely as if we 
distincUy disoemed them all — so that^ 
when our dreamy eyes cooie to settle 
down upon it, every object occupies 
the very place we expected to find it 
in, and is of the very character and 
kind we thought it to be, only lovelier 
in their neighbourhood, because now all 
understood, and forming in themselves 
a little world where beauty has reduced 
them all into order, and order is the 
expression of peace I 

Nay, if we still must strive to make 
olear our meaning, have you never 
sat in a boat on a lake before known 
to you but by name, and, unwilling all 
at once to look steadily on what is 
nevertheless filling your breast with 
delight, kept even your hands at times 
over your eyes, ana at others glanced 
stealthily around, almost as if afraid 
to lapse into the magical world among 
whose shadows you were sailing, till, 
taking courage as it were from the 
gUmpses of beauty that nuide them* 
selves be seen whether you would or 
no^perhaps from some other fairy 
pinnace passing by meteorous with 
itscloud of sail— or bird floating away 
imdbturbedly among the reeds, too 
happy to fly from its own bay where 
there was every thing to love and no- 
thing to fear — ^you have at last de-* 
livered up your whole soul to the 
•cene, and in one minute have become 
almost as well acquainted vrith its 
character as if you had lived for years 
on its banks, and have added to the 
domain of memory, never more to 
fade, a lovelier vision than Imagina- 
tion's self could have created in the 
world of Dreams I 

This comes of soliloquizing criticism 
on Poetry, with a pen plucked from 
the wing of a stockdove, and nibbed 
by Genevieve, in a Highland Caye. 
Pardon our prolixity — and read-»» 



TBI LOMG-AOO. 

<< Eyes which can but ill define 
Shapes that rise about and near. 
Through the fkr horison's line 
Stretch a vision free and dear s 
Memories feeble to retrace 
Yesterday's isuaediate i&oWf 
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Find a dear &miliar fttce 
In each hour of Long-ago. 
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'' Follow yon majestic d«in 
Down the slopes of old renown. 
Knightly forms without disdain, 
Sainted heads without a frown ; 
Emperors of thought and hand 
Congregate, a glorious show. 
Met from every age aqd land 
In the plains of Long-ago. 

" As the heart of childhood brings 
Something of eternal joy, 
From its own unsounded springs. 
Such as life can scarce destroy s 
So, remindful of the prime 
Spirits, wandering to and fto. 
Rest upon the resting time 
In the peace of Long-ago* 

'* Youthful Hope's religious fire. 
When it bums no longer, leaves 
Ashes of impure Desire 
On the altars it deceives ; 
But the light that fills the Past 
Sheds a still diviner glow. 
Ever farther it is cast 
O'er the scenes of Long-ago. 

'* Many a growth of pain and care, 
Ciunbering all the present hour. 
Yields, when once transplanted there, 
Healthy fruit or pleasant flower ; 
Thoughts that hardly flourish here, 
Feelings long have ceased to Mow, 
Breathe a native atmosphere 
In the world of Long-ago. 

*' On that deep-retiring shore 
Frequent pearls of beauty lie. 
Where the passion-waves of yore 
Fiercely beat and mounted high : 
Sorrows that are sorrows still 
Lose the bitter taste of wo ; 
Nothing's altogether ill 
In the griefs of Long-ago. 

" Tombs where lonely love repines. 
Ghastly tenements of tears. 
Wear the look of happy shrines 
Thro* the golden mist of years : 
Death, to those who trust in good. 
Vindicates his hardest blow ; 
Oh I we would not, if we could. 
Wake the sleep of Long-ago I 

" Tho' the doom of swift decay 
Shocks the soul where life is strong, 
Tho' for frailer hearts the day 
Lingers sad and overlong, — 
Still the weight will find a leaven, 
Still the spoiler's hand is slow. 
While the Future has its Heaven, 
And the PMtit» Loog-ago." 



A green old ftge is Uie most loTiii|f a 
son of life, for almost all other paMioni 
are then dead or dying, or the mind, no 
more at the mercy of a troubled heart, 
compares the little pleasure their gra- 
tification can ever yield now with what 
it could at any time long ago, and lets 
them rest. Envy is the worst dis- 
turber or embitterer of man's declining 
years — but it does not deserve the name 
of a passion — and is a disease, not of the 
poor in splrit*-for they are blessed-* 
but of the mean, and then they indeed 
are cursed. Forour own parts we know 
Envy but as we have studied it in others 
—and neyer felt it except towards the 
wise and good — and then 'twas a long- 
ing desire to be like them, painful only 
when our hearts almost died within us 
to think that might never be, and Uiat 
all our loftiest aspirations were in 
vain ! Our envy of Genius is of a na- 
ture so noble that it knows no happi- 
ness like that of guarding from mildew 
the laurels on the brows of the Muses' 
Sons. What a dear kind soul of a critic 
is old Christopher North 1 Watering 
the flowers of poetry, and removing 
the weeds that mi^ht choke them— 
letting in the sunsbme upon them and 
fencing them from the blast; pro- 
claiming where the gardens grow, and 
leading boys and virgins into the plea- 
sant sdleys — teaching hearts to love 
and eyes to see their beauty, and clas- 
sifying, by the attributes it has pleased 
nature to bestow on the various orders, 
the plants of Paradise— this is our 
occupation — and the happiness of wit- 
nessing Uiem all growing in the light 
of admiration is our reward. How 
many will be induced to read this 
volume by the specimens now selected 
by us in our Cave I How harmo- 
niously they combine — rather select- 
ing themselves — offering themselves 
to us by force of fine aflinitles — fami- 
lies of kindred emotions that come 
flocking of their own accord to our 
feet. 



THE VLIOBT OV TOUTS. 

" No, tho* aU the winds that Ue 
In the circle of the sky 
Trace him out and pray and moac^ 
Each in its most plaintive tone, — 
No, tho* Earth be split with sighs. 
And aU the Kings that reign 
Over Nature*s mysteries 
Be our faithfuUest allies, 
All«-aU is vain -, 
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They may follow on Us track. 
But He never will come back. 
Never again 1 

" Youth is gone away, 
Cruel cruel Youth, 
Full of gentleness and ruth 
Did we think him all his stay ; 
How had he the heart to wreak 
Such a wo on us so weak. 
He that was so tender-meek ? 
How could he be made to learn 
To find pleasure in our pain ? 
Could he leave us, to return 
Never again 1 

** Bow your heads very low. 
Solemn-measured be your paces. 
Gathered up in grief your &ces, 
Sing sad music as ye go ; 
^ In disordered hsndfuls strew 
Strips of cypress, sprigs of rue ; 
In your hands be borne the bloom. 
Whose long petals once and only 
Look from their pale-leaved tomb 
In the darkness lonely ; 
Let the nightshade's beaded coral 
Fall in melancholy moral 
Your wan brows around. 
While in very scorn ye fling 
The amaranth upon the ground 
As an unbeliev^d thing ; 
What care we for its fair tale 
Of beauties that can never fail, 
Glories that can never wane ? 
No such blooms are on the track 
J7e has past, who will come back 
Never again ! 

" Alas, we know not how he went, 

We knew not he was going, 

For had our tears once found a vent, 

We had stayed him with their flowing. 

It was as an earthquake, when 

We awoke and found him gone. 

We were miserable men. 

We were hopeless, every one ! 

Yes, he must have gone away 

In his guise of every day. 

In his common dress, the same 

Perfect face and perfect frame ; 

For in feature, for in limb, 

Who could be compared to him ? 

Firm his step, as one who knows 

He is free, where'er he goes. 

And withal as light of spring 

At the arrow from the string ; 

His impassioned eye had got 

Fire which the sun has not ; 

Silk to feel, and gold to see. 

Fell his tresses full and free, 

Like the morning mists that glide 

Soft adown the mountain's side ; 

Most delicious 'twas to hear 

When his voice was trUlipg clear, 



As a silver-hearted bell. 
Or to follow its low swell. 
When, as dreamy winds that stray 
Fainting 'mid ^lian chords. 
Inner music seemed to play 
Symphony to all his words ; 
In his hand was poised a spear. 
Deftly poised, as to appear 
Resting of its proper will,— 
Thus a merry hunter still. 
And engarlanded with bay. 
Must our Youth have gone away, 
Tho* we half remember now. 
He had borne some little while 
Something mournful in his smile- 
Something serious on his brow : 
Gentle Heart, perhaps he knew 
The cruel deed he was about to do ! 
Now, between us all and Him 
There are rising mountains dim. 
Forests of uncounted trees. 
Spaces of unmeasured seas ; 
Think, with Him how gay of yore 
We made sunshine out of shades- 
Think with Him how light we bore 
All the burden sorrow laid ; 
All went happily about Him, — 
How shall we toil on without Him ? 
How without his cheering eye 
Constant strength embreathing ever ? 
How without Him standing by 
Aiding every hard endeavour ? 
For when faintness or disease 
Had usurped upon our knees. 
If he deigned our lips to kiss 
With those living lips of his. 
We were lightened of our pain. 
We were up and hale again : — 
Now, without one blessing glance 
From his rose-lit countenance. 
We shall die, deserted men, — 
And not see him, even then ! 
We are cold, very cold, — 
All our blood is drying old. 
And a terrible heart-dearth 
Reigns for us in heaven and earth : 
Forth we stretch our chilly fingers 
In poor effort to attain 
Tepid embers, where still lingers 
Some preserving warmth, in vain. 
Oh ! if Love, the Sister dear 
Of Youth that we have lost. 
Come not in swift pity here. 
Come not, with a host 
Of Affections, strong and kind. 
To bold up our sinking mind, 
If She will not, of her grace. 
Take her Brother's holy place, 
And be to us, at least a part 
Of what he was, in Life and Heart, 
The faintness that is on our breath 
Can have no other end but Death.'* 

We read these lines withont fearing 
to let all their pathos fall upon our 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.1 'Christopher in his Cave. IffS 

spirits — for into Its depths should that Yon orb, bat now who swept the East, 



pathos sink, it will find there a repose 
it cannot disturb^ or a trouble it can- 
not allay. The truths they teU have 
heen so long familiar there, that we 
seem to hear but our own Toice again 
giving utterance to thoughts that for 
many years have lain silent, but alive« 
in their cells — ^like slumberers awak- 
ened at midnight by solemn music, 
lifting up their heads for a while to 
listen, and then laying them down to 
relapse into the same dreams that had 
possessed their sleep. But ye who are 
still young — ^yet have begun to expe- 
rience how sad it is and mournful ex- 
ceedingly to regret, perhaps to weep 
over, the passing away and the past, 
because that something was that never 
more mat/ 6e— ponder ye on the strain, 
and lay the moral, the religious lesson 
it teaches within your hearts. So 
may the sadness sancdfy — and the 
Spirits that God sends to minister un- 
to us children of the dust, find you 
willing to be comforted, when Youth 
has left you, heedless if to despair— 
for Angel though he seem, he is not of 
heaven — but of heaven are they, and 
therefore immortal. 

Now receive into your hearts, O 
Youths ! — ^undivided by any commen- 
tary of ours — these three strains po- 
tent in the peace they breathe — and 
verily, even in this noisy world the 
peaceful are the strong. The first, it 
is true, speaks of change, decay, and 
trouble — and the second is saddened 
by the melancholy which imagination 
often carries into the heart — ^but the 
third is elevating and ennobling — and 
the throe, thus read as one, leave the 
spirit calm, and prepared to face the 
future in the confidence of love and 
truth. 

TO MY BROTHER. 

•* Six years, six cycles of dead hoars, 
Six falls of leaves, six births of flowers, 
It is not that, yoa know full well. 
That makes my lab'riog bosom swell, 
*Tis not the memory of lost Time, 
Since last I heard that matin chime. 
That brings to sense a sleeping sorrow. 
To bid this long-left scene good-morrow — 
It is the curse to feel as men, 
And be not now, as we were then. 
The snowy down on yonder hiU 
Through thousand summers glistens 

sUll.— 
Yon stream will ne'er to time surrender 
Us rapid path of diamond splendour,— 



With train of ruby and amethyst. 

Rides on, onweariedly as ever, 

0*er firowning rock, and glitt'ring river ; 

Those trees, I own, are somewhat higher, — 

The ivy round the village spire 

In fuller-clust'ring leaf has grown, — 

We cannot call that cot our own, — 

But what has changed in this sweet glen 

As we from what our hearts were then ? 

Say you, the glow of hope is bright. 

And if it be a meteor light. 

That hurtles through the thick'ning sky, 

'Tis wise to catch it ere it die ? 

TeU you me, 'tis a joy to feel 

Our toil increase a fellow's weal 9 

That, 'mid these fainting, fading, bowers. 

There linger still some am'ranth flowers, 

And honest will, and honest prayer. 

Will find them lurking every where ? — 

Say on, I can but add, Amen^- 

We are not now as we were then. 

" Oh, Brother 1 when I gaxe upon 
These tombs of little blisses gone,— 
When, through the dense and steamy air, 
Which we with men are wont to share, 
A breese of distant youth has stole 
In freshness on my fevered soul,^ 
I feel like one who long has lain 
With madness gath*ring in his brain. 
And, bursting from the strong distress. 
Wakes to a terrible consciousness. 
Then blame you, that my pulse beat now. 
Blame you the agony on my brow ? 
There was, when fear was all a stranger. 
Ere knowledge showed the way to danger— 
When love was Arm— when faith was sure. 
And head and heart alike secure ; — 
But now, . . . Remember you a flower 
Which we with care, from sun and 

shower, — 
It was our mother's, — ^loved to guard, 
And how we joyed in our reward, 
When first we watcht iU bloom appear, 
When it was old so many a year ; 
And how we heard, with tearful eye. 
The good old gardener's prophecy, — 
For he was deep in nature's lore, — 
That that bright plant would bloom no 

more? 
The flowers feU off,— the stalk was ga- 
thered, — 
The root grew dry, — the lank leaves wi- 
thered, — 
And, sad to lose its only pride. 
The poor Agave sunk and died : 
Our one, our only bloom is gone. 
But, Brother, still we linger on. 

*• Between the cradle and the shroud. 
If chance, amid the pilgrim crowd. 
Though strange the time and strange the 

plaoe, 
We light on some famUiar face. 
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Onoe loved and ksown, m friend knows 

friend, 
In whom a ihouaand memories blend, 
Which whilom Blconbered dull and dim* 
Bat rise in Hght and cling to him } 
Though not a trait of old as wont. 
Though care has knit the ample front. 
And vice unstrung the well-toned framov 
Still 9omet}uxkgf^somethmff is the same. 
But if we ever hope to find 
Some traces in that life-worn mind 
Of its pure selC its simple being, 
Such as it was, when, unforeseeing. 
We thought that Nature's laws would ftdl, 
Ere Sin could make its boldness quail ; 
Such as it was, ere sensuous things 
Had clipt the bird of Eden's wings, 
Ere stifled groan and secret sigh 
Replaced the tear so soon bmsht by,— >• 
'Tis vain,— alas, for human shame I 
There nothing, nothing is the 
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Little of eare or tliottght vte wanted 
To guard its beauty fresh and whole ; 
But when the one empassioned age 
Has full revealed the magic bloom, 
A wise and holy tutelage 
Alone can shun the open tomb. 



** O that the pidnter's fav'rite scheme 

Were not alone a painter's dream ! 

O that the Paradise he feigns. 

Where Innocence with Childhood reigns. 

And cherub forms and infant guise 

Inclose the heart divinely wise, 

Were not alone a Poet's creed,— 

No symbol, — but a truth indeed ! 

That all this circling life might dose 

Its wearied course where first it rose, 

And that our second life must be 

A new, eternal, infancy, 

Keeping the bliss we lose as men, 

Te be for aye as we were then 1" 



TBI vauiFnsHip nowzB. 

** When first the Friendship-flower is 

planted 
Within the garden of your soul. 



** It is not Absence you should dread, — 
For Absence is the very air 
In which, if sound at root, the head 
Shall wave most wonderful and fair ; 
With sympathies of joy and sorrow 
Fed, as with morn and even dews, 
Ideal colouring it may borrow 
Richer than ever earthly hues. 

" But oft the plant, whose leaves unscre 

Refresh the desert, hardly brooks 

The common-peopled atmosphere 

Of daily thoughts and words and looks ; 

It trembles at the brushing wings 

Of many a careless fashion-fly, 

And stnmge suspicions aim their stings 

To taint it as they wanton by. 

** Rare is the heart to bear a flower. 
That must not wholly fall and fade, 
Where alien feelings, hour by hour. 
Spring up, beset, and overshade ; 
Better, a child of care and toil. 
To glorify some needy spot. 
Than in a glad redundant soil 
To pine neglected and forgot, 

" Yet when, at last, by human slight. 
Or dose of their permitted day. 
From the sweet world of life and light 
Such flne creations lapse away,— 
Bury the relics that retain 
Sick odours of departed pride, — 
Hoard as ye will your memory's gain. 
But let them perish where they died." 



rAMlLlAE LOVE. 



** We read together, reading the same book, 
Our heads bent forward in a half embrace. 
So that each shade that either spirit took 
Was straight reflected in the other's face ; 
We read, not silent, nor aloud, but each 
Followed the eye that passed the page along. 
With a low murmuring sound, that was not speech^ 

Yet with so much monotony. 

In its half slumbering harmony. 

You might not call it song ; 

More like a bee, that in the noon rejoices, 
Than any customed mood of human voices. 

'* Then if some wayward or disputed sense 
Made cease awhile that music, and brought on 
A strife of gracious-worded diflerenee. 
Too light to hurt our souls* dear unison. 
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We had experieoee of a bHnfnl lUle, 
Id which our powen of thought itood s«ptrat0f 
Each, in iti own high freedom, set apart. 
Bat both eloae folded in one loring lieart ; 
So that we leemed, without conceit, to be 
Both one and two in our identity. 

** We prayed together, praying the same prayer, 
But each that prayed did seem to be alone, 
And saw the otiier in a golden air 
Poised fkr away, beneath a vacant throne, 
Becko*ning the kneeler to arise and sit 
Within the giory which encompast it : 
And when obeyed, the Vision stood betide, 
And led the way through the upper hyaline, 
Smiling in beauty tenfold glorified. 
Which, while on earth, bad seemed enough divine. 
The beauty of the Spirit- Bride, 
Who guided the rapt Florentine. 

** Tlie depth of human reason must become 
As deep as is the holy human heart. 
Ere asght in written phrases can impart 
The might and meaning of tliat ecstasy 
To tliose low souls, who hold the mystery 
Of the unseen unirene for dark and dumb. 

'* But we were mortal still, and when again 
We raised onr bended knees, I do not say 
That our descending spirits felt no pain 
To meet the dimness of an earthly day ; 
Yet not as those disheartened, and the more 
Debased, the higher that they rose before. 
But, from the exaltation of that hour. 
Out of God*s choicest treasury, bringing down 
New virtue to sustain all ill, — new power 
To braid Life's thorns into a regal crown, 
We past into the outer world, to prove 
The strength miraculous of united Love." 

Strange that with all our love of though we look with delight on the 
nature, and of art, we never were a work when done bj others the pie- 
Painter. True that in boyhood we ture without the process — the pro* 
were no contemptible hand at a Lion duct of genius, without thought of its 
or a Tiger — and sketches by us of mortal instruments. We work in 
such cats springing or preparing to words, and words are, in good truth, 
spring in keelavine, dashed off some images, feelings, thoughts ; and of 
fifty or sixty years ago, might well these the outer world as well as 
make Edwin Landseer stare. Even the inner is composed, let materialists 

yet we are a sort of Salvator Rosa at say what they will. Prose is poetry 

a savage scene, and our black-lead we have proved /^a^ to the satisfaction 

pencil heaps up confused shatterings of all mankind. Look I we beseech 

of rocks, and flings a mountainous you — ^how the little Loch seems to rise 

region into convulsions, as if an earth- up with its tall heronnr — a central isle 

quakehesLYedfin away thatis 710 canttt^, —and all its sylvan braes, till it lies 

making people shudder as if something almost on a level with the floor of our 

had gone wrong with this planet of Cave, from which in three minutet we 

ours, and creation were falling back could hobble on our crutch down the 

into chaos. But we love scenes of inclining greensward to tibe Bay of 

beautiful repose too profoundly ever Waterluies, and in that canoe b« afloat 

to dream of " trans&rring them to among the Swans. All lnrches_not 

canvass." Such employment would any other kind of tree— -except the 

be felt by ui to be desecration — pines,on whose topi tibekfge nests re- 
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pose—and here and there a still bird 
standing as if aslocp. What a place 
for Roes 1 

Why, we are absolutely writing an 
article, and to fill a sheet how pleasant 
to have recourse again to such a man 
as Mihies! Thus — 

THE MEN OF OLD. 

** 1 know not that the men of old 

Were better than men now. 

Of heart more kind, of hand more bold, 

Of more ingenuous brow : 

I heed not those who pine for force 

A ghost of Time to raise, 

A« if they thus could check the course 

Of these appointed days. 

<* Still is it true, and over true, 

That I delight to close 

This book of life self- wise and new, 

And let my thoughts repose 

On all that humble happiness, 

The world has since foregone, — 

The daylight of contenteduess 

That on those faces shone ! 

With righU, tho* not too closely scanned, 

Enjoyed, as far as known, — 

With will by no reverse unmanned, — 

With pulse of even tone,— 

They from to-day and from to-night 

Expected nothing more, 

Than yesterday and yesternight 

Had proffered them before. 

•* To them was life a simple art 

Of duties to be done, 

A game where each man took his part, 

A race where all must run ; 

A battle whose great scheme and scope 

They little cared to know. 

Content, as men at arms, lo cope 

Each with his fronting foe. 

*' Man now his Virtue's diac'em 

Puts on and proudly wears. 

Great thoughts, great feelings, came to 

them, 
Like instincts, tmawares : 
Blending their souls* sublimest needs 
With tasks of every day, ^ 
They went about their gravest deeds, 
As noble boys at play. — 



" And what if Nature's fearful wound 

They did not probe and bare. 

For that their spirits never swooned 

To watch the misery there, — 

For that their love but flowed more 

fast. 
Their charities more free, 
Not conscious what mere drops they 

cast 
Into the^vil sea. 



[Aag. 

" A man's best things are nearest him. 

Lie close about his feet, 

It is the distant and the dim 

That we are sick to greet : 

For flowers that grow our hands beneath 

We struggle and aspire, — 

Our hearU must die, except they breathe 

The air of fresh Desire. 

•* But, Brothers, who up Reason's hill 

Advance with hopeful cheer, — 

O 1 loiter not, those heighU are cliill. 

As chill as they are clear ; 

And still restrain your haughty gaze, 

The loftier that ye go, 

Remembe'ring distance leaves a haxe 

On all that lies below." 

Think not that we should have 
wearied of our own company in this 
Cave, had we been without a mate- 
rial book. In our mind is a library 
of other substance — and we are al- 
ways in a state of clairvoyance. We 
have been reading Milnes now with 
the palm of our hand— but that is 
merely because the volume happens 
to be on the table— we see through 
Shakspeare, and Milton, and Spenser, 
and Wordsworth, in the niche yon- 
der — nor need they be there— for 
with shut eyes we can read in to our- 
selves the Paradise Lost, and the Ex- 
cursion, and the Fairy Queen, and the 
Tempest, in editions out of print, and 
that we never saw— what think you 
of that, Dupotet? Doctors Elliot- 
son and Lardner,pray hold your peace. 
We tie our black silk neckerchief 
round our eyes — till we are as blind 
as a mole, a bat, or as an impostor- 
turn you up " Poems of many Years" 
—correct us if we err in a single syl- 
lable—and hearken to Christopher in 
his Cave — spiritually not animally 
magnetized— reading the " Lay of 
the Humble" — with his thumb ! 

THE LAY OF THE HUMBLK. 

<* I have no comeliness of frame. 
No pleasant range of feature ; 
I'am feeble, as when first I came 
To earth, a weeping creature ; 
My voice is low whene'er I speak. 
And singing faint my song ; 
But though thus cast among the weak, 
I envy not the strong. 



" The trivial part in life I play 
Can have so light a bearing 
On other men, who, night or day. 
For me are never caring ; 
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That, though I find not mudi to Men, 
Nor food for exaltation, 
I know that I am tempted less,*- 
And that is consolation. 

<* The beautiful ! the noble blood ! 

I shrink as they pass by, — 

Such power for evil or for good 

Is flashing from each eye ; 

They are indeed the stewards of Heaven, 

High-headed and strong-handed : 

From those, to whom so much is given, 

How much may be demanded ! 

" *Tis true, I am hard buffeted. 

Though few can be my foes, 

Harsh words fall heavy on ny head. 

And unresisted blows ; 

But then I think, * had I been bom,-« 

Hot spirit — sturdy frame — 

And passion prompt to follow scom,-» 

1 might have done the same.' 

'* To me men are for what they are. 

They wear no masks with me ; 

I never sicken'd at the jar 

Of ill-tuned flattery; 

I never mourned affections lent 

In folly or in blindness ; 

The kindness that on me is spent 

Is pure, unasking, kindness. 

<' And most of all, I never felt 

The sgonizing sense 

Of seeing love from passion melt 

Into indifference ; 

The fearful shame, that day by day 

Burns onward, still to bum. 

To* have thrown your precious heart away, 

And met thu black return. 

** I almost fancy that the more 

I am cast out from men. 

Nature has made me of her store 

A worthier denizen ; 

As if it pleased her to caress 

A plant grown up so wild. 

As if the being parentless 

Made me the more her child. 

*' Athwart my face when blushes pass 
To be so poor and weak, 
I fall unto the dewy grass. 
And cool my fevered cheek ; 
And hear a music strangely made, 
That you have never heard, 
A sprite in every rustling blade. 
That sings like any bird. 

'* My dreams are dreams of pleasantDeaB,<-i 

But yet 1 always run. 

As to a father's morning kiss, 

When rises the round sun ; 

I see the flowers on stalk and stem, 

Light shmbf, and poplars tall, 
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Enjoy the breeze,-»I rock with them. 
We' are merry brothers alL 

" I do remember well, when first 

I saw the great blue sea, — 

It was no straoger-fisce, that burst 

In terror upon me ; 

My heart began, firom the first glance, 

His solemn pulse to fpllow, 

I danced with every billow's dance, 

And shouted to their hollo. 

" The Lamb that at it's mother's side 
Reclines, a tremulous thing. 
The Robin in cold winter-tide. 
The Linnet in the Spring, 
All seem to be of kin to ma. 
And love my slender hand, — 
For we are bound, by God's decree. 
In one defensive band. 

" And children, who the worldly mind 

And ways have not put on. 

Are ever glad in me to find 

A blithe companion : 

And when for play they leave their homes, 

Left to their own sweet glee. 

They hear my step, and cry, ' He comes. 

Our little firiend,— 'tis he.* 

" Have you been out some starry night, 

And found it joy to bend 

Your eyes to one particular light. 

Till it became a friend ? 

And then, so loved that gUste'ning spot. 

That, whether it wete far 

Or more or less, it mattered not, — 

It still was your own star. 

*' Thus, and thus only, can you know. 
How I, even scorned I, 
Can live in love, tho* set so low, 
And' my ladie-love so high ; 
Thus learn, that on this varied ball, 
Whate'er can breathe and move. 
The meanest, lomest, thing of all- 
Still owns its right to love. 

'* With no fair round of household cares 

Will my lone hearth be blest. 

Nor can the snow of my old hairs 

Fall on a loving breast ; 

No darling pledge of spousal &ith 

Shall I be found possessing. 

To whom a blessing with my breath 

Would be a double blessing : 

" But yet my love with sweets is rife. 

With happiness it teems. 

It beautifies my waking life, 

And waits upon my dreams ; 

A shape that floats upon the night. 

Like foam upon the sea, — 

A voice of Seraphiiii,«-A Ught 

Of present Deity! 
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I hide ne in the dark areftde, 
"When she walki forth alon«>*<- 
I feast upon her hair's rich braid <» 
Her half-nnclaaped lone : 
I watch the flittingi of ber drtflf. 
The bending booghs between,—- 
I trace her footstep's (aery press 
On' the scarcely ruffled green. 

*< Oh deep delight 1 the fr^ guitar 

Trembles beneath her hand, 

She sings a song she brought from far, 

I cannot understand ; 

Her voice is always as from heaven. 

But yet I seem to hear 

Its music best» when thus 'tis giren 

AU music to my ear. 

*< She* has tamed her tender eyes around 

And seen me croudiing there. 

And smiles, just as that last full sound 

Is fainting on the air ; 

And now, I can go forth so proud, 

And raise my head so tall — 

My heart within me beats so kwd. 

And musical withal :— 

*•* And there is summer all the while, 

Mid-winter though it be, — 

How should the universe not smile, 

When she has smiled on me ? 

For though that smile can nothing more 

Than merest pity prove. 

Yet pity, it was sung of yore, 

Is not «o fkr from love. 

" From what a crowd of lovers' woes, 

My weakness is exempt ! 

How far more fortunate than those 

Who mark me for contempt 1 

No fear of rival happiness 

My fervent glory smothers, 

The zephyr Obas me none the less 

That it is bland to others. 

'' Thus without share in coin or land, 
But well content to hold 
The wealth of Nature in my hand. 
One flail of virgin gold — • 
My Love above me like a Bun->- 
My own bright thoughts my wings— » 
Thro' life I trust to flatter on, 
As gay as aught that sings. 

" One hour I own I dread-^to die 

Alone and unbefriended^- 

No soothing voice, no tearful eye^ 

But that must soon be ended } 

And then I shall receive my part 

Of everlasting treasure. 

In that just world where eaeh nan's heart 

Will be his only rae 



Worthj of AftcHiCns himself, 
whose ** Sexton's Dauohtke'" 



[Ang. 

Sure and so profound — hdM snnk and 
; sinking into how manr thoughtful 
souls — how many loving hearts f 
And now for lunch. Virgin honey 

—we protest — clear as amber ^but 

embalming no beesi for *twas sliced off 
without injury to the wings of a single 
worker. The first of the season we 
have seen — a composite of the essence 
of heather and of clover — in which 

the flavour of the clover must prevail 

for the mountains are not yet empur- 
pled. Such honey, such butter, and 
such oat-cake make a delicious bite^ — 
and how the taste improves on the 
palate, qualified with a smack of- the 
Glenlivet I Most oonsiderate of hea- 
ven's ereatures! Genevieve has left 
on the salver a silver thimble — ^bnt a 
littie too wide for her delicatest fore- 
finger — and ever and anon from it we 
shall quaff the mountain-dew as Oberon 
may be supposed to lay his lips to the 
foz-glove bell, impatient for "his 
morning." Ignoramuses gulp Glen- 
livet from quechs— the Cognoscenti 
sip it from thimbles— thus — thus — thus 
"nealth— happiness — and a husband 
to Victoria, our gracious Queen!" 

And now we shall be communica- 
tive, and whisper into your ear a secret 
about Christopher in lus Cave. Twen- 
ty years ago the Lord of the CasUe 
£ed — the Lady did not long survive 
him — and till within a few summers 
it stood silent as their tomb. The 
sons and daughters were absent long 
and distant far from thdr hereditary 
home, and the heart of the Highlands 
sighed for the return of the brave and 
the beautiful. From Eastern climes 
the Chief returned at last — in the 
prime of manhood — rich and honoured 
— for he had the gift of tongues, and 
genius, and a commanding intellect, 
and his wisdom imposed peace on the 
native princes. The younger brother 
had entered into the naval service — 
fought at Algiers — and on voyage of 
discovery circumnavigated the globe. 
Here for a while he has cast anchor- 
ready at any hour to slip his cable — 
and go to sea. The youngest is in 
orders — and has come to the Ca&tlo 
for a month " from the beautiful fields 
of England,'* and brought his bride. 
And thou — the beloved of thy Father's 
friend, and of thy Mother's — love- 
liest of Christian ladies — what name 
so blessed as thine among the moun- 
tains — in hall, in hut, in shieling 
— "mine own dear GenbvikvisI" 
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Thou art betrothedy-and erennow 
thy stately Iotot is by thy side. 
But in its happiness thy heart is 
kind to the old man who kissed thine 
eyes the day thy father was buried, 
and told thee that Heaven would hush 
thy sobs and dry thy tears. She it 
was who furnished for the Hermit this 
hb Cave — and led him into its twi- 
light — and sat by him in this niche for 
an hour and more, with her hand in 
his— and left him here to his medita- 
tions—gliding away, and turning ere 
she reached the woods, to wave him 
so many short and cheerful farewells I 
• And where are her brothers and their 
friends ? On the Great Loch — or by the 
River — or in the Forest. The late 
Floods have brought up the salmon 
from the sea — and we heard from our 
turret, soon after midnight, the red 
deer belling among the cliffs. 

'Twas feared the family would fall 
into decay — and they were widely 
scattered after their parents' deaths. 
But the brother of the late chieftain 
was a faithful steward — and the for- 
tunes of the house were more than re- 
stored. The Prince is in his palace. 
Last night how beautiful the array in 
that illumined hall ! There sat Gene- 
vieve at her harp — ^harmonious far 
beyond the clarshech — and sung, while 
all was hush, lays of many lands, each 
to its own native music — but none — 
80 spake her tearful or kindling eyes 
-~so dear to the singer^s soul as the 
wild Gaelic airs breathed down by 
tradition from the olden time that 
first heard them in the wilderness, as 
from the voice of one exulting for a 
triumph, or of a weeper seeking by its 
own music to solace ner grief I 

What other pretty book is this? 
<* The Seraphim, and other Poems, by 
Elizabeth Bamett, author of a Trans- 
lation of Prometheus Bound." High 
adventure for a Lady — implying a 
knowledge of Hebrew — or if not — of 
Greek. No common mind displays 
itself in this Preface pregnant with 
lofty thoughts. Yet is her heart 
humble withal — and she wins her way 
into ours by these words — " I assume 
no power of art, except that power of 
love towards it, whicn has remained 
with me from my childhood until now. 
In the power of such a love, and in 
the event of my life being prolonged, 
I would fain hope to write hereafter 
better verses ; out I never can feel 
more intensely than at this moment^ 



nor can it be needfy that any should 
—the sublime uses of poetry^ and the 
solemn responsibilities of the poet." 

We have read much of the volume, 
and glanced it all through, not with- 
out certain reg^rets almost amounting 
to blame, but far more with love and 
admiration. In ** The Seraphim*' there 
is poetry and piety — genius and devo- 
tion ; but the awful Idea of the Poem 
—the Crucifixion — U not sustaine^^ 
and we almost wish it unwritten. 
The gifted writer says — •' I thought 
that, had iEschylus lived after the 
incarnation and crucifixion of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, he might have 
turned, if not in moral and inteUectnal, 
yet in poetie faith, from the solitude 
of Caucasus to the deeper desertness 
of that crowded Jerusalem where none 
had any pity } from the ' faded white 
flower' of the Titanic brow, to the 
'withered grass* of a Heart trampled 
on by its own beloved j from the glo- 
rying of him who gloried that he 
could not die, to the sublimer rneek^ 
ness of the Taster of death for every 
man ; from the launt stung into being 
by the torment, to His more awful si- 
lence, when the agony stood dumb 
before the love ! And I thought how, 
' from the height of this great argu- 
ment,' the scenery of the Prometheus 
would have dwarfed itself even in the 
eyes of its poet — how the fissures of 
his rocks and the innumerous smiles 
of his ocean would have closed and 
waned into blankness, — and his demi- 
god stood confest, so human a concep- 
tion as to fall below the aspiration of 
his own humanity. He would have 
turned from such to the rent rocks and 
darkened sun — rent and darkened by 
a sympathy thrilling through nature, 
but leaving man's heart untouched— 
to the multitudes, whose victim was 
their Saviour — to the Victim, whose 
sustidning thought beneath an unex- 
ampled agony, was not the Titanic 
' I can revenge,' but the celestial * I 
can forgive ! ' ** 

The poems that follow are on subjects 
within the compass of her powers — 
there is beauty in them all — and some of 
them,we think, are altogether beautiful. 
From the ** Poet's Vow,*' " The Ro- 
maont of Margaret,** " Isobers Child," 
compositions of considerable length, 
might be selected pasaages of deep 
pathos — especially from the last, in 
which the workings of a mother's 
love through all t^ phoMB of fear. 
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and bope» and despair^ and heavenly 
consolation^ are given with extraordi- 
nary power> while there is an original- 
ity in the whole cast and conception 
of the strain that beyond all dispute 
proves the possession of genius. But 
they are all disfigured by much imper- 
fect and some bad writing — and the 
fair author is too often seen struggling 
in vain to give due expression to the 
feelings that beset her> and entangled 
in a web of words. *' I would fain 
hope to write hereafter better verses " 
i— and we do not fear that her hopes 
will not be fulfilled— for she " hath 
that within which passe th show,"* but 
will, we predict, some day shine forth 
with conspicuous splendour. 

Some of the shorter compositions 
are almost all we could desire — and 
let us murmur some of them to our- 
selves in our Cave. 



" My little doves have left a nest 

Upon an Indian tree. 
"Whose leaves fantastic take their rest 

Or motion from the sea : 
For, ever there, the sea-winds go 
With sunlit paces, to and fro. 

" The tropic flowers looked up to it, 
The tropic stars looked down : 

And there my little doves did sit, 
With feathers softly brown. 

And glittering eyes that showed their right 

To general Nature's deep delight. 

** And God them taught, at every clote 

Of water far, and wind 
And lifted leaf, to interi>08e 

Their chanting voices kind ; 
Interpreting that love must be 

The meaning of the earth and sea. 

•* Fit ministers I Of living loves. 

Their's hath the calmest sound — 
Their living voice the likest moves 

To lifeless noises round — 
In such sweet monotone as clings 
To music of insensate things 1 

** My little doves were ta*en away 
From that glad nest of theirs, 

Across an ocean foaming aye, 
And tempest-clouded airs. 

My little doves I— who lately knew 

The sky and wave, by warmth and blue I 

"' And now within the city prison, 

In mitt and chillness pent. 
With sudden upward look they listen 

For sounds of past content— 



For lapse of water, swell of breeze. 
Or nut-fimit falling from the trees I 

** The stir without the glow of passion — 

The triumph of the mart — 
The gold and silver's dreary clashing 

With man's metallic heart— 

The wheeled pomp, the pauper tread 

These only sounds are heard instead. 

'' Yet still, as on my human hand 
Their fearless heads they lean, 

And almost seem to understand 
What human musings mean — 

(With such a plaintive gaxe their eyne 

Are fastened upwardly to mine I) 

'* Their chant is soft as on the nest. 

Beneath the sunny sky : 
For love that stirred it in their breast, 

Remains undyingly. 
And 'neath the city's shade, can keep 
The well of music clear and deep. 

" And love that keeps the music, fills 

With pastoral memories I 
All echoings from out the hills. 

Ail droppings from the skies. 
All flowings from the wave and wind. 
Remembered in their chant I find. 

** So teach ye me the wisest part. 

My little doves 1 to move 
Along the city ways, with heart 

Assured by holy love. 
And vocal with such songs as own 
A fountain to the world unknown. 

*' T'was hard to sing by Babel's stream — 
More hard, in Babel's street ! 

But if the soulless creatures deem 
Their music not unmeet 

For sunless walls— let us begin. 

Who wear inmiortal wings, within ! 

'* To me, fair memories belong 
Of scenes that erst did bless ; 

For no regret — but present song, 
And lasting thankfulness — 

And very soon to break away. 

Like types, in purer things than they I 

" I will have hopes that cannot fade. 
For flowers the valley yields— 

I will have humble thoughts, instead 
Of silent, dewy fields ! 

My spirit and my God shall be 

My sea- ward hiU, my boundless sea." 

Unambitious verses these — and hap- 
ly the fair Elizabeth sets no great 
store by them — recurring in her day- 
dreams of fame to '* The Seraphim.** 
But they will live in the memory of 
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many a gentle girl — and mothers wUl 
ask their daughters to recite them« 
that they may watch the workings of 
nature in the eyes loving innocence — 
and even fathers looking on and listen- 
ing— 

'* May from their eyelids wipe the tear 
That Mcred pity had engendered.** 

Surely Poetesses (is there such a 
word ?) are rery happy, in spite of all 
the '* natural sorrows, griefs, and 
pains,** to which their exquisitely 
sensitive being must be perpetually 
alive. Tighe suffered woman*8 worst 
— ^wounded affections ; nor was He- 
mans without a like affliction — ^but she 
who died first had a cheerful genius, 
and fancy led her heart into lands of 
enchantment, where her human life 
was lulled in repose, and its woes 
must have often and long been for- 
gotten in the midst of visionary bliss. 
That other Sweetest Singer had child- 
ren round her knees, and sufficient 
happiness it must have been for her, 
in that long desertion, to see 
'* How like a new existence to her heart 
Uprose those living flowers beneath her 
eyes," 

now flourishing, when she is gone, 
in the light of Heaven. Laetitia Lan- 
don — a name not to be merged — ^is a 
joyous spirit not unacquainted with 
grief — ^her genius was invigorated by 
dnty — now it is guarded by love — and 
in good time — may gentler suns shine 
again on her laurelled head — retum- 
mg to us from the "far countrie,'* 
that may even now be inspiring into 
her startled imagination the beauty of 
•'a New Song." 

And our Elizabeth — she too is hap- 
py — ^though in her happiness she loveth 
to veil with a melancholy haze the 
brightness of herchildhood — and of her 
maidenhood — ^but the clouds we raise 
we can ourselves dispel — and far away 
yet beyond the horizon are those that 
may gather round the decline of her 
life. 

TBI DKSiaTKD GXaDEN. 

*' I mind me in the days departed, 
How often underneath the sun, 
With childish bounds I used to run 
To a garden long deserted. 

** The beds and walks were vanished quite ; 
And wheresoe'er had fallen the spade, 
The greenest grasses Nature led. 
To ianctiiyhmr right. 



" I called it my wilderness, 
For no one entered there but I. 
The sheep looked in, the grass t' espy, 
And passed ne'ertheless. 

" The trees were interwoven wild. 
And spread their boughs enough about 
To keep both sheep and shepherd out. 
But not a happy child. 

" Adventurous joy it was for me I 
I crept beneath the boughs, and found 
A circle smooth of mossy ground 
Beneath a poplar tree. 

'* Old garden rose-trees hedged it in— 
Bedropt with roses wazen-white, 
Well satisfied with dew and light. 
And careless to be seen. 

*' Long years ago it might befall, 
When all the garden flowers were trim, 
The grave old gardener prided him 
On these the most of all ; 

" And Lady stately overmuch, 
Who moved with a silken noise. 
Blushed near them, dreaming of the voice 
That likened her to such ! 

" And these to make a diadem. 
She may have often plucked and twined ; 
Half smiling as it came to mind, 
That few would look at them, 

*' Oh ! little thought that Lady proud, 
A child would watch her fair white rose, 
When buried lay her whiter brows, 
And silk was changed for shroud 1— 

'* Nor thought that gardener, full of scorns 
For men unleam'd and simple phrase, 
A child would bring it all its praise. 
By creeping through the thorns : 

** To me upon my low moss seat. 
Though never a dream the roses sent 
Of science or love's compliment, 
I ween they smelt as sweet. 

" Nor ever a grief was mine, to see 
The trace of human step departed— 
Because the garden was deserted, 
The blyther place for me ! 

*' Friends, blame me not I a narrow ken 
Hath childhood 'twixt the sun and sward 1 
- We draw the moral afterward^ 
We feel the gladness then 1 

** And gladdest hours for me did glide 
In silence at the rose-tree wall : 
A thrush made g^dness musical 
Upon the other side. 
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** Nor ho nor I (Ud e'er incUiie 
To mar or pluck the bloasomt white- 
How should I know but thst they might 
Lead lives aa gUd ai mine ? 



Christopier in hit (hve. [Aug. 

*' Has not love," gay« Elizabeth in 



*' To make my hermit-horae complete, 
I brought clear water from the ipring 
Praiaed in its own low murmuring,—* 
And cresses glossy wet. 

<< And so, I thought my likeness grew 
(Without the melancholy tale) 
To gentle hermit of the dale, 
And Angelina too I 

•* For oft I read within my nook 
Such minstrel stories ! till the breeze 
Made sounds poedc in the trees,— 
And then I shut the book. 

« If I shut this wherein I write, 
I hear no more the wind athwart 
Those trees 1 — nor feel that childish heart 
Delighting in delight ! 

" My childhood from my life is parted ; 
My footstep from the moss which drew 
Its fairy circle round : anew 
The garden is deserted 1 

" Another thrush may there rehearse 
The m ad ri gals which sweetest are- 
No more for me I — myself afar 
Bo sing a sadder verse >— 

'* Ah me I ah me 1 when erst I lay 
In that child sanest so greenly wrought, 
I laughed to myself and thought 
* The time wUl pass away 1' 

" 1 laughed stiU, and did not fear 
- But that, whene'er was past away 
The childish time, some happier play 
My womanhood would cheer 

** I knew the time would pass away— 
And yet bedde the rose-tree wall, 
Dear God l— how seldom, if at all, 
I looked up to pray ! 

** The time is past —and now that grows 
The cypress high among the trees. 
And I behold white sepulchres 
As well as the white rose— 

" When wiser, meeker thoughts are given. 
And I have learnt to lift my face, 
Remembering earth's greenest place 
The colour draws from heaven— 

" It something saith for earthly pain. 
But more for Heavenly promise free, 
That I who was, would shrink to be 
That happy child again." 



her Preface, « a deeper mystery than 
wisdom, and a more ineffable lustre 
than power ? I believe it has. I ven- 
ture to believe those beautiful and of. 
ten-quoted words, * God is Love,' to 
be even less an expression of conde- 
scension towards the finite, than an as- 
sertion of essential dignity in Him, 
who is infinite.** To illustrate that 
attribute she wrote " The Seraphim." 
But there is nothing in that poem so 
affecting as the following simple lines. 
They cannot be read without bring, 
ing to mind the sum of all consolation, 
" Come unto me all ye who labour 
and are heavy laden^ and I will give 
you pest." 

THX 8LSXP. 

'* Of all the thoughU of God that ar« 
Borne inward unto souls afar, 
Along the Psalmist's muvio deep^-. 
Now tell me if that any is, 
For gift or grace, surpassing thls^. 

* He giveth Ilis beloved, sleep ?' 

" What would we give to our beloved ? 
The hero's heart, to be unmoved^- 
The poet's star-tuned harp, to sweep— 
The senate's shout to patriot vows— 
The monarch's crown, to light the brows ? 

* He giveth His beloved, sleep.* 

" What do we give to our beloved? 
A little faith, all undisproved— 
A little dust, to overweep— 
And bitter memories, to make 
The whole earth blasted for our sake ! 

* He giveth£rw beloved, sleep.' 



.3 soft beloved 1 ' we sometimes say, 
But have no tune to charm away. 
Sad dreams that through the eyelids creep ; 
But never doleful dream again 
Shall break the happy slumber, when 

• He giveth Bis beloved, sleep ! * 

'* O earth, so full of dreary noises I 
O men, with wailing in your voices 1 
O delved gold, the waller's heap 1 
O strife, O curse, that o'er it fall ! 
God makes a silence through you all, 
And giveth His beloved, sleep 1 

" His dews drop mutely on the hill ; 
His cloud above it saileth still. 
Though on its slope men toil and reap I 
More softly than the dew is shed, 
Or cloud is floated overhead, 

* He giveth His beloved, sleep,* 

** Yea 1 men may wonder while they 8csn 
A living, thinking, feeling man, 
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In loch a rost his heart to keop ; 

But aageU say— and through the word 

I ween their blessed smile is heard^ 

« He giveth His beloved, sleep T 



Chrislaphey m kit Ca^t. 

Nor ever shall be be in praise, 
By wise or good forsaken ; 

Named soiUy, as the household aame 
Of one whom God hath taken 1 
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" For me my heart that erst did go 
Most like a tired child at a show, 
That sees through tears the Jugglers leap, 
Would now its wearied vision close, 
Would childlike on His love repose, 
Who giveth His beloved, sleep 1 

«« And friends 1— dear friends !— when It 

shall be 
That this low breath is gone from me, 
And round my bier ye come to weep — 
Let one, most loving of you all, 
Say, • Not a tear must o'er her fall-— 
• He giveth His beloved, sleep !' " 

Cowper has found at last the best of 
bio^aphers In Southey ; and Sonthey 
—should he see diem— and surely he 
will— though we think he has some- 
where said that he seldom reads the 
verses of the day— will not withhold 
his praise from the affecting and beau- 
tiM lines on Cowper's Grave. Had 
they been anonymous, we should have 
attributed them to CaroUne Bowles. 

cowna's obavb. 

" It is a place where poets crowned 

May feel the heart's decaying— 
It isa place where happy saints 

May weep amid their prayhag— 
Yet let the grief and humbleaess, 

As k>w as silence, languish ; 
Earth surely now may give her ealm 

To whom she gave her anguish. 

«« O poets 1 from a maniac's tongue 

Was poured the deathless singing I 
O Chrisdans ! at your cross of hope 

A hopeless hand was clinging 1 
O men I thU man, in brotherhood, 

Your weary paths beguiling, 
Groaned inly while he taught yon peace, 

And died while ye were smiUng I 

" And now, what time ye all may read 

Through dinuning tears his story- 
How discord on the music fell. 

And darkness on the glory— 
And how, when one by one, sweet sounds 

And wandering lighte departed. 
He wore no less a loving face. 

Because so broken-hearted — 

" He shall be strong to sanctify 

The poet's high vocation. 
And bow the meekest Oiriitian down 

In meeker adontiiosi: 



<' With sadness that is calm, not gloom, 

I learn to think upon him ; 
With meekness that is gratefohiess, 

On God whose heaven hath won him — 
Who wiflRBrad once the madoess-doud. 

Toward His love to blind him ; 
Bnt gently led the bUnd along 

Where breath and bird eoidd find 
him; 

<< And wrought withhi his shattered brain. 

Such quick poetic senses, 
As hiUs have language for, and stars. 

Harmonious influences I 
The pulse of dew upon the grass. 

His own did calmly number ; 
And silent shadow from the trees 

Fell o'er him like a slumber. 

" The very world, by God's constraint. 

From fSalsehood^s chill removing. 
Its women and its men became 

Beside him, true and loving ! — 
And timid hares were drawn from woods 

To share his home caresses, 
Uplooking to his human eyes 

With silvan tendernesses. 

<■ But while, in blindness he remained 

Unconscious of the guiding. 
And things provided came without 

The sweet sense of providing. 
He testified this solemn truth, 
' Though frenzy desolated^ 
Nor moHf «<»•• natttre tatisfy. 

When only Ood enated ! 

** like a sick child that knoweth not 

His mother while she Messes, 
And droppeth on his burning brow 

The coolness of her kisses ; 
That turns his fevered eyes around — 

* My mother 1 where's my mother ? ' 
As if such tender words and looks 

Could come from any other I 

" The fever gone, vrith leaps of heart 

He sees her bending o'er him ; 
Her £sce all pale from watchful love, 

Th* unweary love she bore him I 
Thus, woke the poet from the dream 

His life's long fever gave him. 
Beneath these deep pathetic eyes 

Which closed in death, to save him ! 

« Thus ! oh, not thus ! no type of earth 

Could image that awaking, 
Wherein he scarcely heard the chant 

Of seraphs, round him breaking— 
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Or felt the new immortal throb 

Of soul from body parted ; 
But felt ihote eye* alone, and knew 

« My Saviour ! not deserted V 

** Deserted ! who hath dreamt that when 

The cross in darkness rested. 
Upon the Victim*s hidden face 

No love was manifested ? 
What frantic hands outstretched hare e*er 

Th' atoning drops averted— 
What tears have washed them from the 
soul — 

That one should be deserted ? 

" Deserted I God could separate 

From His own essence rather : 
And Adam's sins have swept between 

The righteous Son and Father — 
Yea ! onoe, Immanuels orphaned cry. 

His universe hath shaken- 
It went up single, echoless, 

* My Qod, I am forsaken V 

" It went up from the Holy's lips 

Amid his lost creation. 
That of the lost, no son should use 

Those words of desolation ; 
That earth's worst frensies, marring hope. 

Should mar not hope's fruition ; 
And I, on Cowper*s grave, should see 

His rapture, in a vision 1*' 

More to the mind than to the eye 
— or rather to some perception be- 
longing to all the senses — ^is manifest- 
ed the change that steals over nature 
towards the to- fall of the day — such 
change as is now going on among the 
mountains, and informs us, who have 
been taking no heed of time« of the 
very hour, which we could name 
within a few minutes as surely as if 
there were a clock to look at in the 
niche above our head. Is that the 
murmur of insects or of the sea? 
That hoarser noise, till now inaudible^ 
is of the cataract behind the Castle, 
and it tells of Cliffs. 

The small Loch is smaller in sha- 
dow — ^has lost much of its expression 
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— and ceased almost to be beautiful ; 
but the solemnity of the mountain- 
ranges, lying far and wide in the blue 
haze that precedes the twilight, at- 
tracts the eyes of a spirit desirous of 
the calm momently settling deeper and 
deeper on them all — the uniting calm 
of earth and heaven. 

Strange and sad to say — ^but it is 
the truth — seldom during all this long 
lonely day — only then when writing 
down a few words concerning them — ' 
have we thought of them whom we 
visited in the Castle — last time we were 
there — and who so soon afterwards 
were dust ! To-night we shall go to 
the Old Burial Place, and sit by their 
Tomb. 

Like subterranean music the noise 
of the Bagpipe comes from the Castle 
to our Cave. That oldest of Celts — 
no raven can be his contemporary — 
is now strutting like a Turkey-cock 
with his tail up, to and fro on the es- 
planade— blowmg out from below his 
elbow ** The Gathering of the Clans" 
—for the Yacht is coming up the Loch 
goose-winged before the wind, and 
Donald is saluting the advent of hb 
Chieftun, on his return from a victo- 
rious expedition into the Forest against 
the King of the Red- Deer. And there 
goes the Gong — struck by the Hindu. 
An hour to dinner-time^— and we must 
descend to our toilet — for there is to 
be a brilliant company this evening at 
the Castle, and we shall show them in 
full ^g a Lowland Gentleman of the 
Old School. 

Ha I Heaven bless thee I and hath 
our own Genevieve come again to the 
Cave to tend our steps down the dell 
and across the bridges ? A kiss — not 
on thy lips — but on thy forehead^ 
ample and serene! Ay — let us 
wreath our arm in thine — and 

" Like Morning brought by Night," 
shall be our entrance into the Home 
of thy Fathers. 
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FoRQivE 118^ thou most beautiful of 
Mornings! for having overslept the 
assignation hour, and allowed thee to 
remain all by thy self in the solitude^ 
wondering why thy worshipper could 
prefer to thy presence the fairest 
phantoms that ever visited a dream. 
And thou hast forgiven us — for not 
clouds of displeasure these that have 
settled on thy forehead — the unre- 
proaching light of thy countenance is 
upon us — a loving murmur steals into 
our heart from thine — and pure and 
holy as a child's^ or an angel's^ Daugh- 
ter of Heaven I is thy breath. 

In the spirit of that invocation we 
look around us^ and as the Idea of 
Morning dies, sufficient for our happi- 
ness is ** the light of common day ** — 
the imagery of common earth. There 
has been rain during the night — 
enough, and no more, to enliven the 
bum, and to brighten its banks — ^the 
mists are ascending composedly, with 
promise of gentle weather — and the 
sun, 80 mild that we can look him in 
the face with unwinking eyes, gives 
assurance, that as he has risen, so will 
he reign, and so will he set in peace. 

Yestreen we came into this glen at 
gloaming, — and rather felt than saw 
that it was beautifid — ^we lay down at 
dark, and let the moon and stars ca- 
nopy our sleep. Therefore it is al- 
most altogether new to us ; yet so con- 
genial its quiet to the longings of our 
heart, that all at once it is familiar to 
us as if we had been sojourning here 
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for many days — as if thb cottage were 
indeed our dwelling-place — and we 
had retired hither to await the closing 
of our life. Were we never here be- 
fore — in the olden and golden time? 
Those dips in the summits of the 
mountains seem to recall from oblivion 
memories of a morning all the same as 
this, enjoyed by us with a different 
joy, almost as if then we were a dif- 
ferent being, joy then the very element 
in which we drew our breath, satisfied 
now to live in the atmosphere of sad- 
ness often thickened with grief. 'Tis 
thus that there grows a confusion 
among the past times in the dormitory 
— call it not the burial-place — over- 
shadowed by sweet or solemn imagery 
— in the inland regions of our soul ; 
nor can we question the recollections as 
they rise—being ghosts, they are si- 
lent — their coming and their going 
alike a mystery — ^but sometimes — as 
now — they are happy hauntings^and 
age is almost gladdened into illusion 
of returning youth. 

'Tis a lovely little glen as in all the 
Highlands — ^yet we know not that a 
painter would see in it the subject of 
a picture — for the sprinklings of young 
trees seem to have been sown capri- 
ciously by nature, and there seems no 
reason why on that hillside, and not 
on any other, should survive the re- 
mains of an old wood. Among the mul- 
titude of knolls a few are eminent 
widi rocks and shrubs, but there is no 
central assemblage, and the green wU- 
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derness wantons in such disorder 
that you might believe the pools there 
to be^ not belonging as they are to the 
same running water, but each itself a 
small separate lakelet fed by its own 
spring. True, that above its home- 
hills there are mountains — and these 
are cli£Ps on which the eagle might not 
disdain to build — but the range wheelf 
away in its grandeur to face a loftier 
reg^ion, of wliich we see here but the 
summits swimming in the distant 
clouds. 

God bless this hut 1 and have its in- 
mates in his holy keeping I They are 
but few — an aged couple — and their 
grandchild — a pretty creature and a 
good <.— and happy as a bird. Four or 
live lioiirs' sleep is all we need. This 
night it was deep — and our thoughts, 
refreshed by its dew, have unfolded 
themselves of their own accord, along 
with the flowers afouqd our feet. Ha I 
thou art up and singing, thou human 
Fairy 1 Start not at the Figure sitting 
beside the well — *tis he who read the 
Chapter — and knelt along with thee 
and them at the Evening- Prayer. 

Set down thy pitcher, my child, and 
let us have a Iook at thy happiness — 
far though thou mayst wonder at our 
words, and think us a strange old man, 
coming and going, once and for ever, 
to thee and thine a shadow and no 
more, yet lean thy head towards us 
that we may lay our hands ou it and 
bless it — and promise, as thou art 
growing up here, sometimes to think 
of the voice that spake to thee by 
the Birk- tree- well. Love, fear, and 
serve God as the Bible teaches — and 
whatever happens thee, quake not, 
but put thy trust in Heaven. 

Nay — ^weep not, though we know 
that thy father is dead, and that thou 
hast neither sister nor brother. Smile 
—laugh — sing — as thou wert doing 
a minute ago — as thou hast done 
for many a morning — and shall do for 
many a morning more on thy way to 
the well — ^in the woods — on the braes 
— in the house — often all by thyself 
when the old people are out of doors 
not far off-^or when sometimes they 
have for a whole day been from home 
out of the glen. Forget not our words 

and no evil can befall thee that may 

not, weak a^ thou art, be borne— and 
nothing wieked that is allowed to walk 
the earth, will ever be able to hurt a 
hair on thy head. 

My stars I what a lovely little ani- 
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mal I A tame fawn, by all that is wild 
— ^kneeling down — to drink — no — no 
— at its lady*s feet The colley catch- 
ed it — thou say est — on the edge of 
the Auld wood— and by the time its 
wounds were cured, it seemed to have 
forgot its mother, and soon learnt to 
follow thee about to far-off places 
quite out of nght of this — and to play 
gamesome tricks like a creature bom 
among human dwellings. What I it 
dances like a kid— does it — and some- 
times you put a rarland of wild flow- 
ers round its neck — and pursue it like 
a huntress, as it pretends to be making 
its escape into the forest ! 

Look, child, here is a pretty green 
purse for you, that op^is and shuts 
with a spring — so — and iif it there is 
a gold coin, called a sovereign, and a 
crooked sixpence. Don't blush — that 
was a graceful curtsey. Keep the 
crooked sixpence for good luck, and 
you never will want. With the yel- 
low fellow buy a Sunday gown and a 
pair of Sunday shoes, and what else 
you like ; and now — you two lead the 
way— try a race to the door— -and old 
Chrbtopher North will carry the pit- 
cher — ^balancing it on his head — thus 
— ha ! The Fawn has it, and, by a 
neck, has beat Camilla. 

We shall breakfast ere we go — and 
breakfast well too, — for this is a poor 
man's, not a pauper's hut, and Hea- 
ven still grants his prayer—" give us 
this day our daily bread." Sweeter — 
richer bannocks o' barley- meal never 
met the mouth of mortal man — nor 
more delicious butter. " We salt it, 
sir, for a friend in Glasgow — but now 
and then wo take a bite of the fresh^ 
let me put another spoonful of sugar 
into your tea, sir — do oblige us a*, 
sir, by eatin' as many eggs as you ba*e 
a mind to, for our hens are gran* 
layers — you'll maybe find the mutton- 
ham no that bad, though I've kent it 
fatter— and, as you ha'e a long walk 
afore you, excuse me, sir, for being 
sae bauld as to suggest a glass o' spee- 
rit in your neist cup. The gudeman 
is temperate, and he's been sae a' his 
life — but we keep it for a cordial — and 
that bottle — to be sure it's a gae big 
ane — and would thole replenishing — 
has lasted us syne the New Year." 

So presseth us to take care of num- 
ber one the gude- wife, while the gude- 
man, busy as ourselves^ eyes her with 
a well-pleased face, but saith nothing, 
and the bonnie wee bit lassie sits on 
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her stool at the window wl* her coggie^ ' 
read^ to do any sernce at a look, and 
supping little or nothing, ont of baah- 
folness in presence of Christopher 
North, who she believes is a good, 
and thinks may, perhaps^ be some 
great man. Our third bannock has 
had the gooseberry jam laid on it thick 
by *' the gude- wife's ain haun'," — and 
we suspect at that last wide bite we 
have smeared the comers of our mouth 
—but it will only be making matters 
worse to attempt licking it off with 
our tongue. Pussie ! thou hast a 
cunning look — purring on our knee — 
and though those glass een o* thine 
are blinking at the cream on the saucer 
— with which thou jalousest we intend 
to let thee wet thy whiskers, — we fear 
thou mak*st no bones of the poor bird- 
ies in the brake, and that many an 
unlucky leveret has lost its wits ix the 
spring of such a tiger. Cats are queer 
creatures, and have an instinctive lik- 
ing to Warlocks. 

And these two old people have sur- 
vived all their children — sons and 
daughters 1 Last night they told us 
the story of their life— and they told 
it as calmly as if they had been telling 
of the trials of some other pair. PeJ*- 
haps, in our sympathy, thongh we 
said but little, tney felt a strengfth that 
was not always theirs — perhaps it was 
a relief from silent sorrow to speak to 
one who was a stranger to them, and 
yet, as they might think, a brother in 
affliction — but the evening prayer as- . 
sured us that there is in this hut a 
Christian composure, far beyond the 
need of our pity, and sent from a re- 
gion far beyond the stars. 

There cannot be a cleaner cottage. 
Tidiness, it is pleasant to know, has 
for a good many years past been 
establishing itself in Scotland among 
the minor domestic virtues. Once 
established it will never deoay, for it 
must be felt to brighten more than 
could be imagined by our fathers, the 
whole aspect of life. No need fat 
any other household fairy to sweep 
this floor. An orderly creature we 
have seen she is, from all her move- 
ments out and in doors — though the 
guest of but a night. They told us 
that they had known what are called 
better days — and were once in a 
thriving way of business in a town. 
But they were born and bred in the 
country ; and their manners, not rus- 
tic but rural, breathe of its serene 



and simple spirit— -at once Lowland 
and Highland — to us a pleasant 
union, not without a certain charm of 
gprace. 

What loose leaves are these lying 
on the Bible ? A few odd numbers of 
the Scottish Christian Herald. 
We shall take care, our friends, that 
all the Numbers for 1836 and 1837, 
bound in two large volumes, shall, ere 
many weeks elapse, be lying for you 
at the Manse. The excellent editor 
is a fiiend of ours — and henceforth 
you shall be subscribers to the work. 
Well entitled is he to say — " Litera- 
ture, science, subjects of general inte^ 
rest, philanthropic and benevolent 
schemes, all viewed under a purely 
religious aspect, and minglea with 
discussions upon the evidences, and 
doctrines, and duties of our most holy 
faith, have imparted to our pages a rich 
and varied interest which has gained 
access for this little work to many a 
Christian home, and^ we have reason 
to believe^ to many a Christian heart." 

The oircnlation of this cheap Christ- 
ian periodical — riiteen double - co- 
lumned beantifuUy printed royal oc- 
tavo pages, for three-halfpence^is 
very great — some tens of thousands— 
and it has often made us happy to see 
it in solitary places. It is adapted 
for perusal on week-days as well as 
Sabbath — for there is a permitted dif- 
ference in the rest that the laboured 
enjoys after work from that which 
ought to pervade all the hours of the 
seventh ^y . The names of upwards 
of a hundred contributors are found 
among our clergy — the sermons and 
discourses would fill several volumes 
printed in the usual form — so would 
original papers on subjects belonging 
to the moral or social nature of man ; 
and the extracts, which occupy but 
a limited portion of its pages, are 
se*ected with judgment from a wide 
range of knowledge. Let us read 
aloud to you, our worthy friends, a small 
sacred Poem, which we have by heart. 
Christian, keep your eye on the page, 
and if we go wrong do not fear to set 
us right. Have vou many psalms and 
hynms by heart ? But we need not 
ask — for 

<* Piety is sweet to infant minds,** 

what they love they remember — and 
then how easy — how happy — to get 
things by heart 1 Happiest of all — the 
things held holy on earth as in beayea 
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— ^becaiue appertaining here to Eter- 
nal Life. 

TO THE SCOTTISH CHRISTUN HERALD. 
BY THE BEV. DUNCAN GRANT^ A.M.« 
MINISTER OF FORRES. 

'* Beauteous on our beath-dad mountaius, 
May our Herald's feet appear ; 

Sweety by silver lakes and fountains, 
May his voice be to our ear. 
Let the tenants of our rocks, 
Shepherds watching o'er their flocks, 
Village swain and peasant boy, 
Thee salute with songs of joy ! 

*• CuKisTiAN Herald I spread the story 
Of Redemption's wond rous plan ; 

"Tis Jehovah's biightest glory, 
'Tia his highest gift to man ; 
Angels on their harps of gold, 
Love its glories to unfold ; 
Heralds who its influence wield. 
Make the waste a fruitful field. 

" To the fount of mercy soaring. 
On the wings of faith and love ; 

And the depths of grace exploring. 
By the light shed from above ; 
Show us whence life's waters flow. 
And where trees of blessing grow. 
Bearing fruit of heavenly bloom, 
Breathing Eden's rich perfume* 

*' Love to God and man expressing, 
In thy course of mercy speed ; 

Lead to springs of joy and blessing, 
And with heavenly manna feed 
Scotland's children high and low. 
Till the Lord they truly know, 
As to us our fathers told. 
He was known by them of old. 

" To the young, in season vernal, 
Jesus in his grace disclose ; 

As the tree of life eternal, 

'Neath whose shade they may repose. 
Shielded from the noontide ray. 
And from ev'uing's tribes of prey ; 
And rcfresh*d with fruits of love. 
And with music from above. 

** Christian Herald I may the blessing 
Of the Highest thee attend, 

That, this chiefesl boon possessing. 
Thou may'st prove thy country's friend : 
Tend to make our land assume 
Something of its former bloomi 
"When the dews of heaven were seen 
Sparkling on its pa&tures green, 

•* When the voice of warm devotion 
To the throne of God arose-^ 

Mighty as the sound of ocean. 
Calm as nature in repose ^-^ 
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Sweeter, than when Araby 
Perfume breathes from flow'r and tree. 
Rising 'bove the shining sphere. 
To Jehovah's list ning ear." 

You have heard of Mungo Park, 
we daresay. Christian ? What ! Your 
mother says he was a cousin of hers 
— and that she was bom in the Forest 
— the Forest of Ettrick^and that she 
knew the Shepherd 1 These verses 
here we remember having read two 
years ago — and we shall now refresh 
our memory by a perusal aloud. Stand 
between our knees, child, and hold the 
paper well up. 

ON MUNGO PARK*S FINDING A TUFT OF 
GREEN MOSS IN THE AFRICAN DESERT. 

" The sun had reached his mid- day height. 
And poured down floods of burning light 

On Afric's barren land ; 
No cloudy veil obscured the sky. 
And the hot breeze that struggled by 

Was filled with glowing sand. 

'* No mighty rock upreared its head 
To bless the wanderer with its shade 

In all the weary plain ; 
No palm-trees with refreshing green 
To glad the dazzled eye were seen. 

But one wide sandy main 

" Dauntless and daring was the mind 
That left all home-born joys behind 

These deserts to explore — 
To trace the mighty Niger's course. 
And find it bubbling from its source 

Li wilds untrod before. 

" And ah 1 shall we less daring show, 
Who nobler ends and motives know 

Than ever heroes dream — 
Who seek to lead the savage mind 
The precious fountain-head to find 

Whence flows salvation's stream ? 

" Let peril, nakedness and sword. 
Hot barren lands, and despot's word 

Our burning zeal oppose — 
Yet, Martyn-like, we'll lift the voice, 
Bidding the wilderness rejoice 

And blossom as the rose. 

'* Sad, faint and weary on the sand 
Our traveller sat him down ; his hand 

Covered his burning head. 
Above, beneath, behind, around — 
No resting for the eye he found ; 
All nature seemed as dead. 

** One tiny tuft of moss alone, 
Mantling with iVeshest green a stone, 
Fixed his delighted gaze- 
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Through bursting tears of joy he smiledi 
And while he raised the tendril wild 
His lips o*erflowed with praise. 
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Who» in this atmosphere of death, 
Hath given it life, and form, and breath. 
And brilliant hues of heaven. 



** * Oh, sliall not He who keeps thee green. 
Hero in the waste, unknown, unseen— 

Thy fellow exile save ? 
He who commands the dew to feed 
Thy gentle flower, can surely lead 

Me fh>m a scorching grave 1* 

" The heaven-^ent plant new hope inspi- 
red- 
New courage all his bosom fired. 

And bore him safe along ; 
Till with the evening*s cooling shade 
He slept within the verdant glade. 

Lulled by the negro's song. 

*' Thuiv we in this world's wilderness. 
Where sin and sorrow — guilt — distress 

Seem undisturbed to reign — 
May faint because we feel alone. 
With none to strike our favourite tone, 

And join our homeward strain. 

** Yet, often in the bleakest wild 
Of this dark world, some heaven-born 
child. 

Expectant of the skies, 
Amid the low and vicious crowd. 
Or in the dwellings of the proud. 

Meets our admiring eyes. 

** From gaxing on the tender flower. 

We lift our eye to him whose power 

Hath all its beauty given ; 



" Our drooping faith, revived by sight. 
Anew her pinion plumes for flight. 

New hope distends the breast. 
With joy we mount on eagle wing. 
With bolder tone our anthem sing. 

And seek the pilgrim's rest." 

R. M'Ch , Larbert. The cler- 
gyman ? The verses are beautiful — 
we wrote some ourselves many years 
ago on the same incident — ^but not 
nearly so good as these — and they 
have utterly faded from our memory 
— all but some broken images — two 
or three lines — and here and there a 
few floating words. 

It is time we were going — ^but wo 
wish to hear how thy voico sounds. 
Christian, when it reads. Read theso 
lines — they are by flie same writer — 
first ** into yoursei '* — and then to us. 
They contain mysteries above your 
comprehension — and ours — and all 
men 8 ; for they speak of the infinite 
goodness and mercy of God — but 
though thou hast committed in thy 
short life no sins — or but small— to- 
wards thy fellow- creatures — Low 
couldst thou ? — thou knowcst we are all 
sinful — in His eyes - and thou know- 
est on whose merits is the reliance of 
our hope of Heaven. 



** I once was a stranger to grace and to God, 
I knew not my danger, and felt not my load. 
Though friends spoke in rapture of Christ on the tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu was nothing to me. 

*' I oft read with pleasure, to soothe or engage, 
Isaiah's wild measure, and John's simple page ; 
But ev'n when they pictured the blood-sprinkled tree, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu seemed nothing to me. 

** Like tears from the daughters of Zion that roll, 
I wept when the waters went over his soul : 
Yet thought not that my sins had nailed to the tree 
Jehov«ih Tsidkenu— 'twas nothing to me. 

*< But when free grace awoke me by light from on high. 
Then legal fears shook me, I trembled to die ; 
No refuge, no safety, in self could I see— . 
Jehovah Tsidkenu my Saviour roust be. 

" My terrors all vanished before the sweet name ; 
My guilty fears banished, with boldness 1 came 
To drink at the fountain so copious and free,^ 
Jehovah Tsidkenu is all things to me. 

<* Jehovah Tsidkenu, my treasure and boast, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu, I ne'er can be lost. 
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In Thee I shall conquer, by flood and by field, 
My cable, my anchor, my breastplate and shield. 

** Even treading the valley, the shadow of death, 
This < Watchword' shall rally my faltering breath ; 
For while from life's fever my God sets me free, 
Jehovah Tsidkenu my death-song shall be." 



[Sept. 



Three minutes firom seven by yonr 
house clock — she gives a clear warn- 
ing — and three minutes from seven b^ 
our watch — rather curious their coinci- 
dence to such a nicety — and when she 
has struck — we must take up our staff 
and go. Thank thee^ bonnie Christian^ 
we had forgot our wallet. There, in 
with the bannocks and the ham and 
the eggs^that chicken is really too 
bad^ friends — you must take us for a 
sad glutton. 

" Zicketty, dicketty, dock, 
The mouse ran up the clock ; 
The clock struck one, 
Down the mouse ran, 
Zicketty, dicketty, dock." 
Come closer, dear Christian^ and let 
us put this to your ear. What a pretty 
face of wonder! *Tis a repeater. Good 

Eeople — you have work to do in the 
ay-field — let us part — God bless you 
— good by — farewell. 

Half-an-hour since we parted — and 
we cannot help being a little sad— 
and fear we were not so kind to the old 
people — so considerate — as we ought 
to have been — and, perhaps, though 
pleased with us just now, they may 
say to one another before evening that 
we were too merry for our years. 
Nonsense. We were all merry to- 
gether — and what's the use of wearing 
a long face, at all times, like a Me- 
thodist minister ? A Meth'>dist minis- 
ter! Why, John Wesley was facete, 
and Whitfield humorous — yet were 
their hearts fountains of tears — and 
ours is not a rock — if it be, 'tis the 
Rock of Horeb. 

f: It has long been well known to the 
whole world that we are a sad egotist 
— yet our egotism, so far from being 
a detraction from our attraction, seems 
to be the very soul of it, making it 
impossible in nature for any reason- 
able being to come within its sphere, 
without being drawn by sweet com- 
pulsion to the old wizard's heart. He 
is so humane ! Only look at him for 
a few minutes, and liking becomes 
loyo — ^love becomes veneration. And 
all this even before he has opened bis 
lips — by the mere power of nis ogles 
nd his temples. |n bis large mild 



blue eyes is written not only his na- 
ture, but miraculously, in German 
text, his very name, C^tiirtop^etNottf). 
Mrs Gentle was the first to discover 
it ; though we remember having been 
asked more than once in our youth by 
an alarmed virgin on whom we happen- 
ed at the time to be looking tender, " if 
we were aware that there was some- 
thing preternatural in our eyes ?" 
Cf)ri«topl)a; is conspicuous in our 
rifi^ht eye — Nort^ in our left — and 
when we wish to be incog., we either 
draw their fringed curtains, or, nun- 
like, keep the tell-tale orbs fixed on the 
ground. Candour whispers us to con- 
fess, that some years ago a child was 
exhibited at sixpence with William 
Wood legible in its optics — having 
been affiliated, by ocular evidence, on 
a gentleman of that name, who, with 
his dying breath, disowned the soft im- 
peachment. But in that case nature 
had written a vile scrawl — in ours her 
hand is firm, and goes ofi^ with a flou- 
rish. 

Our egotism accompanies us Into 
solitude — nay, is even more life-per- 
vading there than in the hum of men. 
There the stocks and stones are 
more impressible than those we some- 
tiraet stumble on in human society, 
and moulded at our will, take what 
shape we choose to givp them ; the 
trees follow our footsteps, though our 
lips be mute, and we have left at home 
our fiddle — more potent we in our re- 
ality than the fabled Orpheus. Be 
hushed, ye streams, and listen unto 
Christopher ! Be chained, ye clouds, 
and attentive unto North ! And at our 
bidding silent the cataract on the cliff 
— the thunder on the sky. The sea 
beholds us on the shore — and his one 
huge frown transformed into a multi- 
tudinous smile, he turns flowing affec- 
tionately towards us along the golden 
sands, and in a fluctuating hinderance 
of lovely foam- wreaths envelopes our 
feet! 

Proud was that pool, even now, to 
reflect Oua Image. Do yon recollect 
that picture in the Excursion — so 
much admired by Wordsworth— of tho 
Earn and the Shadow of the Ram ? 
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** Thus having reached a bridge, that overarched 

The hasty rivulet, where it lay becalmed 

In a deep pool, by happy chance we saw 

A twofold image ; on a grassy bank 

A- snow-white Ram, and in the crystal flood 

Another and the same I Most beautiful 

On the green turf, with his imperial front 

Shaggy and bold, and wreathed horns superb, 

The breathing creature stood ; as beaiitif\il 

Beneath him, showed his shadowy counterpart ; 

Each had his glowing mountains, each his sky, 

And each seem*d centre of his own fair world. 

Antipodes unconscious of each other. 

Yet, in partition, with their several spheres. 

Blended in perfect stilbiess to our sight. 

Ah I what a pity were it to disperse 

Or to disturb, so fair a spectacle, 

And yet a breath can do it." 
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Oh ! that the Solitary, and the Fed- 
lar, and the Poet, and the Priest and 
his Lady^ were here to see a sigl^t 
more gloriotis far than that illustrious 
and visionary Ram. Two Christo- 
pher Norths — as Highland chieftains 
^n the Royal Tartan — one burning in 
the air — the otlier in the water — two 
stationary meteors, each seeming na< 
tive to ita own element. This setting 
the heather, that the linn on fire— this 
a-blaze with war, that tempered into 
truce — while the Sun, astonied at the 
spectacle, nor knowing the refulgent 
substance from tlio resplendent sha- 
dow, bids the clouds lie still lu heaven, 
and the winds all bold their breath, 
that exulting nature may be permitted 
for a little while to enjoy the miracle 
she unawares has wrought— alas! gone 
as she gazes, and gone for ever ? Our 
bonnet has tumbled into the Pool — 
and Christopher — like the Ram in the 
Excursion — stands shorn of his beams 
— no better worth looking at than the 
late Laird of Macnab. 

Now, since the truth must be told, 
that was but a flight of Fancy — and 
our apparel is more like that of a Low- 
land Quaker than a Highland chief. 
'Tis dl of a snufiy brown — a^ excel- 
lent colour for hiding the dirt. Single- 
breasted our coatee — and we are in 
shorts. Were our name to be imposed 
by our hat, it would be Sir Cloudesly 
Shovel. On our back a wallet — and 
in our hand a pole. And thus, not 
without occasional alarm to the cattle, 
though we hurry no man*8, we go 
stalking along the sward and swinging 
across the stream, and leaping over 
the quagmires — by no means unlike 
that extraordinary pedestrian who 
has been accompanying us for the last 



half hour, far overhead up by yonder, 
as if he meant mischief ; but he will 
find that we are up to a trick or two, 
and not easily to be done brown by a 
native, a Cockney of Cloud- Land, a 
long-legged awkward fellow with a 
head like a dragon, aud proad of his 
red plush, in that country called thun- 
der-and-lightning breeches, hot very, 
one should think, in such sultry wea- 
ther — but confound us if he has not 
this moment stript them off, and be 
not pursuing his journey in puris na- 
twaUbuS'^y^f as naked as the mi- 
sute he was bom ! 

We cannot help flattering ourselves 
— if indeed it be flattery — that Uiougli 
no relative of his, we have a look of 
the Pedlar — as he is painted by tbe 
hand of a great master m the aforesaid 
Poem. 

** A man of reverend age. 

But stout and hale, for travel unimpaired.* 

An hour or two ago, 

** Here was he seen upon the cottage- 
bench. 
Recumbent in the shade, as if asleep ; 
An iron-pointed staff lay at his side." 

Again — any one who had chanced 
to meet us yesterday on our way to 
the mountains, i)Ugbt have said, 

" Him had I marked the day before — 

alone, 
And stationed In the public way, with face 
Turned to the sun then setting, while that 

staff 
Afforded to the figure of the man. 
Detained fbr contemplation or repose, 
Graceful support," &c. 

And again — and even mqre charac- 
teristically — 
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*' Plain was his garb : 
Such as might suit a rustic sire, prepared 
For Sabbath duties ; yet he was a man 
Whom no one could have passed without 

remark. 
Active and nervous was his gait ; his limbs 
And his whole figure breathed intelli- 
gence. 
Time had compressed the freshness of his 

cheeks 
Into a narrower circle of deep red, 
But had not tamed his eye, that under 

brows, 
Shaggy and grey, had meanings, which it 

brought 
From years of youth ; whilst, like a being 

made 
Of many beings, he had wondrous skill 
To blend with knowledge of the years to 

come, 
Hunuin, or such as lie beyond the grave.*' 

In our intellectual characters^ we 
indulge the pleasing hope> that there 
are some striking points of resemblance^ 
on which> however, our modesty will 
not permit us to dwell — and in our 
acquirements, more particularly in 
Plane and Spherical Trigonometry. 

" While yet he lingered in the rudiments 
Of science, and among her simplest laws, 
His triangles — they were the stars of 

Heaven. 
The silent stars ! oft did he take delight 
To measure the altitude of some tall 

crag. 
That is the eagle's birthplace,*' &c. 
So it was with us. Give us but a 
base and a quadrant — and when a 
student in Jemmy Millar's class, we 
could have given you the altitude of 
any steeple in Glasgow or the Gor- 
bals. 

Like the Pedlar, in a small party of 
friends, though not proud of the ac- 
complishment, we have been prevailed 
on to give a song—" The Flowers of 
the Forest," '* Roy's Wife," or " Auld 
Langsyne" — 

" At request would sing 
Old songs, the product of his native 

hills ; 
A skilftil distribution of sweet sounds. 
Feeding the soul, and eagerly imbibed 
As cool refreshing water, by the care 
Of the industrious husbandman, diflTused 
Through a parch'd meadow-field in time 

of drought." 
Our natural disposition, too, is as 
amiable as that or the " Vagrant Mer- 
chant." 

•' And surely never did there live on 
earth 
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A man of kindlier nature. The rough 

sports 
And teasing ways of children vexed not 

him : 
Indulgent listener was he to the tongue 
Of garrulous age ; nor did the sick man's 

tale. 
To his fraternal sympathy addressed. 
Obtain reluctant hearing.'* 

Who can read the following lines, and 
not think of Christopher North ? 

<* Birds and beasts, 
And the mute fish, that glances in the 

stream. 
And harmless reptile coiling in the sun, 
And gorgeous insect hovering in the air. 
The fowl domestic, and the household 

dog- 
In his capacious mind he loved thom all." 

True that our love of 

** The mute fish, that glances in the 
stream," 

is not incompatible with the practice 
of the " angler's silent trade," or 
yriih the pleasure of *« filling our pan- 
niers." The Pedlar, too, we have 
reason to know, was, like his poet and 
ourselves — a craftsman, and for love 
beat the molecatcher at busking a 
batch of May-flies. The question 
whether Lascelles himself wore his 
master at a green dragon, 

" The harmless reptile coiling in the sun," 

we are not so sure about, having once 
been bit by an adder, whom, in our 
simplicity, we mistook for a slow- worm 
— the very day, by the by, on which we 
were poisoned by a dish of toadstools, 
by our own hand gathered for mush- 
rooms. But we have long given over 
chasing butterflies, and feel, as the 
Pedlar did, that they are beautiful 
creatures, and that 'tis a sin, between 
finger and thumb, to compress their 
mealy wings. The household dog we 
do, indeed, dearly love, though, when 
old Surly looks suspicious, we pru- 
dently keep out of the reach of his 
chain. As for " the domestic fowl," 
we breed scores every spring, solely 
for the delight of seeing them at their 
walks, 

** Among the rural villages and farms ;" 

and though game to the back-bone, 
they are all allowed to wear the spurs 
nature gave them— to crow undipped, 
challenging but the echoes ; nor is 
the sward, like the sod, ever reddened 
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with their heroic blood, for hateful to 
our ears the war-song, 

** Welcome to your gory bed, 
Op to victory ! ** 

'Tis our way to pass from gay to 
grave matter, and often from a jocular 
to a serious view of the same subjects- 
it being natural to us — and having be« 
come habitual from writing occasional- 
ly in Black wood*s Magazine. All the 
world knows our admiration of Words- 
worth, and admits that we have done 
almost as much as Jeffrey to make 
his poetry popular among the " edu- 
cated circles." But we are not a na- 
tion of idolaters, and worship neither 
graven image nor man that is bom 
of a womkn. We may seem to have 
treated the Pedlar with insufficient 
respect in that playful parallel be- 
tween him and ourselves ; but there 
you are wrong again, for we desire 
thereby to do him honour. We'wish 
now to say a few words on the wis- 
dom of mtaking such a personage the 
chief character in the Excursion. 

He b described as endowed by na- 
ture with a great intellect, a noble 
imagination, a profound soul, and a 
tender heart. It will not be said that 
nature keeps these her noblest gifts 
for human beings bom in this or that 
condition of life : she gives them to 
her favourites«->for so, in the highest 
sense, they are to whom such gifts 
befall; and not unfrequently, in an 
obscure place, of one of the Fortu- 

NATI 

«« The fulgent head 
Star-bright appears.'* 

Wordsworth appropriately places the 
birth of such a being in a humble 
dwelling in the Highlands of Scot- 
land. 

** Among the hills of Athol he was bom ; 
Where on a small hereditary farm. 
An anprodactive slip of barren ground, 
Hb parents, with their numerous oflspring 

dwelt ; 
A virtuous household, though exceeding 

poor." 

His childhood was nurtured at home 
in Christian love and trath — and ac- 
quired other knowledge at a winter 
school — for in sunmier he ** tended 
cattle on the hill **^ 

** That stood 
Sole building on a mountain's dreary 
edge." 
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And the influence of such education 
and occupation among such natural 
objects, Wordsworth expounds in 
some as fine poetry as ever issued 
from the cells of philosophic thought, 

** So the foundations of his mind were 
laid.** 

The boy had small need of books — 

*< For many a tale 
Traditionary, round the mountains hung, 
And many a legend, peopling the dark 

woods. 
Nourished Imagination in her growth, 
And gave the mind that apprehensive 

power 
By which she is made quick to recognise 
The moral properties and scope of things." 

But in the Manse there were books — 
and he read 

'* Whate'er the minister*8 old shelf sup- 
plied, 
The life and death of martyrs, who sus- 
tained. 
With will inflexible, those fearful pangs, 
Triumphantly displayed in records left 
Of persecution and the Covenant.*' 

Can you not believe that by the 
time he was as old as you were when 
you used to ride to the races on a 
poney, by the side of your sire the 
squire, this boy was your equal in 
knowledge, though you had a private 
tutor all to yourself, and were then a 
promising lad, as indeed you are now 
after the lapse of a quarter of a cen- 
tury ? True, as yet he " had small 
Latin, and no Greek ; '* but the ele- 
ments of these languages are best 
learned — trust us — by slow degrees — 
by the mind rejoicing in the con- 
sciousness of its growing faculties 

during leisure hours from other 
studies— as they were bv the Athol 
adolescent. A Scholar-^m your sense 
of the word — he might not be called, 
even when he* had reached his se- 
venteenth year, though probably he 
would have puzzled you in Livy and 
Virgil — nor of English poetry had 
he read much — the less the better for 
such a mind — at that ag^, and in that 
condition— for 

" Accumulated feelings pressed his heart 
With still increasing weight ; he was o'er- 

powered 
By nature, by the turbulence subdued 
Of his own mind, by mystery and hope. 
And the first virgin passion of a soul 
Communing with the glorious Universe," 
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But he had read Poetry— ay, the 
same Poetry that Wordsworth's self 
read at the same age — and 

" Among the hOls 
He gazed upon that mighty Orb of Sun, 
The divine Milton." 

Thus endowed, and thus instructe , 
** By Nature, that did never yet betray 
Tlie heart that loved her/* 

the youth was ** greater than he knew,** 
yet that there was something great in, 
as well as about him, he ftf It — 

'* Thus daily thirsting in that lonesome 
life," 

for some diviner communication than 
had yet been vouchsafed to him by the 
Giver and Inspirer of his restless 
Being. 

** In dreams, in study, and in ardent 

thought, 
Thus was he reared ; much wanting to 

assist 
The growth of intellect, yet gaining more. 
And every moral feeling of his soul 
Strengthened and braced, by breathing in 

content 
The keen, the wholesome air of poverty, 
And drinking from the well of homely 

life." 

You have read, our bright, bold neo- 
phyte, for we cut the Sqidre, the Song 
at the feast of Brougham Castle, upon 
the Restoration of Lord Clifford, the 
Shepherd, to the estates and honours 
of his ancestors. 

** Who is he that bounds with joy 

On Carrock's side, a shepherd boy ? 

No thoughts hath he but thoughts that pass 

Light as the wind along t}ie grass. 

Can this be He that hither came 

In secret, like a smother'd flame ? 

For whom such thoughtful tears were 

shed. 
For shelter and a poor man's bread ! *' 

The same noble boy whom his higfa- 
. bom mother in disastrous days, had 
confided when an infant to the care of 
a peasant. Yet there he is no longer 
safe — and 

< The Boy must part from Mosedale*8 

groves, 
And leave Blencathera's rugged coves, 
And quit the fl.owen that sununer brings 
To Glenderamakin*s lp(ly tpringf $ 
Must vanish, and his careless cheer 
Be turned to heaviness aad (ear." 

Sir Lauocdot Throlkeld shelters 
him till again he is five to Bet his foot 
OB the mountains. 
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" Again he wanders forth at will. 
And tends a flock from hill to hill : 
His garb is humble ; ne*er was seen 
Such garb with such a noble mien ; 
Among the shepherd grooms no mate 
Hath he, a child of strength and state." 

So lives he till he is restored — 
" Glad were the vales, and every coltagp 

hearth ; 
The shepherd-lord was honoured moic 

and more ; 
And, ages after he was laid in earth, 
* The good Lord Clifford' was the name he 

bore r 

Now mark — that Poem has been de- 
clared by one and all of the " Poets 
of Britain " to bo equal to any thing in 
the language ; and its greatness lies in 
the perfect truth of the profound philo- 
sophy which so poetically delineates 
the education of the naturally noble 
character of Clifford. Does he sink 
in our esteem because at the feast of 
the Restoration he turns a deaf ear to 
the fervent harper who sings, 

** Happy day and happy hour, 

When our shepherd in his power, 

Mounted, mailed, with lance and sword. 

To his ancestors restored. 

Like a re-appearing star,. 

Like a glory from afar. 

First shall head the flock of war ? " 

No— his generous nature is true to its 
generous nurture; and now deeply 
imbued with the goodness he had too 
long loved in others ever to forget 

*' The silence that is amid the starry 
hiUs," 

appears noblest when showing himself 
faithful in his own hall to the ** huts 
where poor men lie ;'* while we know 
not, at the close, which life the Poet 
has most glorified — the humble or the 
high— -whether the Lord did the shep- 
herd more ennoble, or the shepherd 
the Lord. 

^ Now, we ask, is there any essendal 
difference between what Wordsworth 
thus records of the high-bom shep- 
herd-Lord, and what he records of the 
low-born youth in the Excursion? 
None. They are both educated among 
the hills ; and according to the nature 
of their own souls and that of their 
education, is the progressive growth 
and ultimate formation of their cha- 
racter. Both are exalted beings— be- 
cause both are wise a|id good— bi^t to 
his own coeval he has given, besides 
eloquence and genius. 
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« The ▼Uion and the fiumlty divine/* 

That, 

** When years bad brought the philosophic 

mind/* 
he might walk through the dominioBS 
of the Intellect and the Imagination, a 
Sage and a Teacher. 

But as yet he is in his eighteenth 
year, and 

** Is summoned to select the course 
Of humble industry that promised best 
To yield him no miworthy maintenance/' 
For a season he taught a village 
school, which many a fine, high, and 
noble spirit has done and is doing; 
hut he was impatient of the hills he 
loved, and 

** That stem yet kindly spirit, who con- 
strains 
The Savoyard to quit his native rocks, 
The free-bom Swiss to leave his narrow 

vales 
(Spirit attached to regions mountainous 
Like their own steadiast clouds), did now 

impel 
His restless mind to look abroad with 

hope." 
It had become his duty to choose a 
profession — a trade — a calling. He 
was not a ^^tleman, mind ye, and 
had prohahly never so much as heard 
a rumour of the existence of a silver 
fork : he had been bom with a wood- 
en spoon in his mouth, — and lived, 
partly from choice, and partly from 
necessity, on a vegetable diet. He 
had not ten pounds in the world he 
could call his own ; hut he could bor- 
row ^^y, for his father's son was to 
be trusted to that amount bjr any Ik-- 
roily that chanced to have it among 
the Athol hills — therefore he resolvd 
on " a hard service," which 
*' Gained merited reapect in simpler 

times; 
When squire, and priest, and Uiey who 

round them dwelt 
In rustic sequestration, all dependent 
Upon the Pcdlak's toil, supplied their 

wants, 
Or pleased their fancies with the ware 

he brought." 
Could Alfred have ceased to be 
Alfred had he lived twenty vears in 
the hut where he spoiled the ban- 
nocks? Would Gustavus have ceas- 
ed to be Gustavus had he been 
doomed to dree an ignoble life in the 
obscurest nook in Dsdecarlia ? Were 
princes and peers in our day degrad- 
ed by working, in their expatriation, 
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with head or hand for bread? Are 
the Polisli patriots degraded by work- 
ing at eighteen-pence a day, without 
victuals, on embankments of railroads ? 
** At the risk of giving a shock to the 
prejudices of ar&cial society, I have 
ever been ready to pay homage to the 
aristocracy of nature, under a con- 
viction that vigorous human-hearted- 
ness is the constituentprinciple of 
true taste.*' These are Wordsworth's 
own words) and deserve letters of gold. 
He has given many a shock to the 
prejudices of artificial society; and 
m ten thousand cases, where the heart 
of such society was happily sound at 
the core, notwithstanding the rotten 
kitchen- stufi* with which it was en- 
crusted, the shocks have killed the pre- 
judices; and men and women, en- 
couraged to consult their own breasts, 
have heard responses there to the 
truths uttered in music by the high- 
souled Bard, assuring them of an ex- 
istence there of capacities of pure de- 
light, of which they had had either 
but a fidnt suspicion, or, because *' of 
the world*s dread laugh,** feared to in- 
dulge, and nearly let die. 

Mr Wordsworth quotes from He- 
ron's Scotland an interesting passage 
illustrative of the life led in our coun- 
try at that time by that class of persons 
from whom he has chosen one — not, 
mind you, imaginary, though for pur- 
poses of imagination — adding that 
" his own personal knowledge em- 
boldened him to draw the portrait.*' 
In that passage Heron says, ** As they 
wander, each alone, through thinly 
inhabited districts, they form habits of 
reflection and of sublime contempla- 
tion,*' and that with all their qualifica- 
tions, no'wonder they should contribute 
much to polish the roughness and soAen 
the rusticity of our peasantry. In 
North America,'* says he, *' travelling 
merchants from the settlements have 
done and continae to do much more to- 
wards civilizing the Indian natives than 
all the missionaries. Papist or Protest- 
ant, who have ever been sent among 
them ; " and, speaking again of Scot- 
land, he says, " it is not more than 
twenty or thirty years, since a young 
man going from any part of Scotland 
to England for the purpose to carry 
the pack, was considered as going to 
lead the life, and acquire the fortune, 
of a gentleman. When, after twenty 
years' absence, in tiiat honourable 
Hue of employment^ he returned with 
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his acquisitions to his native country, sLge—far he was then very rich — but 

lie was regarded as a gentleman to you could not sit ten minutes in hh 

all intents and purposes." We have company without feeling that he was 

ourselves known gentlemen who had " one of God Almighty's gentlemen/* 

carried the pack — one of them a man belonging to the ** aristocracy of Na- 

of great talents and acquirements— ture." 

who lived in his old age in the highest Look then on the Pedlar — and bo 

circles of society. Nobody troubled grateful to Wordsworth, 
theu: head about his birth and parent- 

*' From his native hills 
He wandered far ; much did he see of men. 
Their manners, their enjoyments, and pursuits, 
Their passions and their feelings ; chiefly those 
Essential and eternal in the heart. 
That, 'mid the simpler forms of rural life, 
Exist more simple in their elements, 
And speak a plainer language. In the woods 
A lone enthusiast, and among the fields, 
Itinerant in his labour, he had passed 
The better portion of his time ; and there 
Spontaneously had his affections thriven 
Amid the beauties of the year, the peace 
And liberty of nature ; there he kept 
In solitude and solitary thought 
His mind in a just equipoise of love. 
Serene it was, unclouded with the cares 
Of ordinary life ; unvexed, unwarped 
By painful bondage. In his steady course, 
Jio piteous revolutions had he felt, 
No wild varieties of joy and grief 
Unoccupied by sorrow of its own, 
His heart lay open ; and, by nature tuned 
And constant disposition of his thoughts 
To sympathy with man, he was alive 
To all that was ei\joyed where'er he went. 
And all that was endured ; for in himself 
Happy, and quiet in his cheerfulness, 
He had no painful pressure from without. 
That made him turn aside from wretchedness, 
With coward fears. He could afford to suffer 
With those whom he saw suffer. Hence it came 
That in our best experience be was rich, 
And in the wisdom of our daily life. 
For hence, minutely, in his coming rounds. 
He had observed the progress and decay 
Of many minds, of minds and bodies too ; 
The history of many families ; 

How they had prospered ; how they were oVrthrown, 
By passion or mischance ; or such misrule 
Among the unthinking masters of the earth 
As makes the nations groan." 

What was to hinder such a man — What would you rather have had 
thus bom and thus bred — ^with such a the Sage in the Excursion to huvo 
youth and such a prime— from being been ? The Senior Fellow of a Col- 
in his old age worthy of walking lege ? A Head ? A retired Judge ? 
among the mountains with Words- An Ex- Lord- Chancellor ? A Nabob? 
worth, and descanting A Banker ? A Millionaire? or, at once 

*« On «*•« ^« «-♦,«.« o«j «« »..,«.-« *® condescend on individuals, Natus 

un man, on nature, and on human r*^^ t? -r* • •; ..i_ 

LjjyjV.. * Consumere Fruges, Esquire? or the 

Honourable Custos Rotulorum ? 

And remember he was a Scotsman-^ Look into life and watch the growth 

compatriot of Christophea North. of the soul. Men are not what they 
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seem to the outward eye — mere ma- 
chines moving about in customary oc- 
cupations — productive labourers of 
food and wearing apparel — slaves from 
mom to night at task-work set them 
by the Wealth of Nations. They are 
the Children of God. The soul never 
sleeps — not even when its wearied 
body is heard snoring by people living 
in the next street. All the souls now 
in this world are for ever awake ; and 
this life> believe us, though in moral 
sadness it has often been rightly called 
so, is no dream. In a dream we have 
no will of our own, no power over 
ourselves ; ourselves are not felt to be 
ourselves ; our familiar friends seem 
strangers from some far off country ; 
the dead are alive, yet we wonder not ; 
the laws of the physical world are 
suspended, or changed, or confused 
by our phantasy ; Intellect, Imagi- 
nation, toe Moral Sense, Affection, 
Passion, are not possessed by us in 
the same way we possess them out of 
that mystery: were Life a Dream, 
or like a Dream, it would never lead 
to Heaven. 

Again, then, we say to you, look 
into life and watch the growth of the 
soul. In a world where the ear can- 
not listen without hearing the clank of 
chains, the soul may yet be free as if it 
already inhabited the skies. For its 
Maker gave it Liberty of Choice of 
Good or of Evil — and if it has chosen 
the good it is a King. All its facul- 
ties are then fed on their appropriate 
food provided for them in nature. 
The soul then knows where the neces- 
saries and the luxuries of its life grow, 
and how they may be gathered — in 
a still sunny region inaccessible to 
blight — " no mildewed ear blasting 
his wholesome brother.** 

" And thou sbalt summer high in blisa upon 
the Hills of God." 



Go read the Excursion then — vene- 
rate the Pedlar— pity the Solitary 

— respect the Priest, and love the 

Poet. 
So charmed have we been with the 

sound of our own voice — of all sounds 

on earth the sweetest surely to our 

ears — and, therefore, we so dearly 

love the monologue, and from the 

dialogue turn averse, impatient of 

him ycleped the interlocutor, who, 

•• High from the summit of a craggy cliff 
Hung o*cr the deep, such as amazing frown 
On utmost Kilda's shore, whose lonely race 



like a shallow brook, Will keep prat- 
tling and bubbling on between the 
still deep pools of our discourse, which 
nature feeds with frequent waterfalls ; 
— so charmed have we been with the 
sound of our own voice, that, scarcely 
conscious the while of more than a 
gentle ascent along the sloping sward 
of a rural Sabbath day's journey, we 
perceive now that we must have 
achieved a Highland league— > five 
miles — of rough up-hill work, and are 
standing tiptoe on the mountain-top. 
True that his altitude is not very 
great — somewhere, we should sup- 
pose, between two and three thousand 
— far higher than the Pentlands — 
somewhat higher than the Ochils — a 
middle-sized Grampian. Great paint- 
ers and poets know that power lies 
not in mere measureable bulk. At- 
las, it is true, is a giant, and he has 
need to be so, supporting the globe. 
So is Andes; but his strength has 
never been put to proof, as he carries 
but clouds. The CordiUcras — but 
we must not be personal — so suffice 
it to say, that soul, not size, equally 
in mountains and in men, is and 
inspires the true sublime. Mont 
Blanc might be as big again; but 
what then, if without his glaciers ? 

These mountains are neither im- 
mense nor enormous — ^nor are there 
any such in the British Isles. Look for 
a few of the highest on RiddelPs inge- 
nious Scale — in Scotland, Ben-nevis, 
Hclveliyn in England, in Ireland the 
Keeks ; and, in print, they are mere 
molehills to Chimborazo. But in na • 
ture they are the hills of the Eagle. 
And think ye not that an Eagle is as 
familiar with the sky as a Condor? 
That Vulture — for Vulture he is — flics 
league-high — the Golden Eagle is 
satisfied to poise himself but a mile 
above the loch, which, judged by the 
rapidity of its long river's flow, may 
be a thousand feet or more above the 
level of the sea. From that height 
methinks the Bird- Royal, with the 
golden eye, can see the rising and the 
setting sun, and his march on the 
meridian, without a telescope. If ever 
he fly by night — and we think we have 
seen a shadow passing the stars that 
was on the wing of life — he must be 
a rare astronomer. 



Digitized by 



Google 



298 Christopher amo)^ the Mountains, [Sept. 

• Resign the setting sun to Indian worlds. 
The Royal Eagle rears his vigorous young. 
Strong -pounced, and burning with paternal fire. 
Now fit to raise a kingdom of their own 
He drives them from his fort, the towering seat 
For ages of his empire ; which in peace 
Unstained he holds, while many a league to sea • 

He wings his course, and preys in distant isles." 

Would to Heaven we had written these lines and the following 1 Which 
are the nohler, Thomson's or Campbell's ? 

" Not such 
Was this proud bird ; he clove the adverse storm, 
And cuffed it with his wings. He stopped his flight 
As easily as the Arab reins his steed. 
And Stood at pleasure *neath Heaven's zenith, like 
A lamp suspended from its azure dome. 
Whilst underneath him the world's mountains lay 
Like molehills, and her streams like lucid threads. 
Then downward, faster than a falling star, 
He neared the earth, until his shape distinct 
^ Was blackly shadowed on the sunny ground i 

And deeper terror hushed the wilderness. 
To hear his nearer whoop. Then, up again 
He soared and wheeled. There was an air of scorn 
In all his movements, — whether he threw round 
• His crested head to look behind him, or 
Lay vertical and sportively displayed 
The inside whiteness of his wing declined, 
In gyres and undulations full of grace, 
An object beautifying Heaven itself. 

*' He — reckless who was victor, and above 
The hearing of their gun8»saw fleets engaged 
In flaming combat. It was nought to him 
What carnage, Moor or Christian, strewed their decksr 
But if his intellect had matched his wings, 
Methinks he would have scorned man's vaunted power 
To plough the deep ; his pinions bore him down 
To Algiers the warlike, or the coral groves 
That blush beneath the green of Bona*s waves ; 
And traversed in an hour a wider space 
Than yonder gallant ship, with all her sails 
Wooing the winds, can cfross from morn till eve. 
His bright eyes were his compass, earth his chart» 
His talons anchored on the stormiest cliff. 
And on the very light-house rock he perched 
When winds churned white the waves.'* 

We, too, are an Eagle, and therefore altitade suits the sunny season, and 
proud of you our Scottish mountains, the peaceful sky. But when the 
as you are of Us. Stretch yourself up thunder at mid-day would hide yoiur 
to your full height as we now do to heads in a night of cloud, you thrust 
ours— and let ** Andes, giant of the them through the blackness, and show 
Western Star,'* but dare to look at us them to the glens, crowned with fire, 
and we will tear the *' meteor standard Then are they a sea of mountains 1 
to the winds unfurled,*' from hb cloudy No — they are mountains in a sea. 
hands. There you stand — and were And what a sea ! Waves of water, 
YOU to rear your summits much higher when at the prodigious, are never 
intoheavenyouwoidd alarm the hidden higher than the foretop of a man-of- 
stars. war. Waves of vapour — they alone 
Yet we have seen you higher — but it are ever seen flying mountains high- 
was in storm. In calm like this, you do but they dash, they howl not — and in 

^ell to look beautiful — your solemn their silei\t ascension, all held toge« 
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ther by the same spirit, but perpe- . 
tually changiDg its beautifiU array, 
Inhere order seems ever and anon to 
come in among disorder, there is ^ 
grandeur that settles down in the soul 
of youthful poet roaming in delirium 
among the mountain gloomsi and 
** pacifies the fever of his heart," 

Call not now these yapours waves | 
for motion, movement there is none 
among the ledges, and ridges, and 
roads, and avenues, and galleries^ and 
groves, and houses, and churches, and 
castles, and fairy palaces — all ft'amed 
of mbt Far up amotig and above} 
that wondrous region through which 
you hear voices of waterfalls deepetl- 
ing the silence, behold hundreds of 
mountain-tops — blue, purple, Violet 
— for the sun is shining straight dd 
some and aslant on others— and on 
those not at aU ; nor can th^ shepherd 
at your side, though he has lived there 
all his life, till after long pondering, 
tell you the names of those most fami- 
liar to him ; for they seem to have all 
interchanged sites and altitudes, and 
" Black Ben-hun, the Eagle-Breeder*' 
himself looks so serenely in his rain- 
bow, that you might almost mistake 
him for Ben Louey, or the Hill of 
Hinds. 

Have you not seen sunsets in which 
tlie mountains were embedded in 
masses of clouds all burning and blaz- 
ing—yes, blazing— with uninuiginable 
mixtures of all the eolours that evOT 
were born— intensifying into a glory 
that absolutely became insupportaUe 
to the soul as insufierable to the eres 
—and that left the eves for hours after 
you had retreated from the superna- 
tural scene, even when shut, all filled 
with floating films of cross-lights, cut- 
ting the sky-imagery into gorgeous 
fragments, — and were not the moun- 
tains of such sunsets, whether they 
were of land or of cloud, sufficiently 
vast for your utmost capacities and 



powers of delight and jey, longing to 
commune with the Region thou feltst 
to be in very truth Heaven — nor could 
the spirit, entraneed in admiration, 
eone^ye at that moment any Heaven 
beyond — while the senses themselves 
seemed to have had given them a 
revelation that, as it was created, 
eould be felt but by your own im- 
mortal soul ? 

Let us not be afraid — ^we are in no 
danger of getting metaphysical— that 
^sease Is either stiddeil or lingering 
death to the sense of the mighty in 
nattite. It devat^ th^ soul to be in 
the body near the sky — at once on earth 
and in Heaven. In the body ? Yes-^ 
we feel at once fbttered and free. In 
Time we wear our fetters, and heavy 
though they be, and painfully rivetted 
on, seldom do we welcome Death 
coming to strike them off^but groan 
at sight of the executioner. In eter- 
nity we believe that fill is spiritual-—. 
and in that belief, which doubt some- 
times shakes but to prove its founda- 
tion Ilea rooted far down below all 
earthquakes, endurable is the sound of 
dust to dust. Poets speak of the spirit, 
while yet in the flesh, blending, ming- 
ling, being absorbed in the great forms 
of the outward universe, and they 
speak as if sueh absorption were ce- 
lestial and divine. But is not this a ma- 
terial creed ? Let it be described, as it 
is by Wordsworth, as one of the many 
moods of Imagination in which there 
is no blame ; not, as it is by Byron, 
as the utmost height to which she can 
aspire. Let Imagination beware how 
she seeks to glorify the objects of the 
senses, and having glorified them, to 
elevate them into a kindred being with 
our own, exalting them that we may 
claim with them that kindred being, as 
if we belonged to them and not they 
to us, forgetting that they are made 
to perish, we to live for ever I 



** Is it not better, then, to be alone, 
And love Earth only for its earthly sake, 
By the blae rushing of the arrowy Rhone, 
Or the pure bosom of its nursing lake, 
Which feeds it as a mother who doth make 
A fair but iroward infant her own care. 
Kissing its cries away as these awake ;— 
Is it not better thus our lives to wear. 
Than join the crushing crowd, doom'd to inflict or bear ? 

** I live not in myself, bnt I become 
Portion of that around me ; and to me 
High mountains are a feeUng, but the horn 
Of humaa citiea torture ; I can see 
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Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be 
A link reluctant in a fleshly chain, 
Class'd among creatures, when the soul can flee, 
And with the sky, the peak, the heaving plain 
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain. 

" And thus I am absorbed, and this is life ; 
I look upon the peopled desert past, 
As on a place of agony and strife, 
Where, for some sin, to sorrow I was cast. 
To act and suffer, but remount at last 
With a fresh pinion ; which I feel to spring. 
Though young, yet waxing vigorous, as the blast 
Which it would cope with, on delighted wing, 
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being cling. 

** And when, at length, the mind shall be all free 
From what it hates in this degraded form, 
Reft of its carnal life, save what shall be 
Existent happier in the fly and worm, — 
When elements to elements conform. 
And dust is as it should be, shall I not 
Feel all I see, less dazzling, but more warm ? 
The bodiless thought ? the Spirit of each spot ? 
Of which, even now, I share at times the immortal lot ? 

. ** Are not the mountains, waves, and skies, a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ? 
Is not the love of these deep in my heart 
With a pure passion ? should I not contemn 
All objects, if compared with these ? and stem 
A tide of suffering rather than forego 
Such feelings for the hard and worldly phlegm 
Of those whose eyes are only tum*d below. 

Gazing upon the ground, with thoughts which dare not glow ? " 



LSepl* 



Has not the tongue of fame pro- 
claimed these, and others such as 
these, to be glorious verses flowing 
from the fount of inspiration? Yet 
satisfied have they not our soul here 
breathing undisturbedly on the moun* 
tain- top. The first stanza, methinks, 
is of little worth. What says it ? 
That 'tis better to **love earth only 
for its earthly sake," " than join the 
crushing crowd, doom'd to inflict or 
bear." Is that a revelation from a 
great poet's heart? A stale truism 
unadorned with one grace of speech. 

•' Is it not better, then, to be alone " — 
** Is it not better thus our lives to wear.** 

" Repetitions wearisome of sense" 
are these — ** most tolerable and not 
to be endured.*' The image of the 
lake as a nursing mother, and of the 
Rhone as a froward infant, is irrecon- 
cilable with nature, dead or alive — and 
is neither more nor less than absolute 
nonsense. Then how feeble through- 
out the expression ! <' A mother who 
doth make a fair but froward infant 
her own care / / " ** Kissing its cries 



away as these awake / / / " Poor ex- 
pletives, not permissible even in the 
wet-nurse school of prose. Then how 
childish for his lordship, in the very 
stanza in which, with affected passion, 
which is always inconsistent, he ex- 
claims, 

*' Is it^ot better, then, to be alone, 

And love Earth only for its earthly sake ?" 

How childish in hb lordship to illus- 
trate the sincerity and depth of that 
love, by such maudlin drivel about 
another love, which he was desirous to 
show he despised, or regarded with dis- 
gust*? 

The second stanza is a mere hubbub 
of words. He says — 

** I live not in myself, but I become 
Portion of that around me ; and to me 
High mountains are a feeling** 

Bah I If you become a portion of that 
around you, you become a portion of 
the high mountains — and thus incorpo- 
rated with them, how can Mey be to 
you n. feeling ? '* But the hum of hu- 
man cities torture*' is here imperti- 
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nent — except to prove that as that 
hum is outward to you> so are those 
high mountains, and therefore the 
«* feeling "^as much caused by them as 
the "torture" by the human cities. 
But you would make simpletons be- 
lieve that you were " portion of that 
around you" — of the very cause of 
the effect — that you are at once a 
cause and an effect — in good truth, 
prating, like Polonius, "how this ef- 
fect defective comes by cause." You 
say, " 1 can see nothing to loathe in 
nature I*' and that the very moment 
you have been telling us that, through 
intensity of love, you have " become 
portion of that around you." Imagine 
a lover in his mistress s arms in a pa- 
roxysm of passion, gaspingly reaching 
at last this climax of bliss- expressive 
speech, " I can see nothing to loathe 
In thee ! " " Save to be a link reluc- 
tant in a fleshly chain" loses more 
and more of the little meaning it seems 
to have at first the longer you look at 
it. " Class'd among creatures, wheu 
the soul can flee," is worse than non- 
sense — it is folly ; for arc not they to 
whom it is here said to flee "crea- 
tures" — the bky, the peak, the sea, 
and the stars ? " Mingle, and not in 
vain,'* concludes the big-mouthed 
bluster with an infants cry. 

In the next stanza the poet begins 
with repeating himself— 

" And thus I am absoibed, and this is 
Ufe." 

The immediate effect of this absorp- 
tion is the vivid remembrance of all 
his past human life! Had he been 
absorbed, there would have been ever- 
lasting oblivion of that troubled dream. 
But to be absorbed is one thing, and to 
say you are is another ; and worse still, 
he speaks in poor repetition of " re- 
mounting at last with sl fresh pinion,** 
" and a delighted wing," an image by 
no means new, and destructive of the 
thought of absorption. 

In the third stanza there is nothing 
about either absorption or wings, but 
after some ugly raving, we are pre- 
sented with that very intelligible fine, 

" When elements to elements conform/' 

in which conformation the poet asks, 

** Shall I not 

Feel all I see less dazzling but more 

warm ? " 
We shall not presume to say how 
that may be — but on the first blush of 
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the matter we do not see why the 
spirit's perception and emotion, " when 
elements to elements conform," should 
be " less dazzling but more warm " than 
during its mortal life. 

" The boJiless thought, the spirit of each 
spott** 

is a poor linc^very ; and the Alex- 
andrine " goes not forth conquering 
and to conquer." 

In the fourth stanza ho returns to 
the pet fancy that he and his soul are 
a part of the mountains, waves, and 
skies, and they of him and his soid. 

** Elements to elements conform.** 
If so, what more would he have ? 

" Is not the love of these deq) in my 

heart 
With a pure passion? *' 

is surely an unnecessary question — 
ill-worded— -after all the preceding 
talk about blending, and mingling, 
and absorption, and so forth. " If 
compared with these " is dull, heavy, 
and formal ; ** rather than forego 
such feelings *' even more feo ; and to 
forego $uch feelings " for the hard 
and worldly phlegm " of people 

" Gazing upon the ground with thoughts 
which dare not glow^* 

would, indeed, argue shameful timi- 
dity in the heart of a man-mountain. 

The truth is, and we will speak it, 
that Byron, with all his abuse of 
Wordsworth, knew that he was a 
great poet, and felt that in all the 
poetry in which he speaks of nature 

" He was attired 
With sudden brightness, Uke a man in- 
spired ;" 

that he touched the forms of inani- 
mate nature with Promethean fire, 
not stolen from^ but bestowed by 
Heaven, and that *twas among the 
rights, privileges, and duties of his 
vocatiou 

** To create a soul 
Under the ribs of death. *' 

Some j)eople have said that Words- 
worth IS or was a Pantheist, and lines 
from hb " River Wye" have been 
quoted, supposed by them to shadow 
ibrth this creed. Such people should 
not read poetry at all, but occupy 
themselves in overlooking their ac- 
counts. Byron — we speak of him as 
a poet-— was a Tlieist, or a Pantheist, 
u 
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or a Debt, as he happened to be in 
the mood — or as this no-belief or tliat 
seemed best suited for a series of 
stanzas to astonish the natives. We 
have seen what he made by trying to 
** mingle with the universe." In one 
of the most admired passages in the 
third book of the Childe, throughout 
the whole of which he is haunted by 
Wordsworth, whom he would, all in 
vain, hate and imitate — awhile decla- 
ring that he has delivered himself up, 
soul and body, to the feeling of the 
infinite, the supersensual, and the spi- 
ritnd, sympathizes with the early 
Persian in making 

" Hif altar the high places, and (he peak 
Of earth o'ergaziog mountains,** 

and exclaims, 

** Come and compare 
Columns and idol-dwellings, Goth or 

Greek, 
With nature's realms of worship, earth 

and air. 
Nor fix on fond abodes to circumscribe 

thy prayer ;** 

even in that very mood of ecstasy, 
rapt and inspired beyond this ^'visible 
diurnal sphere" by the more glorious 
aspects itself assumes, he destroys our 
delusion, and lets us into the secret of 
his own— or rather into that of his de- 
ception— by a single blow that jars all 
the nerves in our body — 



Christopher among the Mountains. [Sept, 



"Oh! night, 
And storm and darkneis, ye are wondrous 

strong. 
Yet lovely in your strength, as it the light 
Of a dark eye in u>oman ///** 
There are some fine and noble things 
in these same stanzas, but mixed with 
baser matter, and tha^ too, at the very 
moment when the soul in its emotion 
of grandeur was desiring nothing but 
the truth. 

** Far along. 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags 

among, 
Leaps the live thunder " 

is glorious ; but, alas ! how could the 
same man who said that say 

** And now the plee 
Of the loud ?tiUs tJuthes with its mountain' 

mirth f 
As if they did rejoice o'er a young earth' 

quake's birth / / " 

Now turn to Wordsworth— not on 
account of any similarity of style, for 
there is none, between him and B^n 
—nor yet on account of much similar- 
ity between the objects dealt with, for 
there is little, except that they are in 
both cases objects of nature — ^but on 
account of the manifest but unsuccess- 
ful straining, in the stanzas we have 
been reading, after the spirit of the 
communion which Wordsworth holds 
in his poetry with all outward things. 



'< These beauteous forms, 
Through a long absence, have not been to me 
As is a landscape to a blind man's eye : 
But oft, in lonely rooms, and mid the din 
Of towns and cities, I have owed to them, 
In hours of weariness, sensations sweet, 
Felt in the blood, and felt along the heart ; 
And passing even into my purer mind, 
With tranquil restoration : — feelings, too, 
Of unremembered pleasure : such, perhaps, 
As have no slight or trivial influence 
On that best portion of a good man's life, 
I lis little, nameless, unremembered act* 
Of kindness and of love. Nor less, I tnist, 
To them I may have owed another gift 
Of aspect more sublime ; Uiat blesses most 
In which the burthen of the mystery. 
In which the heavy and the weary weight 
Of all this unintelligible world, 
Is ligbtenM : — that serene and blessed mood. 
In which the affections gently lead us on.^ 
Until the breath of this corporeal frame, 
And even the motion of our human blood 
Almost suspended, we are laid asleep 
In body, and become a living soul • 
While with an eye made quiet by the power 
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Of harmony, and the deep power of joy. 
We see into the life of things. 

" If this 
Be but a yain belief, yet, oh I )iow oft. 
Id darkness, and amid the many shapes 
Of joyless daylight ; when the fretful stir 
Unprofitable, and the fever of the world. 
Has hung upon the beatings of my heart-^ 
How oft, in spirit, have I turned to thee, 

silvan Wye ! Thou wanderer through the woods, 
How often has my spirit turned to thee ! 

And now with gleams of half-extinguished thought. 

With many reoognitions dim and iaint. 

And somewhat of a sad perplexity, 

The picture of the mind revives again : 

While here I stand, not only with the sense 

Of present pleasure, but with pleasing thoughts. 

That in this moment there is life and food 

For future years. And so I dare to hope. 

Though changed, no doubt, from what I waf when first 

1 came among these hills. 

** When like a roe 
I bounded o'er the mountains, by the sides 
Of the deep rivers, and thelonely streams. 
Wherever nature led : more like a man 
Flying from something that he dread*, than one 
Who sought the thing he loved. For nature then 
(The coarser pleasures of my boyish days. 
And their glad varied momenta all gone by) 
To me was all in all. I cannot paint 
What then I was. The sounding cataract 
Haunted me like a passion : the tall rock. 
The mountain, and the deep and gloomy wood, 
Their colours and their forma, were then to me 
An appetite ; a fueling and a \qfre 
That had no need of a remoter charm. 
By thought supplied, nor any interest 
Unborrowed from the eye. 

" That time is past, 
And all its aching Joys are now no more, 
And all its dizzy raptures. Not for this 
Faint I, nor mourn nor murmur ; other gifts 
Have followed ; for such loss I would^believe 
Abundant recompense. For I have learned 
To look on nature, not as in the hour 
Of thoughtless youth, but hearing oftentimes 
The still sad music of humanity. 
Not harsh nor grating, but of amplest power 
To soften and subdue. 

« And I have felt 
A passion that disturbed me with the joy 
Of elevated thoughts ; a sense sublime 
Of something fiur more deeply interposed. 
Whose dwelling is the light of setting sun. 
And the round ocean, and the Uving air. 
And the blue sky, and on the mind of man : 
A motion and a spirit* that impels 
All thinking things, all objects and all thought. 
And rolU through all things. Therefore am I still 
A lover of the meadows and the woods. 
And mountains ; and of all that we behold 
From this green earth ; of all the mighty world 
Of eye and ear, both what they'half create 
And what perceive ; well pleaaed to recognise, 
In nature and (he language of the sense. 
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The anchor of my purest thoughts, the nurse, 
The guide, the guardian of my heart, and soul 
Of all my moral being." 
What divine exaltation, and what divine composure ! Poetiy, Philosophy, 
Religion. And clear as light— harmonious as music— the perfectly beautiful 
language of the Revelation ! . i. • n 

Or turn to that glorious passage in the Excursion — but the mountams all 
wear an unusual hush, and we shall give it utterance to glorify the gloom. 
" Such was the Boy— but for the growing youth 

What soul was his, when from the naked top 

Of some bold headland, he beheld the sun 

Rise up, and bathe the world in light I he looked— 

Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth 

And ocean*s liquid mass, beneath him lay 

In gladness and deep joy. The clouds were touched. 

And in their silent faces could he read 

Unutterable love. Sound needed none, 

Nor any voice of joy ; his spirit drank 

The spectacle : sensation, soul and form 

All melted into him ; they swallowed up 

His animsLl being ; in them did he live, 

And by them did he live ; they were his life 

In such access of mind, in suclfliigh hour 

Of visitation from the living God, 

Thought was not ; in enjoyment it expired. 

No thanks he breathed, he proffered no request j 

Rapt into still communion that transcends 

The imperfect offices of prayer and praise. 

His mind was a thanksgiving to the Power 

That made him ; it was blessedness and love ! 

A herdsman on the lonely mountain top. 

Such intercourse was his, and in this sort 

Was his existence oftentimes potgetsed, 

O then how beautiful, how fright appeared 

The written promise I Early had he learned 

To reverence the volimie that displays 

The mystery, the life which cannot die ; 

But in the mountains did he/ee/ his faith. 

All things, responsive to the writing, there 

Breathed immortality, revolving life, 

And greatness still revolving ; infinite ; 

There littleness was not ; the least of things 

Seemed infinite ; and then his spirit shaped 

Her prospects, nor did he believe,— he saw 

What wonder if his being thus became 

Sublime and comprehensive ! Low desires. 

Low thoughts bad there no place ; yet was his heart 

Lowly ; for he was meek in gratitude, 

Oft as he called those ecstasies to mind. 

And whence they flowed ; and from them he acquired 

Wisdom, which works through patience ; thence he learned, 

In oft recurring hours of sober thought, 

To look on nature with a humble heart. 

Self-questioned where it did not understand. 

And with a superstitious eye of love.*' 

People say that, of all poets, Bvron alone has fitly sung the sea. Let us 
recite the celebrated close of Cbilde Harold. 

*< Oh I that the Desert were my dwelling-place, 
With one fair Spirit for my minister, 
That I might all forget the human race 
And, hating no one, love but only her t 
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Ye ElemenU I — in whose ennobling slir 
I feel myself exalted — Can ye not 
Accord me such a being ? Do I err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot ? 
Though with them to converse can rarely be oor lot. 

*' There is a pleasure in the pathless woods. 
There is a rapture on the lonely shore, « 

There is society where none intrudes. 
By the deep Sea, and music in its roar : 
I love not Man the less, but Nature more. 
From these our interviews, in which I steal 
From all I may be, or have been of yore, 
To mingle with the Universe, and feel 
What I can ne'er express, yet can not all conceal* 

'* Roll on, thou deep and dark blue Ocean — roll! 
Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 
Man marks the earth with ruin — his control 
Stops with the shore ;— upon the watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor doth remain 
A shadow of man*s ravage, save his own. 
When, for a moment, like a drop of rain. 
He sinks into thy depths with bubbling groan. 
Without a grave, unknell'd, uncoffin'd, and unknown. 

" His steps are not upon thy paths,«-thy fields 
Are not a spoil for him,— Uiou dost arise 
And shake him from thee ; the vile strength he wields 
For earth's destruction thou dost all despise. 
Spuming him from thy bosom to the skies. 
And send'st him, shivering in thy playful spray 
And howling, to his Gods, where haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay, 
And dashest him again to earth : — there let him lay, 

*' The armaments which thunderstrike the walls 
Of rock>built cities, bidding nations quake. 
And monarchs tremble in their capitals, 
The oak leviathans, whose huge libs make 
Their clay creator the vun title take 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war ; 
These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake. 
They melt into thy yest of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada's pride, or spoils of Trafalgar. 

** Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they ? 
Thy waters wasted them while they wore free. 
And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, sUve, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts : — not so thou. 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves* play- 
Time writes no wrinkle on thine axure brow*- 
Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou rollest now. 

<* Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty's form 
Glasses itself in tempests ; in all time. 
Calm or convulsed — in breexe, or gale, or storm. 
Icing the pole, or in the torrid clime 
Dark-heaving ; — boundless, endless, and sublime— 
The image of £ternity~tho throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made ; each zone 
ObeTt tbeef thou goest forth, dread, fathomless alone, 
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** And I have loved thee, Ocean ! and my joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to be 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wanton'd with thy breakers^they to me 
Were a delight ; and if the freshening sea 
Made them a terror— 'twas a pleasing fear, 
For I was as it were a child of thee. 
And trusted to thy billows far and near. 
And laid my hand upon thy mane^-as I do here.*' 



[Sept. 



What connexion of thought or 
feeling b there between the first and 
the second of these stanzas ? None. 
Nay, thougB manifestly supposed by 
the poet to be embued with one and 
the same spirit, they cut each other*s 
throats. In the first he longs and 
prays for a friend of his soul — a fe- 
male—to sip with him in the desert 
the goblet of delight ; in the second 
he declares there is no happiness like 
that of mingling with the universe. 
** With one fair spirit for my minister." 

It would seem she were not to be hu- 
man, for with her he yearns to live, 
that " he might forget all the human 
race." Yet while fancying such an 
one as he desires^ he aski 

« Do I err 
In deeming tuck inhahU many a spot, 
Though with them to converse can rarely 
be our lot 9 " 

He asks the elements if they can ac- 
cord him such a being— the elements 
*' iu whose ennobling stir he feels 
himself exalted" — though we see 
no high exaltation in such an apos- 
trophe — and we shall believe, there- 
fore, that " the one fair spirit" is a 
child of their own — but in what is to 
lie her ministry ? Will her sex pro- 
tect her? Why has the fair spirit 
sex ? Is he too to be a spirit in the 
desert ? Ah I no. A man. So it is 
only a new version of the old story — 
the impassioned poet is still flesh and 
blood — and the child of the elements, 
aerial as she seems, or of illumhied 
tears, or lambent fire that burns not, 
will be found after all to have a taint 
of earth. 

Setting aside its inconsistency with 
what precedes it, there is not in the 
second stanza much power either of 
thought or expression. 
•* There is society where none intrudes. 
By the deep sea, and music in its roar," 
is the repetition, for the tenth or twen- 
tieth time in the poem, of a sentiment 
that pleased Cicero, Plutarch, 6acon> 
and many other wise men, and must 



therefore he a natural and pleasing 
one ; but here it reminds one of Paiu 
Pry. " And music in its roar" is 
an irrelevant and impertinent fact. 
** From these our interviews " is far 
from poetical — and it is paying Nature 
but a poor comnliment to say '* I love 
her the more. " To mingle with 
the universe** we have had rather too 
often — it is strong, but far from origi- 
nal ; and never waa there such an im- 
potent conduaioa aa 

" and feel 
What I can ne*er express, yet cannot all 
conceal f*' 

But what think ye. Mountains, of 
the Address to the Ocean? What! 
not one among you that has got the 
courage to sp^ik outf You sdl look 
as if ye were deaf and dumb. Clap 
your hands then, in sig^ of praise — 
and Thou with the coronet of^ clouds, 
unking thyself in homage to the great 
Poet of the Sea. 

Not a word will one of them utter 
—'tis their Siesta — and every mo- 
ther's son of them is asleep. Like 
horses they seldom lie down, and pre- 
fer to dream on their feet. But we 
must awaken them— ua I ha ! ha ! ha ! 
HA ! HA I HA 1 — Well, it was worth 
while coming here, all the way from 
Auld Reekie, for sake of that circuhir 
series of echoes. Another yet — like 
the smothered laughter of a Fairy, far 
far away, hiding herself in a hillock — 
so sweet and wild it was — so musical 
with the voice of some mysterious 
kind of life 1 

If Cruachan will not criticise, Chris- 
topher must — and what then, we ask 
ourselves, and you most attentive 
audience of Clouds, who, judging from 
the enlightened gloom on your faces, 
have mado up your minds to follow 
our lecture with thunders of applause 
— what then, thou beautiful hut bro- 
ken Sky who look*st somewhat restless 
and as if thou wast given to change — 
what then, O Sun who hast such an 
eye for nature — and what, O Nature, 
who lovest all things and hast them 
given thee into thy holy keeping^what 
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then, we ask you, do you think of the dark-blue ocean it may not be easy to 



Poetry you haye been listening to 
from our lips — is it worthy or not of 
Byron and of the Sea ? 

Why, this silence is mortifying — 
and looks as if mountains, clouds, sky, 
son, and nature were unaware of our 
very existence. We begin now to 
beUeve that there is no material world. 
'Tis alt my &ft. Notwithstanding, 
WE ARE — and shall therefore continue 
to taJce his lordship into our own 
hands, and trouble lum with a few re- 
marks. He prayed to be the ** Spirit 
of each spot*' — ^who knows but that 
his prayer has been granted, and that 
he may not be now at our elbow. 

Let us clear our Toice. Hem I heml 
hem I — The one, great, leading, per- 
vading, prevalent idea of the Address 
is — is it not — ^that of man*s impotence 
on the ocean contrasted with his power 
on the earth ? On the earth his will 
triumphs and he is a king — on the 
ocean it is nought — and he Ib a slave. 

Good. 'Tis a one-sided view of the 
question— but iustifiable in an Ad- 
dress. And as the simpler the subject 
is, the easier too— andif power^y 
handled, the grander — we oemand the 
perfection of words. A g^at poet in 
a great mood undertakes a gpreat theme^ 
and in the light and gloom, the calm 
and storm of a great idea to show it 
to the world that her heart may quake. 
He must speak like a man when he 
is likest an aog^l. 

'* Ron on, thou deep and dark-blue ocean, 
roU!" 

is spirited and sonorous— and that is 
wen — but it is nothing more — and 
the initial line should have been a 
nobler burst. *« Deep and dark-blue" 
are epi&ets that can neither be much 
pndsed nor blamed — to our mind they 
had been better away — for the images 
they suggest, if not m dissonance, are 
not in consonance with the thoughts 
that follow th^m — and seem not to 
suggest them — but to stand by them- 



picture to oneself— but he who can, 
will have glorious conceptions of tki3 
power of man on the amplitude of thi3 
sea. The poet's meaning now becomes 
less obscure — and he says well, '^ man 
marks the earth with ruin," but not 
well ''his control stops with the shore." 
That is prosaic— and does not teU. 
How could he mark the sea with ruin ? 
There is nothing there to ruin — and 
there can be no contrast. 

*' Upon ihi watay plain the wrecks are aU 
thy deed." 

Call you that poetry ? With the ocean 
personified before his own eyes, by his 
own soul, he yet speaks of his deeds 
** on (he watery plain/'* To a poet 
inspired that had been impossible«*but 
" the vision and tiie faculty divine" 
were not with him — and he was mere- 
ly inditing verses. 

" Nor doth remain 
A shadow of man's ravage save hU o«m," 

is hard to scan, and full of confusion. 
To extricate any meaning from the 
words you must alter them, but 'tis 
hardly worth the psdns. You frown— i 
tell us then what you understand by " a 
shadow of man's ravage save his own?*' 

'* Like a drop of rain 
He dnks hito thy depths," 

to please you, we shall say is good — 
though we hardly think so— for wrecks 
on wrecks are shown to our imagina- 
tion, and thousands of creatures perish 

«« man" here means men— if not, 

how unimpassioned the tale of his 

doom but " a drop of rain" — one 

single drop— was never yet seen by 
itself sinkmg into the depths of the 

sea and further, be assured by us O 

Neophyte! with Byron in thy breast, 
that " with bubbling groan " ought not 
to be there, for a drop of rain melts 
silently in a moment, and since it is 
said that ''like a drop of rain he 
sinks," erase the words from your 



selves as idle images— or rather forms ^ copy, and for rhyme have reason. 



of speech. 

'* Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in 
vQinr 

In vain ? That is— without injuring 
thee ? But they were not seeking to 
do so — ^nor can imagination conceive 
how they could — and if that be not 
the poet's meaning, what is it ? Ten 
thousand fleets sweeping oyer the deep 



" Without a grave, unkneU'd, uncoffin*d, 

and unknown." 
What! do we find fault vrith that 
line ? Yes— erase it. The poet is not 
singing a lament for sailors drowned 
at sea. He is singing the sea's wrath 
to man. The sea bids the ship go 
down — and down she goes— he wastes 
no thought on the crew— nor on their 
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'Vf ives and sweethearts. Wliat can it 
possibly bo to him that they shik 

•« Without a grave, unkueU'd, uncoflBn'd, 
and unknown ?" 

But to cut the matter short— or to 
take the bull by the horns — the line 
as it stands, viewing it as an expres- 
sion of human sympathy and sorrow 
in the poet's heart forgetting the sea 
in the saulors> is an ambitious failure. 
'Tis a cold accumulation of melan- 
choly circumstances which were all 
inevitable — of which the opposites 
were impossible — debarred by nature 
and fate. There is no pathos in it — 
<* not a bit." It is absurd — it is ludi- 
crous — yes — it makes us laugh — 
tliough, rather than laugh at misery, 
human or brute, we would choose to 
pass all our life in the Cave of Tropho- 
uiu3. " Without a grave" — who was 
to dig it ? Show us sexton, spade, sod. 
As on dry land no man ever yet was 
drowned— so at sea no man ever yet 
was buried but in the water — that is 
first — ^till the sea perhaps stamps him 
Into the sand. Notwithstanding all 
that, all men speak of the sailor's grave 
—though, were they to ask themselves 
what they meant, they would proba- 
bly answer — fish.' " Uncoffined" — 
why the carpe»tcr had other work 
during all this stormy homebound 
voyage than to get up coflSns for the 
crew. Tlie last thing he did was to 
cut away her masts. But she was 
water-logged, and would not right — 
Wow up without powder which by 
that time was mire — and then was 
sucked into the jaws of the Old One- 
like Jonah into the whale's belly. 
Uncoffined, indeed ! Why the whole 
four hundred men were in blue jack- 
ets — most of them sober enough in all 
conscience — ^but not a few drunk as 
blazes — some capering about stark 
mad — and one delirious Jacky Tar 
dancing a hornpipe on the quarter- 
deck, maugre the remonstrances of 
the Chaplain. " Unknelled" — who 
was to toll the bell ? Davy Jones — 
and he did toll it — the ship's bell — a 
Tory Paganiui ringing a full peal on 
its single self— and with most mlra- 
iiulous organ multiplying triple-bobs, 
and bob-mfljors — in mockery of the 
funeral — as if it wcro a marriage — 
and strange must it have been to the 
ears of the more tenacious of life and 
timber among the sinking crew to hear 
below all th«it bpomhig, m^ «ibo ve it th9 



well-known music from tlie steeples in 
both towns — both Devonport and Ply- 
mouth — welcoming the old Frigate 
safe back again to the quiet Tamar, 

To return — 

'* His steps are not upon thy paths — thy 

aelds 
Are not a spoil for bim." 

Why, you said all that and more not 
two minutes ago. Had you tried it a 
third time, we do not doubt you might 
have still farther diluted it. But what 
means ** his steps are not upon thy 
paths?" We fear it must be taken 
literally, and, in that case, it is poor 
stuff. Figuratively it is not tnic ; 
for " his steps are upon thy paths," 
while ** ten thousand fleets sweep 
over thee." The half-angry, half- 
scornful rising of the sea against the 
** vile strength man wields for earth's 
destruction" may pass for good — very 
line to those who love falsettoes. 
But the stanza, as it grows inhuman, 
ceases to be English, and as it grows 
impious, ceases to be grammatical ; 
ana we ask forgiveness of all Cockneys, 
alive or dead, whom we have ever 
calumniated, on the score of their sins 
having been outsinned till they ap- 
pear to be " frailties that lean to vir- 
tue's side," by 

** Thou dasbest him to earth— //lere let 
AtmiAYll" 

Then follow some strong lines 
about the Armaments, which you arc 
at liberty to admire as much as you 
please, especially 

" And monarchs tremble in their capi- 
tals ;" 

but pray take notice that they but set 
in a somewhat different point of view 
what was said in the preceding stanza 
about tho sea's disposing of '' the vile 
strength ho wields for earth's destruc- 



" These are thy toys, and, as tho snowy 

flake, 
They melt into thy yest of waves," 

is mere repetition. " A drop of rmn" 
and " tho snowy flake" is but tlio 
same imago; and " ycst 0/ waves" 
is no improvement on Shakspearo's 
" ycs/y waves," " that swaj-low 
NAVIGATION up" — Heavcu ! earth ! and 
sea 1 what an awful expression ! 

Tho stanza about Assyria, Greece, 
^omo; and Qartbagfo reads grandly a^ 
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first sight — and grand let it be ; but 
pray do you dbtinctly understand tho 
meaoing of 

" Tliy waters wasted them while they wcro 
free r 

To our ear the words have no mean- 
ing at all — nor have these so much 
as tiie writer thought — 

** Their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts.*' 

*' Those empires have decayed"— 
that is all that is really said — and 'tis 
enough. " Not so thoul" on which 
the whole hangs, is unsubstantial — and 
therefore the whole sinks into nothing. 
Earth's empires have fallen, and the 
Poet laments or rejoices over their 
fall. But there were no empires on 
the sea to fall — nothing but winds and 
waves. Where, then, the contrast? 
Nowhere. As well might ho have 
turned to Zahara — and, because the 
Great Desert remains unchanged, have 
glorified it above Babylon. 

** Time writes no wrinkles on thy azure 
brow" 

is a conceit, and a most impertineut 
one. 

" Such as creation's dawn beheld, thou 
roUcst now *• 

is Msc—for here are shells. 

Let us be reverent, for now the poet 
speaks of God. 

" Thou glorious mirror, where th* Al' 

viighty's form 
Glassei itself in tempests,** 

We fear tho transition is violent from 
all that death and destruction to this 
physico-theological view of the ocean 
as a mirror of Deity ; and we can have 
no reluctance in saying that these 
words aro rash, and will not bear re- 
flection. Intellect comprehends them 
not — Imagination disowns them— they 
arc mn/ — perhaps cant; and all that 
follows, to " dark heaving** inclusive, 
is full of noise — not fury — " signify- 
ing nothujg." <' Boundless, endless, 
and sublime'* is laboured writing, and 
fails to make us gee in the ocean " the 
image of Eternity**— of such Eternity 
as is meant here — nor reconciles us to 
its being called " the throne of the In- 
visible.** 

"Lo! the poor Indian, whose untutor*d 

mind 
Sees God in clouds, and hears him in tho 

whid/* 
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are far finer and more philosophical 
lines than those ; and that the poet 
felt not nor knew the meaning of his 
own awful words is proved by tho 
ignorant atheism of 

•* even from thy slime 
The monsters of the deep are made" 

an assertion, in the sense it has here' 
that would have excited the pity of 
Cuvier. It slips sillily in, too, be- 
tween lines with which it has no con- 
nexion, being immediately preceded 
by *' the throne of the Invbible,** and 
immediately followed by 

"each zone 
Obeys thee ; thou goest forth, dread, fa- 
thomless, alone '* — 

all of which epithets might have been 
spared, as all they denote had been 
expressed before, and they aro rolled 
oft' for the sake of sound, not sense, 
though, after all, the music of tho 
close is not magnificent. 

Tho concluding stanza seems to be 
a general favourite, and is often quot- 
ed — nor is it uninteresting as charac- 
teristic of the poet's youth. But it 
comes worse than awkwardly upon 
the heels of its predecessor, and is but 
poorly written ; nop could we ever 
see the grandeur of " and laid my hand 
upon thy mane," though wo never 
could fail to sec the absurdity of " as 
I do here,'* his Lordship being at tho 
moment on shipboard, whereas in his 
**joy of youthful sports** we presume 
he was swimming — occasionally on 
his back — and, we aro willing to be- 
lieve, "borne like thy bubbles on- 
ward*' fairly out of his depth, and 
without bladders. 

" Verbal criticism,** quotha I What ! 
do you at this time of day dare to tell 
us that great poets need care nothin/y 
about their language, that in its inspi- 
ration genius vents its ecstasies in im- 
passioned words which it is impious to 
criticize, and which it is at once our 
duty and our delight to accept as thoy 
fall from tho lips of an oracle. Bali ! 

And they have refused to admit thy 
bust into Westminster Abbey ! Alas, 

})oor Byron ! has it come to that at 
ast I Vanitas vanitatmn / All is va- 
nity. And why such exclusion ? Be- 
cause one of the greatest of England's 
poets reviled the Christian faith, and 
believed not in the immortality of the 
soul. Therefore, after death, there 
vcmt not ]^ m up in that House of 
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Fame> which is a Religious Temple^ lieved in a hereafter-^the great poet, 

au image of the Scoffer. We heard perhaps, had not made up his mind on 

one with a loud voice cry — ^where there the subject, — it matters not — up with 

was none to answer him — "This world Mm beside Milton*" 

knows nothing of what Byron thought We think on a sublime passage in 

about the next — the friends with whom Pollok's Course of Time. 

he walked here knew not if he be- 

<* Take one example, to our purpose quite. 
A man of rank, and of capacious soul, 
Who ricbea had and fame, beyond desire, 
An heir of flattery, to titles born, 
And reputation, and luxurious life. 
Yet, not content with ancestorial name. 
Or to be known because his fiithers were ; 
He on this height hereditary stood. 
And gazing higher, purposed in his heart 
To take another step. Above him seemed 
Alone the mount of song, the lofty seat 
Of canonized bards ; and thitherward, 
By nature taught, and inward melody. 
In prime of youth he bent his eagle eye. 
No cost was qiared. What books he wished, he read ; 
What sage to hear, he heard ; what scenes to see. 
He saw. And first in rambling schoolboy days 
Britannia's mountain-walks, and heath-girt lakes. 
And story-telling glens, and founts, and brooks, 
And maids, aa dew-drops pure and isir, his soul 
With grandeur filled, and melody and love. 
Then travel came, and took -him where he wished. 
He cities saw, and courts, and princely pomp ; 
And mused alone on ancient mountain-brows ; 
And mused on battle-fields, where valour fought 
In other days ; and mused on ruins gray 
With years ; and drank from old and fabulous wells ; 
And plucked the vine that first-bom prophets plucked ; 
And mused on famous tombs, and on the wave 
Of Ocean mused, and on the desert waste. 
The heavens and earth of every country saw, 
Where'er the old inspiring Genii dwelt, 
Aught that could rouse, expand, refine the soul. 
Thither he went, and meditated there. 
He touched his harp^ and nations heard, entranced. 
As some vast river of unfiling source, 
Rapid, ezhaustless, deep, his numbers flowed, 
And opened new fotmtains in the human heart. 
Where Fanoy halted, weary in her flight, 
In other men, his, fresh as morning, rose, 
And soared untrodden heights, and seemed at home, 
Where angels bashful looked. Others, though great. 
Beneath their argument seemed struggling whiles ; 
He from above descending, stooped to touch 
The loftiest thought : and proudly stooped, as though 
It scarce deserved his verse. With Nature's self 
He seemed an old acquaintance, free to jest 
At will with all her glorious nuyesty. 
He laid his hand upon ** the Ocean's mane," 
And played familiar with his hoary locks : 
Stood on the Alps, stood on the Apennines, 
And with the thunder talked, as friend to friend } 
And wove his garland of the lightning's wing. 
In sportive twist the lightning*8 fiery wing. 
Which, as the footsteps of the dreadful God 
Marching upon the storm in vengeanoe, seemed ; 
Then turned, and witli the grasshopper, who sung 
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His eveniDg song beneath his feet, conversed. 

Suns, moons, and stars, and donds, his sisters were ; 

Rocks, mountains, meteors, seas, and winds, and storms. 

His brothers, younger brothers, whom he scarce 

As equals deemed. AH passions of all men. 

The wild and tame, the gentle and severe ; 

AU thoughts, all maxims, sacred and profane ; 

All creeds, all seasons, Time, Eternity ; 

All that was hated, and all that was dear : 

All that was hoped, aQ that was feared, by man, 

He tossed about, as tempest, withered leaves ; 

Then, smiling, looked upon the wreck he made. 

With terror now he froxe the cowering blood, 

And now dissolved the heart in tenderness ; 

Yet would not tremUe, would not weep himself : 

But back into his soul retired, alone. 

Dark, sullen, proud, gaslng contemptuously 

On hearts and passions prostrate at his leet« 

So Ocean from the plains, his waves had late 

To desolation swept, retired in pride, 

Exulting in the glory of his might. 

And seemed to modi the ruin be bad wrought. 

" As some fierce comet of tremendous sise, 
To which the stars did reverence as it pass*d, 
So he, through learning and through fancy, took 
His flights sublime, and on the loftiest top 
Of Fame*s dread mountain sat ; not soiled and worn. 
As if he from the earth had laboured up; 
But as some bird of heavenly plumage fikir. 
He looked, which down from higher regions came. 
And perched it there, to see what lay beneath. 

" The nations gated, and wondered much, and praised. 
Critics before him fell in humble plight. 
Confounded fell, and made debanng signs 
To catch his eye ; and stretched and swelled themselves 
To bursting nigh, to utter bulky words 
Of admiration vast : and many, too. 
Many that aimed to imitate his flight. 
With weaker wing, unearthly fluttering made. 
And gave abundant sport to after days. 

<' Great man ! the nationi gazed, and wondered much. 
And praised ; and many called his evil good. 
Wits wrote in favour of his wickedness ; 
And kings to do him honour took delight. 
Thus, full of titles, flattery, honour, &me. 
Beyond desire, beyond ambition, fuU, 
Ho died— he died of what ? of wretchedness ; 
Drank every cup of joy, heard every trump 
Of fame, drank early, deeply drank, drank draughts 
That common millions might have quenched ; then died 
Of thirst, because there was no more to dridc. 
His goddess, Nature, wooed, embraced; eqjoyed. 
Fell from his arms, abhorred ; his passions died ; 
Died all but dreary, solitary pride ; 
And all his sympathies in being died. 
As some ill -guided bark, well-built and tall, 
Which angry tides cast out on desert shore. 
And then retiring, left it there to rot 
And moulder in the winds and ndns of heaven ; 
So he, cut firom the sympathies of Kfe, 
And cast ashore fimn pleasure's Ixrfsterous surgey 
A wmdeilagi wesry, worn, and wretefaed Ihiagy 
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Scorched, and desolate, and blasted soul, 
A gloomy wilderness of dying thought, — 
Repined, and groaned, and withered from the earth. 
His groanings jQUed the land his numbers filled ; 
And yet he seemed ashamed to groan. Poor man ! 
Ashamed to ask, and yet he needed help." 



[Sept. 



Where's the Sun ? We know not 
in what airt to look for him, for we 
take it that we have been lying under 
this rock in a reverie for some hours, 
and who knows but it may now be 
afternoon. It is almost dark enough 
for evening — and if it be not far on in 
the day, then we shall have thunder. 
One o'clock. Usually the brightest 
hour of aJl the twelve — but any thing 
but bright at this moment — can there 
be an eclipse going on — an earthquake 
at his toilette — or merely a brewing of 
storm ? Let us consult our almanac. 
No eclipse set down for to-day — the 
old earthquake dwells in the neigh- 
bourhood of Comrie, and has never 
been known to journey thus far north 
—besides he has for some years been 
bed-ridden ; argal there is about to be 
a storm. What a fool of a land-tor- 
tobe were we to crawl up to the top 
of a mountain when we might have 
taken our choice of half-a-dozen glens 
with cottages in them every other 
mile, and a village at the end of each 
with a comfortable Change-house ! And 
up which of its sides was it that we 
crawled ? Not this one — for it is as 
steep as a church — and we never in 
our life peeped over the brink of an 
uglier abyss. Ay, Mbter Merlin, 'tis 
wise of you to be flying home into your 
crevice— put your head below your 
wing, and do cease that cry, — Croak ! 
croak! croak I Where is the sooty sin- 
ner ? We hear he is on the wing — ^but he 
cither sees or smells us, probably both, 
and the horrid gurgle in his throat is 
choked by some cloud. — Surely that 
was the sughing of wings ! A Bird I 
alighting within fifty yards of us— 
and from his mode of folding his 
wings — an Eagle I This is too much 
—within fifty yards of an Eagle on 
his own mountain top. Is he blind ? 
Age darkens even an Eagle's eyes — 
but he is not old — for his plumage is 
perfect — and we see the glare of his 
far- keekers as he turns his head over 
his shoulder and regards hb eyrie on 
the cliff. Wo would not shoot him 
for a thousand a year for life. Not 
old-— how do we know that ? Because 
he b a creature whp b young at a 
hundred— so says Audubon ->•- and 



Swainson— and our brother James — 
and all shepherds. Little suspects he 
who b lying so near him with a long 
pole. Our snuffy suit is of a colour 
with the storm-stained granite—and if 
he walks this way he shall get a buf. 
fet. And he b walking this way — 
hb head up, and his taU down — not 
hopping like a filthy raven — but one 
foot before the other— like a man — 
like a King. We do not altogether 
like it — it is rather alarming— he may 
not be an Eagle after all — but some- 
thing worse—** Hurra ! ye Sky-scrap- 
er I Christopher is upon you ! take 
that, and that, and that" — all one 
tumbling scream, there he goes over 
the edge of the cliff. Dashed to 
death — but impossible for us to get 
the body. Whew ! dashed to death 
indeed I There he wheels, all on fire, 
round the thunder-gloom. Is it elec- 
tric matter in the atmosphere — or fear 
and wrath that illumine his wings ? 

We wbh we were safe down. There 
b no wind here yet — none to speak of 
— ^but there b wind enough, to all ap- 
pearance, in the region towards the 
west. The main body of the clouds 
b falling back on the reserve — and 
observing that movement the right 
wing deploys — as for the left it b 
broken, and its retreat will soon be a 
flight. Fear is contagious — the whole 
army has fallen into irremediable db- 
order — has abandoned its commanding 
position — and in an hour will bo self- 
driven into the sea. We call that a 
Panic. 

Glory bo to the corps that covers 
the retreat. We see now the cause ot 
that retrograde movement. In the 
north-west, " far off its coming shone," 
and " in numbers without number 
numberless," lo! the adverse Host! 
Thrown out in front the beautiful 
rifle brigade comes fleetly on, ex- 
tending in open order along the 
vast plain between the aerial Pine- 
mountains to yon Fire-cliffs. The 
enemy marches in masses — the space 
between the divisions now widening 
and now narrowing — and as sure as 
we are alive we hear the sound of 
trumpets. The routed army has ral- 
lied andre-appears-^and; hark; on the 
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extreme left a cannonade. Never be- 
fore had the Unholy Alliance a finer 
park of artillery — and now its fire 
opens from the great battery in the 
centre, and the hurly-burly is general 
far and wide over the whole field of 
battle. 

All this may be very fine — ^but 
these lead drops dancing on our hat 
tell us to take up our pole and be off, 
for that by and by the waters will be 
in fiood, and we may have to pass a 
night on the mountain. Down we go. 

We do not call this the same side 
of the mountain we crawled up? If 
we do, we lie. There, all was pur- 
ple, except what was green — and we 
were happy to be a heathered legged 
body, occasionally skipping like a 
grasshopper on turf. Here, all rocks 
save stones. Get out of the way, ye 
ptarmigans. We hate shingle from 

the bottom of our oh ! dear I oh ! 

dear ! but this is painful — sliddering 
on shingle away down what is any 
thing but an inclined plane — feet fore- 
most — accompanied with rattling de- 
bris — at railroad speed — every twen- 
ty yards or so dislodging a stone as 
big as oneself, who instantly joins the 
procession, and there they go hopping 
and jumping along with us, some be- 
fore, some at each side, and, we shud- 
der to think of it, some behind — ^well 
somersettcd over our head, thou Grey 
Wacke — but mercy on us, and for- 
give us our sins, for if this lasts, in 
another minute we are all at the bot- 
tom of that pond of pitch. 

Here we are — sitting ! How we were 
brought to assume this rather uneasy 
posture we do not pretend to say. We 
confine ourselves to the fact. Sitting ! 
beside a Tarn. Our escape appears 
to have been little less than miracu- 
lous, and must have been mainly owing, 
under Providence, to our pole. Who*8 
laughing ? 'Tis you, you old Witch, 
in hood and cloak, crouching on the 
cliff, as if you were warming your 
hands at the fire. Hold your tongue 
—and you may sit there to all eternity 
if^ou choose — you cloud- ridden hag I 
No — there will be a blow-up some day 
— as there evidently has been here be- 
fore now — but no more Geology— 
from the tarn, who is a ^tarnation deep 
'un, runs a rill, and he offers to be 
our guide down to the Low Country. 

Why, this does not look like the 
same day. No gloom here — but a 
green serenity.— not so poetical per- 
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haps, but, in a human light, far pre^ 
ferable to a " brown horror.*' No 
sulphureous smell — ** the air is 
balm." No sultriness — how cool the 
circulating medium ! In our youth, 
when we had wings on our feet — and 
were a feathered Mercury — Cherub we 
never were nor Cauliflower — by flying, 
in our weather-wisdom, from glen to 
glen, we have made one day a whole 
week — with, at the end, a Sabbath. 
For all over the really moxmtaineous 
region of the Highlands, every glen has 
its own indescribable kind of day — all 
vaguely comprehended under the One 
Day that may happen to be uppermost 
— and Lowland meteorologists, meeting 
in the evening after a long absence — 
having, perhaps, parted that morning 
— on comparing notes lose their tem- 
per, and have been even known to 
proceed to extremities in defence of 
facts well-established of a most con- 
tradictory and irreconcilable nature. 

Here is an angler fishing with the 
fly. In the glen beyond that range he 
would have used the minnow — and in 
the huge hollow behind our friends to 
the South-east, he might just as well 
try the bare hook — though it is not 
universaUy true that trouts don't rise 
when there is thunder. Let us see 
how he throws. What a cable I Flies ! 
Tufts of heather. Hollo, you there ; 
friend, what sport? What sport we 
say? No answer; are you deaf? 
Dumb ? He flourishes his flail and is 
mute. Let us try what a whack on 
the back may elicit. Down he flings 
it, and staring on us with a pair of 
most extraordinary eyes, and a beard 
like a goat, is off Hke a shot. Alas ! 
we have frightened the wretch out of 
his few poor wits, and he may kill him- 
self among the rocks. He is indeed an 
idiot — deaf and dumb. We remem- 
ber seeing him near this very spot 
forty years ago— and he was not young 
then — they often live to extreme 
old age. No wonder he was terrified 
— for we are duly sensible of the outrv 
tout ensemble we must have suddenly 
exhibited in the glimmer that visits 
those weak red eyes — he is an albino. 
That whack was rash, to say the 
least of it — our pole was too much for 
him— but we hear him whining — and 
moaning— and, good God I there he is 
on his knees with hands claspt in sup- 
plication — "dinna kill me — dinna kill 
me— 'am silly — ^'am silly — and folk say 
*am auld— auld-^auld.'* 
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The harmless creature is convinced of water on the brain will do it— so wise 

we are not going to kill him — takes physicians say^ and we beliere it. For 

from our hand what he calls his fish- all that, the brain is not the soul. He 

ing rod and tackle — and laughs like takes the food with a kind of howl,-— 

an owl. ** Ony meat— ony meat — and carries it away to some distance, 

onymeat?" ''Yes, innocent, there is muttering " a aye eats by mysel!" 

some meat in this wallet, and you and He is saving grace ! And now he is 

I shall have our dinner." ** Ho ! ho ! eating like an animal. *Tis a saying 

ho ! ho ! a smelled, a smelled ! A can of old, ** Their lives are hidden with 

say the Lord's Prayer." ''What's God!" 

your name, my man ? *' Daft Doog^ Let us read a page of Pollock . Here 

the Haveril.'* ** Sit down, Dugald.*^^ is a sublime passage. 

A sad mystery all this^-a few drops 

'* Wisdom took up her harp, and stood in place 
Of frequent ooncourse, stood in every gate, 
By every way, and walked in every street ; 
And, lifting up her voice, proclaimed : * Be wise, 
Ye fools ! be of an understanding heart ; 
Forsake the wicked, come not near his house. 
Pass by, make haste, depart and turn away. 
Me follow, me, whoso ways are pleasantness, 
Whose paths are peace, whose end is perfect joy.' 
The seasons came and went, and went and came, 
To teach men gratitude ; and as they passed, 
Gave warning of the Upae of time, that else 
Had stolen unheeded by. The gentle flowers 
Retired, and stooping o*er the wilderness, 
Talked of humility, and peace, and love. 
The dews came down unseen at evening-tide, 
And silently their bounties shed, to teach 
Mankind unostentatious charity. 
With arm In arm the forest rose on high, 
And lesson gave of brotherly regard. 
And, on the rugged mountain-brow exposed, 
Bearing the blast alone, the ancient oak 
Stood, lifting high his mighty arm, and still 
To courage in distress exhorted loud. 
The flocks, the herds, the birds, the streams, the breeze, 
Attuned the heart to melody and love. 
Mercy stood in the cloud, with eye that wept 
Essential love ! and from her glorious bow 
Bending to kiss the earth in token of peace. 
With her own lips, her gracious lips, which God 
Of sweetest accent mode, she whispered still. 
She whispered to Revenge, Forgive, forgive. 
The Sun rejoicing round the earth, announced 
Daily the wisdom, power, and love of Qod. 
The Moon awoke, and from her maiden face, 
Shedding her cloudy locks, looked meekly forth. 
And with her virgin stars walked in the heavens. 
Walked nightly there, conversing, as she walked, 
Of purity, and holiness, and God. 
In dreams and visions, sleep instructed much. 
Day uttered speech to day, and night to night 
Taught knowledge. Silence had a tongue ; the grave, 
The darkness, and the lonely waste, hod each 
A tongue that ever said, Man 1 think of God I 
Think of thyself! think of eternity !^ 
Fear God, the thunders said. Fear God, the waves. 
Fear God, the lightning of the storm replied. 
Fear God, deep loudly answered back to deep : 
And, in the temples of the Holy One, 
Messiah's messengers, the foithftil few. 
Faithful ^mong many false, the Bible opened, 
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And cried, Repent ! repent ye bom of men ! 

Believe, be MTed ; and reasoned awfully 

Of temperance, righteoufness, and judgment toon 

To come, of eTer-doring life and death : 

And chosen bards from age to age awoke 

The sacred lyre, and foil on folly's ear. 

Numbers of righteous indignation poured : 

And God omnipotent, when mercy failed. 

Made bare his holy arm, and with the stroke 

Of vengeance smote ; the fountains of the deep 

Broke up, heaven's windows opened, and sent on men 

A flood of wrath, sent plague and famine forth ; 

With earthquake rocked the world beneath, witli storms 

Above laid cities waste, and turned fat lands 

To barrenness, and with the sword of war 

In fury marched, and gave them blood to drink. 

Angels remonstrated, Mercy beseeched, 

Heaven smiled and frowned, Hell groaned. Time fled, Death shook 

IUb dart, and threatened to make repentance vain." 



Yes it is sublime. 

Wo leave the harmless — ^not unhap- 
py wretch_and refreshed by the fowl, 
porsue our journey down the glen. 
There ought to be a kirk not far oflT, 
but, perhaps, it has been pulled down 
— ^yet wehope not — ^let kirks that need 
repairing be repaired— but 'tis a sin 
to pull one down— at all events let the 
new be always built on the old foun- 
dations. There it is — and the Plane- 
Trees. Why should we know it again 
even to the very size of the sUOes! 
They are the same slates — their colour 
is the same — the roof neither more nor 
less weather-stained than it was forty 
years ago. 

After a time old buildings undergo 
no perceptible change-— any more than 
old trees. And wnen they have be- 
gun to feel the touch of Jecay^ it is 
long before they look melancholy — 
whUe they still continue to be usedy 
they cannot help looking cheerful — 
and even dilapidation itself is painful 
only when felt to be lifeless I 

But there we Three sat on the 
Church-yard wall! The wittiest of 
the witty — the wildest of the wild — the 
brightest of the bright — and the bold- 
est of the bold — he was> within a 
month, drowned at sea. — How genius 
shone o'er thy fine features, yet how 
pale thou ever wast ! thou who satst then 
by the Sailor*s side, and listened to his 
sallies with a moumfhl smile — friend ! 
dearest to our soul! loving us far 
better than we deserved ; for though 
fanltiess thou, yet tolerant of all our 
frailties — and in those days of hope 
from thy lips how elevating was praise! 
Yet seldom do we think of thee! 
For months— years— not at all— not 



once^sometimes not even when hj 
some chance we hear your name — it 
meets our eyes written on books that 
once belonged to you and that you 
gave us — and of you it recalls no 
image. Yet we sank down to the floor 
on hearing thou wast dead — ^ung^rateful 
to thy memory for many years wo 
were not — ^but it faded away till we for- 
get thee utterly, and we have never 
visited thy grave ! 

It would seem that many men desire 
to doubt the Immortality of the Soul. 
Why — ^why? Argue the question as 
low as you choose — yet you cannot be 
brought to a conviction of its mortal- 
ity. Let the natural persuasion of a 
man's mind be that in this world he 
perishes, then thb world is all to him, 
his Reason gives him over to sense 
and passion. Let*the persuasion, the 
hope, the mere desire of his mind 
be to the belief in worlds of future 
Ufe, and all his higher mind becomes 
moral together. We are not to con- 
ceive of it merely as a belief to be de- 
liberately, and with calculation, act- 
ed upon ; but as a belief infiising itself 
into all our thoaghts and feelings. 
How different are my affections if they 
are towards flowers, whlchHhe blast of 
death will wither, or towards spirits 
which are but beginning to live in my 
sight, but are gathering good and evil 
here, for a life I cannot measure. We 
urge the morality of the question not 
as If we spoke to men who lield vice to 
be their interest, and who are to be 
dragged back from it by violence ; but to 
men as beings holding virtue to be their 
highest interest, but feeling how weak 
their nobler moods are against the 
force of their passions, and wishing 
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for overy assistance to tbo pursuit 
of their higher destination. To those 
who wish to feel their nature rise, not 
to feel it sink, this belief, in any 
degree in which they can find reason 
to embrace it, is an immense blessing. 
In all morality the dbposition to be- 
lieve is half the belief, and the strong 
inducements of opinion, to all good 
men, arise out of their own life. It is 
much to be able to say to the sceptic, 
" The great reason of your disbelief 
is not the force of the arguments on 
which you seem to yourself to rest 
your convictions, but the inaptitude of 
your mind for abetter belief; and that 
inaptitude arises from habits and 
states of mind, which, when they are 
distinctly exposed to you, you your- 
self acknowledge to be condemnable.** 
Take first out of the mind every thing 
that is an actual obstruction to the be- 
lief — obtain perfect suspense — and let 
then the arguments weigh. Surely, if 
morality means any thing, it is much 
to say in favour of any belief, tliat the 
state of morality necessarily produces 
it. 

Singular that we have not heard a 
shot the whole day. The Duke must 
have given them a jubilee. But wo 
have traversed the dominions of more 
Dukes than one — since seven in the 
morning — it is now, we should say, 
seven in the evening — ^yet not a single 
sportsman have we seen. Birds 
enough — along our Pole we occasion- 
ally took a vizy at an old cock — and 
our Wallet would have been crammed 
had it all the pouts we covered — but 
we have had the day and the desert all 
to ourselves — and only once imagined 
— but did not mention it — that we 
saw a Deer. Not a human being, in- 
deed, of any sort, but poor Dugald, 
has crossed our way — so not a soul 
had wo to talk to but our own shadow. 
On some occasions it was not easy 
to look at him without laughing — 
leaping side by side with us on his Polo 
— in a style beyond the grotesque — 
sometimes suddenly shrinking into a 
droich of a broad-backed bandy — and 
then as suddenly dwindling himself 
out into a Daddy-Long-Legs, striding 
as if he had discovered the longitude. 
You may not belicYe it, but we saw 



him on the top of a mountain, when 
we were walking in the glen. How 
he got there it is not for us to say — 
but there he was—and he took his stance 
with such an air of independence, that 
it was some time before we could be- 
lieve our eyes that it was him — but our 
suspicions having been awakened by a 
Lord Burleigh shake of the head — 
an unconscious practice of ours — as 
we believe on the authority of friends 
who have seen us in earnest conversa- 
tion with ourselves — we detected him 
by waving our hat round our head — 
when, taken off his guard and relap- 
sing into his servitude, the magnani- 
mous hero performed the same evolu- 
tion with a dexterity equal to any in- 
habitant of the Brockcn. 

There is a disturbance ! Bang they 
go, barrel after barrel, to the tune of ten 
or twenty — and then what a burst of 
bagpipes ! A Shooting Lodge so near 
the Old Kirk I And pray why not ? 
Wo hope it is a Shooting- Lodge — or, 
at any rate, a Tent. 

A Tent — and of tho most magnifi- 
cent description — fit to hold a troop. 
We like to see things done in style — 
and this is bang up to the mark. Ay 
^there he is — in his native drc3s — his 
name — 

** Well do we know, but may not tell ; ** 

but His that of a warlike clan — and he 
is their Chieftain. Those noble look- 
ing men around him are Southrons^ 
they have too much fine sense to 
mount tho tartan — and we think we 
see One on whom Victoria is thought 
to have looked sweet at her Corona- 
tion. 

** Our honoured Mr North> have you 
dropt from heaven in among us?** 
" We have." " How did you travel, 
our dear Christopher ?'* " In a bal- 
loon." " Where's your ballast— our 
beloved Kit?" "On our back." "God 
bless you — are you well ?'* " ToU- 
loll." " You must stay with us a- 
week ?" " Two." " Give us your 
hand on that?" " Both." " You 
have not dined ?" ** No." " Stir 
your stumps, ye villains— and let the 
tables be spread for 
* Our Guide, Philosopher, and 
Friend.*" 
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THE BEGIPBOCITT Am> COLONIAL SYSTEMS. 



Two different principles have go- 
verned this country in their foreign 
and colonial relations, from the ear> 
liest time when it became a consider- 
able maritime power, down to these 
days. The first originated with the 
Long Parliament and the bold saga- 
cious policy of the Protector Crom- 
well ; the last took its rise amidst the 
liberal ideas and enlarged philan- 
thropy which arose in this country af- 
ter the glorious termination of the 
French Revolutionary war. The first 
system, which endured for 170 years, 
reared up the greatest, the most ex- 
tensive, and the most powerful mari- 
time and colonial empire that ever ex- 
isted on the face of the earth. The 
last has been in operation only for 
fifteen years, and it has already not 
ooly brought inuninent danger upon 
the extremities of our colonial domi- 
nion, but weakened to an alarming 
degree the maritime resources by 
which the authority of the parent 
state is to be supported and maintain- 
ed. 

The two systems have now at length 
fairly come into collision. The inte- 
rests of our foreign trade and our 
colonial possessions have forlong been 
decidedly at variance, and the mon- 
grel system of policy generated be- 
tween them cannot much longer be 
maintained. We must make our elec- 
tion between the two systems. Either 
we must trust to our colonies, and con- 
sider them as the main stay of our na- 
tional strength, or we must throw 
them overboard, and rely on the reci- 
procity system to maintain an exten- 
sive commercial intercourse with fo- 
reign and independent nations. It is 
quite impossible we can maintain the 
advantages of both systems. Either 
we must give up our colonies and 
trust to the good-will and interests of 
foreign nations for our trade, or we 
must adhere to our colonies, and, re- 
lying on the efficient protection, equi- 
table rule, and mutual interchange of 
good deeds which they receive from 
us, become comparatively indifferent 
to the competition, the jealousy, or 
the hostility of the rest of the world. 

It is utterly impossible, we repeat, 
to enjoy at once the advantages of 
both systems. The colonial system 

VOL. XUV. NO. CCLXXV, 



is foimded upon the principle, that our 
own industry, whether at home or 
abroad, is to obtain a decided prefer- 
ence over that of other nations ; and 
that in the benefits arising from the 
mutual interchange of productions 
from distant parts of our own empire 
with each other, we shall find a suffix 
cient compensation for the commer- 
cial rivaliy or jealous hostility of 
other states. The reciprocity system 
is founded on the principle, that the 
great thing to be considered is, where 
the commodities which we require 
can be purchased cheapest; that if 
they can be got at a lower rate from 
other states than our own trans-marine 
possessions, no hesitation whatever 
should be felt in preferring the cheap 
merchant in foreign states ; and that 
there is in reality no danger in such a 
proceeding, inasmuch as the principle 
common to all nations of buying 
wherever they can cheapest, and sell- 
ing dearest, will necessarily lead all 
states to the great commercial empo- 
rium of the world, if no undue restric- 
tions are imposed upon its foreign 
trade ; and that foreign hostUity or 
jealousy need not be apprehended as 
long as we can attract the ships of all 
nations to our harboiu*s by the dura- 
ble bond of their conunon interests. 
We shall consider in the sequel which 
of these two systems is the better 
founded. At present. the material 
point to observe is, that the policy of 
the state must, in the main, be found- 
ed on the preference given to your 
own people, or the free admission of 
strangers, but that it is impossible to 
reconcile both ; for no great colonial 
empire will continue its allegiance to 
the parent state, unless, in return for 
their subjection to the rule of a dis- 
tant power, its members receive sub~ 
stantial advantages which would be 
lost by its overthrow. 

The vital point which separates 
these two systems is, whether the 
ruling power in the donunant state be 
\\iQ producers or the consumers. The 
producers, whether of grain^ of butcher 
meat, of manufactures, or of shippings 
strenuously maintain that the great 
objectof Government should be to give 
encouragement to your own industry, 
and prevent the rivalry or competi* 
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tion of foreign states from encroach- 
ing upon or injuring your domestic 
farmers and manufaoturers. Under 
this system^ and by these ideas, the 
commercial policy of the country has 
been conducted for 170 years before 
18SK). The object of legislation in 
all its branches was to secure to their 
own subjects the benefit of their own 
trade and manufactures and con- 
sumption, and to shut out as much as 
possible the competition of foreign 
states. As it was eTident> howeyer, 
that the inhabitants of the British is- 
lands, taken by themselyes, could not 
keep pace with the necessity for a 
yent arising fh>m the extension of 
our manufactures, it became a leading 
object with Goyemment to plant co- 
lonies tn many different parts of the 
world, and to bend all the national ef- 
fbrts towards the increase of that co- 
lonial empire, and the conquest of 
those similar establishments of our 
enemies which might interfere with 
their progress. The leading efforts 
of the British Cabinet during all the 
wars of the last century were to en* 
large and protect our colonial empire. 
Towards this object the bulk, both of 
the nayal and military resources of the 
nation, were constantly directed, and 
for this end continental operations 
were almost uniformly starvc^i and ne- 
glected. Lord Chatham successfully 
prosecuted this system through all 
the gloriesof the Seven Years* War; 
Irord North stroye, under darker aus- 
pices) to preyent it from being subyert- 
ed during the disastrous contest against 
American independence ; and Mr Pitt 
re^asserted the same principles during 
the Royolutionary war, and reared up 
the greatest colonial emnire that was 
oyer witnessed upon eartn. 

To cement and secure this immense 
dominion, two principles were eariy 
adopted and steadily acted upon by 
the British Goyemment. The first 
of these was to mzdntain, by the 
utmost exertions of the national re^ 
sources, a great and powerful nayy, 
capable at all times oi striking terror 
into onr enemies, and affording a per- 
manent and efi^ctual protection to the 
most distant possessions of our colo- 
nial empire. Bein? well aware ^at 
tills Indispensable <%Ject could not be 
gaiiM without the greatest possible 



attention to the support of our mari- 
time power, they not only at all times 
deyoted a large portion of the public 
resources to the maintenance and in- 
crease of the royal nayy, but, by a 
steady system of policy, endeayoured 
to giye our own seamen an adyantage 
oyer those of foreign nations in the 
supply of the home market. It was 
on this principle that the celebrated 
Nayigation Laws of England were 
founded, the leading objects of which 
were to leoure to our own ships and 
seamen exclusiyely the trade with our 
colonies, and between our colonies 
and foreign states, and to giye greater 
adyantages to our own sailors than 
those of other nations enjoyed, by im- 
posing a heayierduty on goods brought 
in foreign yessels than in those which 
were built in our own harbours and 
nayigated by our own seamen. And 
also, in many instances, to allow smal- 
ler drawbacKs upon articles exported 
in foreign than those exported in Bri- 
tish ships. Whateyer objections may 
be stated on theory to this system, 
there can be no question that expe- 
rience had demonstrated its practical 
expedience, as it had raised the Bri- 
tish naval and colonial powers in no 
yery long period, from Inconsiderable 
beginnings, to an unparalleled state 
of grandeur and power, and laid the 
foundation for the inevitable spread 
of the British race and language 
through every quarter of the habit- 
able globe. 

The reciprocity system is founded 
upon principles diametrically the re- 
verse of these. The principle on 
which it rests is, that, however advan- 
tageous such a restrictive system might 
haye been when other nations chose 
to submit to it, it necessarily became 
detrimental as soon as foreign states 
resolved to assert their independence, 
and threatened us with measures of re- 
taliation; and that the moment the 
resolution to adopt such measures 
vras seriously entertained and acted 
upon by other states, there was no al- 
ternative but to embrace a genuine 
fair reciprocity system, or to submit to 
see ourselyes excluded from tfje com- 
merce of the greater part of the civil- 
ited worid. 

. Mr Porter,* in his late yalnable 
statistical publication, thus explains 
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the Reeiprooity Aotf (4 Geo. IV. o. 
77,and5 Goo. IV. o. 1). ''Theteacti 
authorized hk Majeet^^ by Order in 
CounoU, to permit the importation and 
exportation of goods in foreign vetseli* 
on payment of the same duties as were 
chargeable when imported in British 
vessels, in favour of all sueh oountries 
as should not levy discriminating dn« 
ties upon goods imported into those 
countries hi British vessels i and fur- 
ther, to levy upon the vessels of such 
oountries, when frequenting British 
ports, the same tonnage-duties as are 
chargeable on British vessels. A 
power was, on the other hand, given 
to the Crown by these Acts of Parlia- 
ment, to impose additional duties upon 
goods and snipping against any coun- 
tries which should levy higher duties 
in the case of the emplovment of Bri- 
tish vessels in the traae with those 
countries. The concessions thus made 
met with only a feeble opposition, the 
principal act having passed the Com- 
mons by a majoritv of 5 to I, 

" Under the authority of these Acts 
of Pariiament, reciprocity treaties have 
been concluded with the following 
countries, viz. : — 

Condudad im 

Prussia, . . . 1824 



Hanover, 


1824 


Denmark, 


1824 


Oldenburg, . 


1624 


Mecklenburg, 


1825 


Bremen, 


1825 


Hamburg, 


1825 


Lubeck, 


1825 


States of Rio de la Plata, 


1825 


Colombia, 


1826 


France, . 


1826 


Sweden and Norway, 


1826 


Mexico, . 


1826 


Brazil, . . 


182T 


Austria, . 


1829* 



In order to illustrate the magnitude 
of the change thus made, we shall 
subjoin the following statement by the 
same author, of tiie principles of the 
restrictive system, so far as the Navl^ 
gation Laws were concerned, and the 
state necessity which it was con- 
ceived rendered it necessary to aban- 
don them : — 

*' The part of our restrictive system 
which was viewed with the greatest 
favour among all classes, was embo- 
died in the measure g^erally known 
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under the name of the Navigation 
Act. The foundation of this i^t was 
laid during the Protectorate, and the 
^stem was perfected bv the 12th 
Charles II. ohap. 18. This act pro- 
vided that no merohandise of either 
Asist Africa, or America should be 
imported into Great Britain in any 
but English built ships, navigated by 
an English commander, and having at 
least three-fourths of their crew Eng- 
lish, Besides this exelnslve right im- 
parted to British shipping, discrimi- 
nating duties were imposed^ so that 
goods which might still be imported 
in foreign ships from Europe, were in 
that case mo^ highly taxed than if 
imported under the English flag. The 
system here described continued to be 
steadily and peHinaaiously maintained 
during more than 160 years, and was 
looked upon as a monument of wisdom 
and prudence, to which was mainly 
attributable the degree of commercial 
greatness to which we had attained.** 
** The earliest deviation from the Na*- 
vigadon Act that was sanctioned by 
Parliament, arose out of the treaty 
with the United States of Ameriea in 
1815. The States, soon after the esta^ 
blishment of their independence, had 
passed a navigation law in favour of 
their shipping, similar in all its main 
provisions to the English law ; and it 
affords an instructive lesson, that the 
practical carrying out of this restric- 
tive system to its fullest extent by the 
two nations was found to be so un- 
productive of all good effect as to call 
for its abandonment. By this treaty 
the ships of the two countries were 
placed reciprocally upon the same 
footing in the ports of England and 
the United States, and aU discrimi- 
nating duties chargeable upon the 
goods which they conveyed were mu- 
tually repealed. It adds greatly to 
the value of this concession, that it was 
made by no disciple of free-trade doe- 
trines, but was forced by the very 
consequences of the system itself, from 
a Government opposed to all change 
in the direction of relaxation. From 
that moment it was easy to foretell the 
abandonment of all the most effective 
parts of our long-cherished system of 

Srotection, since every country that 
esired to remove the disadvantages 
under which we had placed its dnp- 
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ping had it thenceforward in its power, 
by adopting our plans in the spirit of 
retaliation, to compel us to a relaxation 
of our code. It is worthy of remark, 
that amidst all the complaints that 
have been made by British shipowners 
of the abandonment of their mterests 
by their Government, it has never 
been attempted to question the pro- 
priety of the American treaty, nor to 
complain of its results." • 

Such were the expectations and pre- 
dictions of the supporters of the reci- 
p rocity system . Let us enquire now, 
how far <' Experience, the great test of 
truth," has established their principles 
or justified their anticipations. 

Let us first enquire what has been 
tho effect of the reciprocity system 
upon the maritime strength and re- 
sources of the empire, and then exa- 
mine whether or not these effects have 
been counterbalanced by the increase 
of foreign trade and commerce with 
the countries with whom reciprocity 
treaties have been concluded. 

One of Mr Porter's Tables exhibits 
the growth of our foreign trade and 
shipping for every year from 1801 till 
the close of 1822, being the period 
when the change of policy was intro- 
duced, and from it it appears that 
during the period of twenty-two years, 
when the old system was in operation, 
the progress of our own shipping had 
been rapid beyond all precedent in this 
or any other state, the foreign shipping 
employed in conducting our trade had 
been altogether stationary^ or rather 
declining. During that period the 
British ships and tonnage had about 
doubled, while the foreign ships and 
tonnage had declined, viz. from 5497 
ships and 780,000 tons, to 4069 ships 
and 582,000 tons. Another table again 
shows the progress of British and 
foreign shipping from the year 1823, 
when the reciprocity system came into 
operation, to the close of 1836, and it 
shows that during the twelve years that 
the present reciprocity system has con- 
tinued, the British shipping has in- 
creased only from 11>733 vessels and 
179,700 tons to 14,347 vessels and 
2,500,000 tons, while the foreign ship- 
ping outwards has increased from 
563,000 to 1,035,000 tons. It is clear 
to demonstration, therefore, that under 
the reciprocity system, notwithstand- 
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ing, as we shall immediately see, the 
prodigious g^wth of our colonial 
trade during the same period, the rela- 
tive proportion of foreign and British, 
shipping employed in carrying on our 
trade has been totally changed ; that 
the former has doubled, while the lat- 
ter has only augmented hardly more 
than a fourth ; that of the 3,500,000 
tons now employed in conducting Bri- 
tish trade, no less than 1,000,000 be- 
long to foreigners ; and that if the 
same relative proportion shall continue 
between them for twelve years longer* 
the quantity of foreign shipping em- 
ployed in conducting our own trade 
will be equal to that of the whole Bri^ 
tish empire i in other words, we shall 
have nursed up in our own harbours, 
a foreign maritime force equal to our 
own. 

In order still farther to illustrate 
this important point of the stationary 
condition of the British commercial 
navy, we refer to two tables, showing 
the number of ships belonging to the 
United Kingdom and its dependencies, 
in Europe and our colonies, from 1803 
down to the commencement of the 
reciprocity system in 1822, and from 
that period down to the present time. 
From these tables, which every in- 
telligent reader must see to be of in- 
calculable importance, three things 
are evident. 

1. That, under the navigation law 
system, the British shipping in Eu- 
rope increased, in twenty years, from 
18,000 to 21,000 ships ; that is, by a 
sixth. 

2. That, under the reciprocity sys- 
tem, the Britbh ships declined, in 
twelve years, from 21,042 to 20,388, 
being nearly a tenth. 

3. That the loss thus experienced 
in the reciprocity system, in Europe, 
was counterbalanced, and more than 
counterbalanced, by the extraordinary 
growth in our colonial trade, during 
the same period, to which the reci- 
procity system did not apply, as it was 
exclusively reserved, on the principle 
of the navigation laws, to ourselves, 
the vessels engaged in that trade ha- 
ving increased, during these twelve 
years only, from 3500 to 5432, and 
their tonnage from 230,000 to 442,000. 
It is not difficidt, in these circum- 
stances, to sec in what quarter the 
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real strength and future hopes of the Table, showing the progress of the 

British empire are to be found. trade of these countries, from 1322 to 

The same result is shown by another 1831, by which the relative progress 

Table, exhibiting the proportions in of the British and foreign trade with 

which the British and foreign seamen those countries where reciprocity 

are employed in the trade with Prus- treaties have been concluded is clearly 

sia, Denmark, France, Sweden, and demonstrated, and which is calculated 

Norway, with whom reciprocity trea- to shake the nerves of even the most 

ties have been concluded. ardent supporters of the reciprocity 

It distinctiy appears that, under system. Under the operation of the 

the reciprocity system, the trade with reciprocity system, the British ships 

the Baltic States, Prussia, Sweden, employed in the trade with Sweden, 

Norway, and Denmark has, for the Norway, Denmark, and Prussia have 

most part, fallen into the hands of declined; and the foreign shipping 

foreigners. And, as an illustration of employed in the trade between these 

the way in which the foreign shipping countries and Groat Britain has in- 

has grown up, so as to overshadow creased as follows :^ 
the British^ we refer to another 

Britbh declined with Prussia from 539 ships to 270 
Denmark, 57 ships to 16 
Norway, 168 ships to 15 
Sweden, 123 ships to GQ 

Prussian ship?, with Great Britain, increased from 258 to 903 

Danish, 44 to 624 

Norwegian, 558 to 785 

Swedbh, 71 to 250 

And thus mnch for the reciprocity quentiy referred to, by the reciprocity 

system on the interests of our man- partisans, as the strongest proof of 

time force in our intercourse with the the justice of their principles ; but, 

Baltic trade. in reality, it is the strongest confirma- 

There is one country with whom, tion of those which we are now sup- 

under the reciprocity system, com- porting. 

menced in 1816, that system has been The following Table exhibits the 

attended with remarkable advantages, progress of foreign trade between 

and that is the United States of North Great Britain and the United States, 

America. The example of the effect both in British and American bot- 

of this system with that country is fre- toms, from the year 1822 to 1836. 



INWARDS. 


YoUPfc 


British. 


Foreign. 


1822 

1823 
1824 
1825 
1826 
1827 
1828 
1829 
1830 
1831 
1832 
1836 


United St«t«. 


Ships. 
138 
237 
157 
133 
158 
238 
256 
192 
197 
289 
284 
226 


Tons. 
37,385 
63,606 
44,994 
38,943 
47,711 
73,204 
80,158 
61,343 
65,130 
91,787 
95,203 
86,383 


Men. 

1,770 
2,998 
3,166 
1,843 
2,245 
3,424 
3,646 
2,773 
2,948 
4,204 
4,251 
3,575 


Ships. 
500 
509 

460 
599 
448 
646 
372 
450 
609 
639 
452 
524 


Tons. 
156,054 
165,699 
153,475 
196,863 
151,765 
217,535 
138,174 
162,327 
214,16t) 
229,869 
167,359 
226,483 


Men. 
6,866 
7,121 
6,451 
8,487 
6,595 
9,447 
6,049 
7,052 
9,185 
9,807 
7,161 
7,799 
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ThuS) under the reciprocity system 
tfith that country^ the trade has in- 
creased between 1822 and 1886, from 
138 ships to 226 ; while the American 
has increased only from 500 to 542. 
And the British tonnage swelled from 
379385 to 86,383, while the Ameri« 
can tonnage has increased only from 
156,054 to 226,483. 

This result^ however, so far from 
being a proof that the reciprocity 
system, in its application to the trade 
of Great Britain with the old states of 
the world, is founded on just principles, 
demonstrates diametricidly the rererse* 
The reciprocity system has proved of 
advantage to the British shipping in 
the intercourse with America, because 
labour and all the articles employed in 
the building of rtiipB are so much 
dearer in America than in Great Britain 
that the British shipowmbrs can carry 
on the trade at a cheaper rate than the 
American, and, therefore, under an 
equal system of duties, the British 
shipping has gained the advantage. 
There cannot be a doubt of the expe- 
diency of that system in its application 
to coimtries where ship-building and 
navigation are more expensive than 
they are in thiS) andi therefore, Mr 



Huskisson acted perfectly wisely in 
concluding a treaty with America on 
such terms. But the real point of 
doubt is, not whether such a system U 
expedient with countries where ship- 
building is tkar^i but whether it is 
expedient with coimtries where ship* 
building is cheaper than in Great 
Britain. And, with reference to that 
point, it is clear that the fact that the 
reciprocity sjrstem has worked to the 
prejudice of America, which builds 
ships dearer than England, is founded 
exactly upon the same principle in 
proving that it is prejudicial to Eng- 
land, in her Intercourse with the Bal- 
tic powers> where it b cheaper. 

The fc^owing table demonstrates 
that in sixteen years, from 1820 to 
1836, the reciprocity system has prov- 
ed highly prejudicial to British ship- 
ping, and highly advant^eous to fo- 
reign, in conducting the British com- 
merce ; and that if the same system is 
continued for sixteen years longer, it 
will, in spite of all the prodigious in- 
crease in the British trade with their 
colonial possessions, render the foreign 
shipping superior to the British even 
in conducting our own trade. 



Centesimal Proportions of British and Foreign Tonnage employed in the 
Import and Export Trades respectively of the United Kingdom in each 
year ft\)m 1820 to 1836. 





IFT««JCD IKWARD8. 


CLBAIIKO OUTWARDS. 


Yearfc 


British. 


Foreign. 


Britkh. 


Foreign. 


1820 


78.84 


2U16 


78.15 


21.85 


1821 


80.14 


19.86 


79.50 


20.50 


1822 


78.00 


22.00 


77.08 


22.92 


1828 


74.21 


25.09 


73.29 


26.71 


1824 


70.89 


29.71 


68.94 


31.06 


1825 


69.12 


30.88 


66.45 


33.55 


1826 


73.75 


26.25 


71.50 


28.50 


1827 


73.51 


26.49 


71.08 


28.92 


1828 


76.74 


28.26 


76.74 


23.2G 


1829 


75.46 


24.54 


73.85 


26.15 


1830 


74.18 


25.82 


73.48 


26.52 


1831 


73.02 


26.98 


71.97 


28.03 


1S32 


77.35 


22.65 


77.39 


22.61 


1833 


74.13 


25.87 


74.73 


25.27 


1834 


78.37 


26.63 


72.91 


27.09 


1885 


78.85 


26.15 


72.77 


27.23 


1836 


71.41 


28.59 


row97 


29.03 
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Thus it appears that while in 1820 
the British tonnage employed in carry- 
ing on the British trade iras four times 
the foieign, in 1836 it bore to it only 
the proportion of 70 to 30, or about 
2^tol. 

But then, say the advocates for the 
reciprocity system, although the Bri- 
tish maritime interests undoubtedly 
have suffered from^uch a system, yet 
the British commerce has been revived 
and resuscitated by that chang^e, and 
what has been gained by our manu- 
&cturers and merchants in that respect 
is much more than what has been lost 
by our ship-builders. 

Even if the fact were as is now 
stated, we should demur, in the strong- 
est terms, to the expedience of sacri- 
ficing, in any degree whatever, our 
maritime to our manufacturing inte- 
rests. What renders the shipping 
interest of such incalculable import- 
ance to a commercial state is not 
merely that it constitutes the sinews 
and basis of its naval strength and 
national independence, but constitutes 
the sole bulwark for the protection 
even of the commercial and manufac- 
turing interestif, which are so unhappily 
sometimes considered as of superior 
importance. Admittmg that as long 
as universal peace prevails foreign 
commerce can be eanly carried on by 
a maritime state which has lost its na- 
val superiority, and is compelled to 
trust in great part to foreign shipping 
for producdon of its commercial inter- 
course, what is to become of the trade 
of such a state when, in its own de- 
fence, it is forced into a serious war, 
and It is threatened with blockade in 
its own harbours by the combined 
forces of foreign maritime powers ? 
What the better would Great Britain 
be of all its foreign trade carried on 
in foreign vessels if, in conseauence of 
the magnitude of the navy wnich had 
thus been reared up in foreign states, 
it found itself blockaded in its own 
harbours, and foreign fleets of war 
lying across the Thames, the Mersey, 
and the Clyde ? The very magnitude 
of its foreign commerce would, when 
such a catastrophe occurred, prove the 
most serious of all embarrassments, 
because it would have reared up many 
millions of useless mouths, whose suf- 
ferings and turbulence, upon the de- 
struction of th ^j r only " ^tflwf of g ^ ib - 
sistence, would render all attempts at 
prolonging resistance utterly hopeless. 



In a word, the magnitode of a commer- 
cial nation's foreign commerce, and the 
multitude of its manufactures, so fkr 
from being an element of strength, is, 
in fact, nothing but a source of weak- 
ness, if unaccompanied by a propor- 
tional naval power. It is liable, by a 
single reverse at sea, to be blockaded 
in its harbours, and to lose in a few 
weeks the fruits of oenturies of con- 
quest. The condition of a g^reat in- 
sular and commercial state, which has 
come to depend in great part upon 
foreign shipping for the conduct of 
its commerce, Is precisely similar to 
that of a ibrtmed town, whleh 
abounds with inhabitants and unwar- 
like mouths, which has little to rely 
upon but foreign mercenaries for the 
defence of its ramparts, and the recall 
of whom by the powers to whom they 
belong would necessarily leave it en- 
tirely defenceless. The blockade and 
capture of Athens by Lysander, after 
the fatal defeat of iGgosPotamo0,proves 
on how unstable a basis the safety of 
every commercial state is founded 
where the dominion of the seas does 
not rest upon a great and indestruc- 
tible naval power. 

But let us come a little closer to the 
point, and examine whether the asser- 
tion of the great extension of our fb- 
reig^ commerce by means of the reci- 
procity system, and with the countries 
with whom reciprocity treaties have 
been concluded, is in reality well 
founded. 

Keeping in view that €txe recipro- 
city treaties hitherto concluded have 
been with Prussia, Denmark, Sweden, 
Norway, France, America, Brazil, 
and Columbia, we refer to the table 
exhibiting the prog^ress of the exports 
to these countries from 1827 to 1896. 

This table is in the highest deg^e 
instructive. From it it appears that 
the export trade to Prussia, for the 
increase of which Mr Hnsldsson, in 
1828, was content to repeal the navi- 
gation laws of England, the bulwark 
of onr national streng^, has dedined, 
in ten years before 1836, fh)m 
L.174,000 to L.160,000 5 that with 
Denmark has declined from L. 104,000 
to L. 01, 000 ; while that of Germany 
has remained perfictfy etationart/ 
through the whole period. The tra^e 
with France is the only one which has 
evidently increased* but that is the re- 
sult entirely of the equalization of the 
duties on wine ; and accordingly that 
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of Portugal has fallen off in nearly a 
similar proportion; while the trade 
with the United States of America, 
under the reciprocity system, has, 
upon the whole, remained nearly 
stationary, or rather declined. The 
great exports of 1835 and 1836 to 
that country were entirely fictitious, 
and the result of the joint-stock mania 
there, during these years, which led 
to the terrible commercial crisis of 
1837, when the exports of Great Bri- 
tain to tiie United States sunk to 
L.3,500,000. 

But what is still more curious, it 
appears from another table that the 
trade with the countries with whom 
we have concluded no reciprocity 
treaties, but with whom we still deal 
on the old restrictive system, and that 
with our own colonies, which is en- 
tirely and rigidly confined to our- 
selves, has increased much faster than 
that with the reciprocity countries; 
and that in truth it is the vast increase 
of our trade with those countries, who 
are out of the reciprocity pale, which 
has compensated all the evils arising 
even to commerce itself, from the 
adoption of that system with the other 
states. From this table it is manifest 
that our trade with distant quarters of 
the world with whom we have no reci- 
procity treaties, such as Spain, Italy, 
Turkey; and our own colonies, as 
Australia, the Canadas^ the East In- 
dies, &c., has doubled^ and in some 
instances tripled, during the very 
years that our trade with the coun- 
tries with whom we had concluded 
reciprocity treaties was stationary or 
had declined, affording thus a striking 
contrast to the miserable and languid 
state of our trade with the Baltic 
powers, to preserve or increase which 
we sacrificed the old and powerful 
bulwark of our navigation laws. 

From the Parliamentary returns it 
appears also that our trade both with 
northern and southern Europe has de- 
clined under the influence of the reci- 
procity system; and is considerably 
less in the five years preceding 1836 
than it was in the five years preceding 
1819. So clear is this decrease in our 
foreigpi trade to Europe, during the 
working of the reciprocity system, 
that Mr Porter, although a strenuous 
advocate for its principles, makes the 
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following candid admission as to the 
falling off of our foreign trade, from 
the commencement of the present 
century, down to this time, with the 
exception of the two years of inordi- 
nate commercial activity of 1835 and 
1836. 

" If the following table is taken in 
this way, as the test of the progress of 
our foreign trade, during the present 
century, it will be seen that little or 
none has been made — that, in fact, if 
we except the last two years (1835 
and 1836), the amount of our foreign 
trade has not been equal to that which 
was carried on during some of the 
years when we were at war with near- 
Ij all Europe, nor to that of the first 
five years of peace that followed. The 
average annual exports of British pro- 
duce and manufactures in the decen- 
nary period from 1801 to 1810 
amounted to L.40,737,970. In the 
next ten years, from 1811 to 1820, the 
annual average was L.4l,454,461 ; 
from 1821 to 1830 the annual average 
fell to L.36,597,623. Since that time 
the amount has been progressively ad- 
vancing, and, in 1836, exceeded by 
L.1,765,543 the amount in 1815, the 
first year of the peace, which, with the 
exception of 1836, was the greatest 
year of export trade, judging from the 
value of the shipments, that this coun- 
try has ever seen."* 

** That part of our commerce which, 
being carried on with the rich and 
civilized inhabitants of European na- 
tions, should present the greatest field 
for extension, will be seen to have 
fallen off under this aspect in a re- 
markable degree. The average an- 
nual exports to the whole of Europe 
were less in value by nearly twenty per 
cent in the five years from 1832 to 
1836, than they were in the five years 
that followed the close of the war, and 
it affords strong evidence of the un- 
satisfactory footing upon which our 
trading regulations with Europe are 
established; that our exports to the 
United States of America, which, with 
their population of only twelve mil- 
lions, are removed to a distance from 
us of 3000 miles across the Atlantic, 
have amounted to more than one-half 
of the value of our shipments to the 
whole of Europe, with a population 
fifteen times as great as that of the 
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United States of America^ and with 
an abundance of productions suited to 
our wants which they are naturally 
denrous of exchang^g for the pro- 
ducts of our mines and looms.** * 

Thus it distinctly appears, both 
from the Parliamentary returns and 
the admissions of the most able and 
well informed advocates for the reci- 
procity system, that the anticipated 
and promised extension of our foreign 
trade, from the adoption of that sys- 
tem, has not taken place ; that so far 
from it, our trade has rapidly and 
signally declined, during the last five- 
and-twenty years, with the old states 
of Europe, fifteen of which have been 
spent under the reciprocity system ; 
and, therefore, that we have gratui- 
tously inflicted a severe wound upon 
our own maritime interests, without 
having purchased thereby any equiva- 
lent advantage, either for our foreign 
trade or our home manufactures. 

Nevertheless, it is certain that our 
foreign trade and intercourse with all 
the world has upon the whole increased, 
and in many quarters most rapidly, 
during the last twenty years. 

Where, then, it may be asked, have 
the British merchants found a compen- 
sation, as they unquestionably must 
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have done, for the decline of their 
trade with the old state of Europe ? 
The answer to this is to be found in the 
prodigious simultaneous increase of 
our colonial trade. It is there that 
the real strength of Great Britain is 
to be found. It is there that an anti- 
dote has been silently prepared for all 
the errors of our modem commercial 
policy ; and it is by confoimding the 
growth of our distant colonies, and 
the immense trade which has sprung 
up from their influence, with the ef- 
fects of the Reciprocity System in our 
intercourse with the European states, 
that its advocates have been able to 
conceal from the world the real tenden- 
cy of their system. The number of 
ships built for the United Kingdom 
and its possessions in Europe, is just 
about the same as it was twenty-five 
years ago, while that for the trade to 
the colonies has, during the same pe- 
riod, nearly quadrupled. 

An examination of the quarters of 
the world in which our trade has in- 
creased, demonstrates clearly that it is 
in our intercourse with our own colo- 
nies that the compensation for the de- 
cline of our trade with Europe itielf 
has been found. 



From Mr Porter's Tables it appears that from 1802 to 1835, the trade of 
Great Britain with Europe has declifted from 65 per cent to 48 per cent. 

With the British colonies in 
America* has increased from 18 to 26 

With the United States of Ame- 
rica, has increased from 6 to 9 

And that with India has increased 
from 3} to 5 



It is perfectly clear, therefore, that 
the reciprocity system has had no 
tendency to check the serious decay 
which is going forward in our Euro- 
pean trade, while the restrictive sys- 
tem, which is still applied with undi- 
minished force to our colonies, at least 
in their intercourse with the parent 
state, has had as little efioct in check- 
ing the rapid and ajstonishing growth, 
both of our shipping and foreign trade, 
with those distant parts of the empire. 
Nothing but the most obstinate ad- 
herence to theory, and the most per- 
verse blindness to facts, can enable 
any person to resist the conclusion 



that it is in our intercourse with our 
colonies that the real sinews of British 
strength are to be found ; that the re- 
ciprocity system is wholly unable to 
preserve our European trade from de- 
cay, while it is utterly ruinous to our 
shipping interests employed in com- 
merce with these countries ; and there- 
fore that our true interest is to bo 
found in cultivating, with the most 
assiduous care, our colonial dependen- 
cies, in our intercourse with whom we 
employ only our own shipping, and in 
our conunercial intercourse with which 
we experience the benefit of a trade 
sharing in the rapid extension and 
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unchecked growth of these vigorous rican possesiions^ whose situation has 

ofi&hoots of the empire. now become of such overwhelming 

Let us now direct the attention of interest from the manifest dangers, 

our readers to the following impor- from foreign and domestic enemies, 

tant facts regarding our trade with with which they are threatened:— 
Canada* and our oSier North Ame- 



Comparative view of the British shipping, employed in the trado of each 
of the British North American colouies in the year 1836. 



CLEARED OUTWARDS. 


Oolontefc 


Bdonginff to the 
United Kliigdom. 


Belonging to the 
BritUli poucssions 
beyoiKlwas. 


TotAL 


Canada, 
New Brunswick, 
Nova Scotia, 
Newfoundland, 


No. 

1065 
550 
112 
358 

2085 


Tons. 


No. 

61 

2443 

5094 

431 


Tons. 


No. 

1326 

2993 

4621 

789 

9729 


Ton?. 


Men. 


884,369 

154,295 

22,073 

52,487 


40,682 
210,229 
316,675 

41,525 


375,051 

364,524 

338,748 

94,012 


15,986 

16,816 

17,841 

6,473 


568,224 


7444 


609,111 


1,172,385 


56,116 



And the value of the trade with these important possessions may bo judged of 
by the following 

Table, showing the comparative view of the trade of the United Kbgdom, 
with the Canadas and the other British "North American Colonies, in the 
year 1836. 



Colonies. 



Official 

value of Im- 

I>orts. 



Official value of £xpoits. 



British. 



Foreign 
and Colo> 
•teL 



ToUl. 



value of Bri. 
cish Exports. 



Canada, 

New Brunswick, 
Nova Scotia, ' 

Cape Breton, 
Prince Edward^a JfJand, 
Newfoundiaad, ) 
Coast of Labrador* ) 
Se^tlemeBts of Hudson'a 
Bay Conpany. 

TotaL 



£ 

633,575 
249,442 

^7,d70 

195,860 
26,313 



£ 

2,338,861 
710,006 



£ 
350,1 
133,162 



1,6462: 



393,382 50,045 



848,822 
35,260 



56,171 
5,76 



£ 

t,739,507 

843,16a 

443,427 

399,498 
41,881 



£ 

1,539,153 

553,864 

292,322 

297,823 
49,129 



1,163,160 



3,871,19] 



<595,785 4,466,976 2,732,291 

I 



Lastly, the r^id growth of this trade may be judged of by the following 
Table showing the trade of the United Kingdom with the Canadas alone, 
from 1827 to 1836. 
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Years. 


OffiMalTalMor 
imports from 
theCanadiu. 


Official Tftlue of Exports to the Cnnadas. 


Dtclared viUkt of 
Brltifh Exports to 
theCanadas. 


Britiih. 


Voreifn and 
Colonial. 


Total, 


1827 
1828 
1829 
1830 
1831 
1832 
1833 
1884 
1835 
1836 


£ 
468,76d 
466,065 
569,453 
682,202 
902,915 
795,652 
756,466 
613,598 
629,051 
688,575 


£ 

794,637 
1,059,225 

980,476 
1,388,201 
1,749,847 
1,863,118 
1,789,876 
1,171,540 
1,842,176 
2,888,861 


£ 
155,853 
189,058 
136,946 
181,819 
172,242 
215,831 
310,335 
168,085 
285,855 
350,648 


£ 
950,490 
1,248,283 
1,117,422 
1,570,020 
1,922,089 
2,078,949 
2,100,211 
1,339,629 
8,127,531 
2,739,507 


£ 
617,709 
787,289 
709,141 
997^502 

1,136,819 
, 1,173,587 

1,171,565 
799,912 

1,184,985 

1,589,158 



Thus, while our trade with Prus- 
sia, Denmark, Sweden, and Norway, 
to increase which we have sacrificed 
the navigation laws, and inflicted a 
grievous wound upon our maritime 
strength, has either dectijied, or heen 
altogether stationary for the last two 
years, that with our North American 
colonies has tripled during the same 
period, and now employs no less than 
560,000 tons of our shipping ; more 
than a fifth part of the whole British 
shipping employed in our foreign trade 
to every part of the world. 

And here arises a most important 
ohservation, decisive as to the differ- 
ence upon our maritime strength he- 
tween ttie trade carried on under the 
reciprocity system, and in the most 
favourable circumstances, with a fo- 
reign country, and that maintained 
with our own colonies. 

The trade with the United States of 
America, it has been seen, takes off 
about eleven millions of our manufac- 
tures, but in doing so employs only 
86,000 tons of our shipping, the re- 
maining 266,000 being carried on in 
American bottoms. 

The trade with Canada takes off 
only L. 2,700,000 worth of our manu- 
factures, but in doing so gives employ- 
ment to no less than 560,000 tons of 
our shipping, besides 560,000 tons 
employed in the course of trade by 
Canada itself. 

Now, the trade to our North Ame- 
rican colonies has tripled within the 
last ten years. If it goes on at the 
same rate in the next ten, and draws 
after it « similar increase of British 



tonnage, the exports to those pos- 
sessions in 1848 will be no less Uian 
L.8,100,000, and give employment to 

Xvards of 1,560,000 tons of ship- 
g ; upwards of a half, in all proba- 
bility, of the whole British shipping 
employed in our foreign trade at that 
period—the whole British tonnage at 
present employed being 2,400,000 
tons. 

Nothing can more clearly illustrate 
the vital difference between the im- 
portance of the colonial trade and that 
conducted with an independent fo- 
reign state. It is so great, indeed, as 
to appear almost miraculous* and to 
demonstrate, beyond the possibility of 
doubt, that no reliance can be placed 
on foreign trade with independent 
states, as a foundation for maritime 
strength, but that the empire of the 
seas is for ever destined to the possessor 
of the most extenaive and powerful co- 
lonial dominions. 

There is nothing peculiar in the ^- 
tuation of the Canadas which has 
given rise to this extraordinary proof 
of the superior efiScacy of colonial 
trade to that of foreign independent 
states, both in encoiu'aging domestic 
industry and forming a nursery for 
naval strength. At the opposite ex- 
tremity of the globe, in Australia* a 
pro|^ess still more wonderful and gra- 
tifying has taken place, sufiicient to 
demonstrate that if ignorance or infa- 
tuation does not make us throw 
away our advantage^ Great Britain 
still possesses the means of maintain- 
ipg ner maritime siifu*emacy and sta- 
tion amom: Uie aaiiong of the oarth. 
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Table showing the progress of the British trade and tonnage, with New 
Holland, from 1820 to 1836. 



Yeais. 


Tons. 


Value of Exports. 


Years. 


Tons. 


Value of Exports. 


1820 


1,291 


£124,232 


1829 


8,970 


£310,681 


1821 


1,349 


132,698 


1830 


8,668 


314,677 


1822 


1,706 


160,450 


1831 


11,875 


398,471 


1823 


3,883 


197,236 


1832 


12,231 


466,238 


1824 


3,986 


220,347 


1833 


14,679 


558,372 


1825 


3,971 


278,306 


1834 


17,234 


716,014 


1826 


7,582 


262,932 


1835 


16,900 


696,345 


1827 


5,439 


339,958 


1836 


19,195 


835,637 


1828 


6,707 


443,839 









Thus it appears that while the ton- 
nage employed in the trade with Aus- 
trsdia has increased in the last sixteen 
years from 1,291 to 19,195 tons, or 
about sixteen-fold, the value of the 
exports has increased from L. 124,232 
to L. 835,637, or about seven-fold. 

If the same proportion should con- 
tinue for the next ten years, in the 
year 1848 the tonnage employed in the 
trade with Australia will be 300,000 
tons ; and the value of the exports to 
that colony between five and six mil- 
lions sterling. 

And if it should continue for the 
next twenty years, the tonnage in 
1858 will be, even onihe'mostmoaerate 
computation, 1,500,000 tons, and the 
value of the exports above twenty 
millions sterling. 

Startling and extravagant as these 
results will probably appear to almost 
all our readers, they are no more than 
a fair application to the future of the 
experience of the past — ^the only safe 
and sound principle on which political, 
equally with physical reasoning, can 
be founded ; and if they appear, as 
they really do, chimerical, it is only 
because the elements of national 
strength and greatness, involved in 
the progress of a great colonial em- 
pire, greatly exceed anv thing which 
even the imagination of the most ar- 
dent speculator can venture to sug- 
gest. 

And if it be said that, long before 
such halcyon days can arrive, Canada 
and Australia will have thrown off 
their connexion with the mother state, 
and declared themselves independent, 
the answer is obvious. By so doing, 
they will indeed deprive us of that great 
and extraordinary advantage to our 
maritime strength which arises from 
the possession of flourishing colonial 



dominions ; but they cannot deprive us 
of that dependence upon our trade aud 
shipping which is necessarily inhereut 
in all infant and rising states, whether 
colonial or independent. With such 
states, even after they have emancipa • 
ted themselves, the reciprocity system 
cannot fail to be advantageous to Great 
Britain, because their interests are ne- 
cessarily wound up with the growth of 
agriculture and the rural manufactures ; 
and therefore it neither can be their in- 
terest, nor will they possess the power, to 
attempt to rival the parent state, either 
in the finer manufactures or in mari- 
time exertion. The United States of 
America, it has been seen, notwitii- 
standing their great ambition for an.i- 
val force, and their having been for 
more than half a century independent, 
are not yet able to compete with Great 
Britain in the carrying on of their own 
trade, and accordingly British ship- 
ping is continually making greater 
advances over the American in the 
conduct of the commercial interconrse 
between the two countries. The same 
must be the case, in a still greater de- 
gree, with our colonies in North Ame- 
rica and Australia, because they are 
behind America in the career of civi- 
lisation, and therefore must be for a 
longer period dependent upon the mo- 
ther country both for the supply of 
their manufactures and the carrying 
on of their trade. 

The details, which have now been 
given will explain how the reciprocity 
advocates have for so long a period suc- 
ceeded in blinding the people of this 
country to the red tendency of the po- 
licy of the commercial system which has 
been pursued for the last fifteen vears. 
And now it hap[>ened that, amidst the 
constant complaints of the ship-own- 
ers, their interests were declining and 
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almost destroyed, and their property 
ruined by the operation of that sys- 
tem> the President of the Board of 
Trade was always able to meet them 
by Parliamentary Returns, which 
showed that the trade and shipping of 
the empire, taken as a whole, was, 
notwithstanding*, on the increase. It 
was evidently by confounding toge- 
ther the exports to our colonies with 
the exports to the reciprocity coun- 
tries, that the official advocates of the 
new system were so long able to mys- 
tify and delude the world. They con- 
stantly told us that our exports were 
increasing, and our tonnage getting 
larger every year, but they aid not 
tell us, what was nevertheless the case, 
that the countries with whom our 
trade was increasing were our own 
colonies or dbtant states, with whom 
we have no reciprocity treaties, and 
that the countries with whom it was 
diminishing were the European na- 
tions in our neighbourhood with whom 
we bad concluded reciprocity treaties, 
and to propitiate whom we have been 
content to sacrifice three-fourths of 
our shipping employed in the Baltic 
trade. It is by separating the great 
mass of our export trade and foreign 
tonnage into its component parts, and 
showing in what quarters it has in- 
creased, and in what diminished, that 
the real tendency of the system which 
we have been pursuing is brought to 
light ; and it is distinctly made to ap- 
pear that the reciprocity advocates 
have succeeded in bolstering up their 
system solely by concealing its effects 
upon us in the countries with whom 
it has been carried into execution, un- 
der the cover of the vast increase with 
those to whom it has not been applied, 
or who stand in the situation of colo- 
nies to the mother country. 

And, what is not a little singular, 
and perhaps unparalleled m such inves- 
tigations, the reciprocity advocates 
have succeeded witn a large portion 
of the public in maintaining the credit 
of their system, and decrying, the va- 
lue of our colonial trade, solely in con- 
sequence of the effect of the great in- 
crease of that very colonial trade in 
concealing the operation of their fa- 
votirite reciprocity principles. 

It is a mistake to say that these re- 
sults demonstrate that practical expe- 
rience is at variance with principle in 
this particular. There is in reality 
no contradiction between them. Mr 
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Huskisson's principles were quite well 
founded in the abstract, and on the 
supposition that the prices of dif- 
ferent commodities were the same in 
aU countries, and thatall were to enter 
the field of commercial regrulatioji with 
hands unfettered— with hearts unim- 
passioned — and without any great 
vested interests already existing which 
depended on the continuance of the 
former system of trade. But his grand 
error consisted in this, that he over- 
looked the paramount necessity in all 
countries of attending to the national 
security and defence in preference to 
the national wealth. The vast dif- 
ference in the cost of producing the 
same article in different countries, and 
the consequent necessity of protecting 
by fiscal regulations tnose branches 
of industry, if essential to the national 
independence, which are conducted at 
a disadvantage— and the absolute ne- 
cessity of getting some compensation 
in return for a reciprocity concession, 
not by a reciprocity in regard to that 
one article, but in reg^ard to some 
other article in which the disadvantage 
lies on the side of the country to whom 
the concession is made. 

Nothing can be clearer than that 
the national defence and independence 
is of more importance than the mere 
growth of any particular branch of 
trade or manufacture. The consider- 
ations already urged on this subject 
are so obvious and important as to 
vender it perfectly unnecessary to en- 
large farther upon it. It is no doubt 
a very good thing to be rich, but it is 
also a very good thing to be inde- 
pendent. It IS an advantage to have 
wealth, if we also possess the means 
of defending it ; but if we are desti- 
tute of that security it will rather 
Erove a curse, by alluring rival or 
ostile nations to encroach upon or 
plunder our possessions. No country 
m reality is m so dangerous and pre- 
carious a state as one which has a vast 
foreign trade and no adequate means 
of defence ; because its wealth ex- 
poses it to violence which it has not 
the means of resisting. 

The two grand ardcles in the trade 
of which it is of paramount importance 
that a maritime state should, at all 
hazards, mdntain its superiority, are 
grain and shipping. The former is 
necessary for the subsistence of its 
people— the latter is an essential ele- 
ment in its national defence and inde- 
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pendenoe. It is in vain to gay that a 
free trade oan ever, consistently with 
the national secniity, be maintained 
in either of these articles. If we are 
dependent on foreign supplies for 
grainy we cannot maintain even the 
shadow of independence | because fo- 
reign nations can at any moment^ by 
simply closing their harbours, reduce 
our people to desperation, and our 
Government to submission. If we 
hare not a powerftil navy, we are 
equally liable to be subverted by ha- 
ving our harbours blockaded, and our 
foreign manufactures converted into 
a source of the most ruinous weak- 
ness, by being suddenly deprived of 
all vent for their industry. A great 
commercial state, therefore, that 
would maintain its independence, must, 
at all hazards, and even, if necessary, 
at the sacrifice of part of its wealth, 
preserve itself firom falling into a state 
of dependence upon either foreign 
grain or foreign shipping. If it does 
not do so it is liable to h»ve all its 
wealth at any moment wrested from 
it by the mere stoppage of the foreign 
supplies, or vent for produce on which 
it depended, and the resources on 
which it mainly relied for the sub- 
sistence of its people turned into the 
certain instrument of its subjugation. 
In considering the application of 
the reciprocity system also, it seems 
to be equally material to keep in view 
the essentiid <U8tinction between the 
price at which diiferent commodities 
can be reared in different countries, 
and not to run away with the idea that 
we have got a real reciprocity for our 
people, or entered into a commercial 
treaty on equal terms with our neigh- 
bours, merely because we have agreed 
to admit some particular artid^s of 
nranufacture on the same terms with 
them. Every thing depends upon the 
relative price at which that article 
can be reared in the two countries. 
If the article can be reared cheaper 
abroad than at home, it is a perfect 
delusion to say, that we have entered 
into a fair reciprocity treaty, because 
we admit that article on the same 
terms with them. Real reciprocity 
consists not in admitting the same 
article into our ports on the same 
terms on which our neighbours receive 
ours, but in obtahiing admittance for 
a corresponding artide on our side In 
wiiich we have a corresponding ad- 
Vantage over tbem. Unless this Is 
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done, reciprocity is a perfect mockery, 
because it is all on our side. For ex- 
ample, France produces abundance of 
wine in admirable quality, and Eng- 
land produces iron and cotton goods 
in similar quantity and quality. Real 
reciprocity would consist in a com- 
mercial treaty, whereby, in considera- 
tion of the wines of France being ad- 
mitted into England at a low duty, the 
iron and cotton goods of England 
should be admitted at a low duty into 
France. There would be no recipro- 
city in France saying to England, we 
will admit your wines on the same 
terms o& which you admit ours ; or in 
England saying to France, we will 
admit your cotton goods on the same 
terms on which you admit ours. The 
simple answer to such a proposal 
would be, that the cotton manuftictures 
of France would be ruined by the su- 
perior capital and skill of thoso of 
England, and that the sour wines of 
England would be immediately eztin- 
g^shed bj the claret and Champagne 
of France. In like manner, there 
would be no reciprocity in Poland or 
Prussia proclaiming a free trade in 
corn, or an interchange of equal du- 
ties with England ; because that is an 
article in which wc never can compete 
with them, from the weight of the 
national debt and the higher price of 
labour in this country ; or in England 
proclaiming a free trade in cotton 
goods with Prussia, because that is an 
article in which they never can com- 
pete with us, from our extraordinary 
manufacturing advantages. But there 
would be a very real reciprocity in a 
treaty of this description : — We will 
take yovr grain at a moderate duty, 
provided you take our cottons at as 
moderate a dutjr. In support of such 
a treaty, we might say with justice — 
'* Nature has given you the power of 
raising grain at two-thirds of the price 
at which we can do it, in consequence 
of the superior cheapness of your la- 
bour and abundance of your harvests, 
and she has given us the means of pro- 
ducing cotton goods and cutlery at 
two-thirds of the price that you can, 
in consequence or the superior rich- 
ness of cur coal mines and excellence 
of our machinery. Let us then con- 
clude a commercial treaty founded on 
a Just appreciation of our relative si- 
tuations. Do you consent to encou- 
rage our manuftictures, and we will 
consent to encourage your ftnners; 
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and let ns nmtnally admit the goods 
in which nature has given a superiority 
to the one and the other, on the same 
terms.'* Soch a proposal might he 
dangerous to national independence or 
to the home trade, by d^ressing our 
agricultural interest, but it iro^d at 
least be a fair reciprocity, and unob- 
jectionable on the footing of commer- 
cial dealing. But it wotdd obriously 
be a perfect mockery at equality for 
England to say to Prussia, *' We are 
deiding with you on the footing of 
reciprocity, because we admit your 
cotton goods on the same terms on 
which you admit ours ;'* or for Poland 
to say to England, '' We are dealing 
with Great Britain on the footing of 
reciprocity, because we admit English 
grain into our harbours on the same 
terms on which they admit Polish.'* 
It is quite evident that in both these 
cases the country admitting and acting 
on such false principles would gra- 
tuitously inflict a serious evil upon 
itself, without any equivalent what- 
ever, and that, running away with the 
name of reci{m)city without the reali« 
ty, it would in a very short time, with- 
out any return whatever, consign a 
valuable portion of its industry to de- 
struction. 

Now this is Just what we have done 
by deluding ourselves with the name 
of reciprocity without the reality in 
our maritime intercourse with foreign 
powers. Every one knows that the 
Baltic powers can carry on ship-build- 
log far cheaper than England, for 
th^ plain reason, that the materials of 
ships — timber, cordage, hemp and tar— 
are produced by nature on the shores 
of the Baltic, in countries where labour 
is not half so dear as in the British 
islee. On the other hand, cotton goods 
and iron of idl sorts can be manufitic- 
tured far cheaper in Great Britain than 
either in France or the Baltic states, 
in consequence of the accumulation 
of capital and great skill in machinery 
in this conntry, and the incalculable 
advantage of our coal mines. Real 
reciprocity, then, would have consisted 
in a trealy, whereby, in consideration 
of our admitting tneir shipping into 
Ota- harbours on as favourable terms 
as theff admitted oerr« into theirs, ther 
consented to receive otir ecitttm goods 
into Merr ports on the same terms as 
we received their cotton fabrics into 
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ours. No person can doubt that al- 
though such a system might have 
been hurtful to our maritime interests, 
and dangerous to our national superi^ 
ority, yet it would, with reference 
merely to national wealth, be a fair 
reciprocity treaty, and would in the 
end communicate upon the whole an 
equal and reciprocal benefit to the 
staple and natural branches of indus- 
try of both countries. But, instead of 
this, what have we done under the 
reciprocity system? We contented 
ourselves with issuing a proclamation, 
in which we said that we would admit 
Prussian, Danish, and Swedish ship- 
ping into our harbours on the same 
terms on which they received ours. 
We never thought of making a stipu- 
lation in return for the boon thus con- 
ferred on their shipping, in which they 
had the natural advantage over us, that 
they should concede to us a similar 
boon for iron and cotton goods, where 
we had a natural advantage over them. 
That would have been real reciproci- 
ty, but we contented ourselves with " 
nominal reciprocity, which was on our 
own side only. The consequence has 
been, that the Baltic shipowners gain- 
ed the incalculable advantage of ob- 
taining a competition on eaual terms 
with the Britbh shipping interest in 
the carrying on the interoourse be- 
tween the Baltic shores and the British 
harbours, and sweeping off to them- 
selves three-fourths of that valuable 
traffic, while the British manufacturers 
were not enabled in return to s^ one 
pound worth more of their articles in 
the Baltic ports than before. 

But this is not all. Not content 
with giving us no commercial advan- 
tage whatever, in return for this huge 
b(K)n to their shipping interest, the 
continental nations have done just the 
reverse ; and Prussia, in particular, to 
propitiate whom the navigation laws— 
that is, the nursery for our seamen-^ 
were sacrificed, has, in return, organ- 
ized the celebrated Pntman commer- 
cial league, by which more titan the 
half of Germany has been arrayed in 
decided hostility to our manufacturing 
industrv. We have repeatedly, in 
this MiweQany, drawn tne attention 
of our readers to the importance of the 
subject of tUs Prussian oo m m ereid 
league ; * and it is sufiSdent to ob- 
serve at present^ that, by this celebra- 
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ted confederacy, the German states, 
containing twenty-six miUiotis of in- 
habitants, have been combined in a 
league, founded on the principle of 
commercial hostility to England, and 
that the duties imposed throughout the 
whole extent of the league, on all 
goods of British manufacture, are so 
heavy, being practically from forty 
to fit\y per cent on the prime cost, 
that they in reality amount to a total 
prohibition. In like manner, we have 
made similar concessions to Portugal 
and Belgium, but met with nothing 
in return but increased duties on goods 
of British manufacture, in so much 
that the exports to Portugal, which, 
in 1827, were L.1,400,000, fell, till, in 
1836, they averaged L. 1,085,000 ; and 
those to Belgium, which in the same 
year amounted to above a million, had 
faUen, in 1836, to L.839,276. While, 
on the other hand, the trade with Hol- 
land, which, in 1827, even including 
that with Belgium, with whom we 
have no reciprocity treaty, was only 
L.2,104,000, had risen, in 1836, with 
Holland alone to L.2,509,000. ' In 
short, to whatever side we turn in 
Continental Europe, ii will be found 
that our concessions by reciprocity 
treaties, which have so deeply affected 
our maritime interests, have been met 
by nothing in return from the conti- 
nental nations, but increased duties or 
restrictive prohibitions, and that we 
liave maintained or encouraged our 
trade almost exclusively with those 
nations with whom we have made no 
such arrangements. 

The principle on which this increa- 
sed hostility to Britbh manufactures 
has every where followed all attempts 
on our part to establish a more en- 
larged trade is founded, is very ob- 
vious. Foreign nations think, and 
perhaps with reason, that we have in 
the old age of our national existence 
adopted the liberal or reciprocity sys- 
tem, because we thought mat we had 
established such a superiority over 
other nations by the extent of our 
capital, and the skill of our manufac- 
tures, that we could now without risk 
throw down the fences of our prohi- 
bition, and proclaim an equal trade 
with all nations. They argue in this 
manner against our reciprocity advo- 
cates : — •* It is very well for you 
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who have arrived at the summit of 
manufacturing greatness to commence 
the throwing down of prohibitions, 
and proclaim the libex^ principle 
of the freedom of trade. When 
we have arrived at a similar eleva« 
tion, and can adopt the change with 
as much safety, we will with plea- 
sure follow your example. In the 
mean-time, you must allow us to 
imitate the restrictive system under 
which, during 170 years, your manu- 
factures were elevated to greatness. 
When our capital ^js as large — our 
coal-mines as extensive — our skill in 
machinery and manufactures as great 
as yours — we will be very happy to 
meet you on terms of equality and a 
reciprocal trade. Till that period ar- 
rives it would be utter madness in us 
to admit your manufactured goods on 
the like terms on which you admit 
ours. The very fact of your now 
proclaiming the reciprocity system is 
the most decisive evidence of the im- 
mense benefit which you have so long 
reaped from the restrictive. We are 
very happy you admit our ships on the 
same terms as we admit yours, but the 
fact of your having been driven to 
such a concession only shows the 
more clearly how expedient it is that 
we should follow out, with additional 
rigour, that prohibitory policy from 
which you appear to be now willing 
to recede. Sparta could with safety 
dispense with walls round its capital 
city, but wo to the state of Peloponne- 
sus, which, because the Spartan youth 
were adequate to the defence of their 
country, should deem the security of 
walls or ramparts unnecessary for the 
maintenance of its national indepen- 
dence." 

We do not say that this reasoning 
is well founded, nor do we assert the 
reverse ; wo mention it as a fact 
merely, that this is the reasoning which 
foreign nations employ, and on which 
their Governments act, and that, in 
the present state of the world, it is 
perfectly chimerical to suppose that 
our reciprocity concessions will ever 
be met by any other return, or ever 
in consequence be aay thing else but 
a gratuitous and uncompensated in- 
jury to the most important branches 
of our national industry. 

The reciprocity advocates, however^ 
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are not without an answer even to this 
powerful argument^ founded on the 
absence of any return whateTer for 
our maritime concessions in the com- 
mercial policy of any other state. 
They say^ although it may bo desir- 
able^ if possible^ to effect diplomatic 
arrangements* whereby the faTOurable 
admission of our manufactures might 
be secured in return for the fayourable 
concessions made on our side to fo- 
reign shipping ; yet^ whether this ad- 
Tantage is gained or not, a substantial 
benefit accrues to Sntish industry, by 
the increased importation of goods 
from foreign countries. The great 
thing* they contend* is* to increase our 
importations. If that can be effected* 
the growth of our exports must be 
corresponding; and theTiyifying effect 
to British industry must be felt from 
one quarter or another. We do not* 
it is said* get the foreign goods we 
import for nothing. We must pay 
for them* either in our own manufac- 
tures, or in money* and in either case 
the benefit is the same* although in 
Uie latter it is more circuitous to our 
domestic industry ; for the money 
which buys foreign goods can bo 
acquired only by us by the sale of our 
own produce. 

We admit that this argument is 
plausible* and seemingly satisfactory, 
but* upon a closer exammation* its fal- 
lacy is Tcry apparent. It is quite 
true that we must purchase the money 
with which we pay for our foreign 
imports* by the disposal* some way* of 
our British manuractures ; but it is 
not the less true* that if a real reci- 
procity sj^stem was entered into with 
the European states ; that is to say* if 
we compelled them* in return for the 
advantages we held out to their ship- 
ping and industry* to giye correspond- 
ing advantages to our branches of 
industry* in which they stand at a dis- 
advantage to us* the export of our 
manu&ctures* and the consequent en- 
couragement to our industry would be 
far greater than it now is; for this 
plain reason* that we would ship our 
exports* and the produce of oiur indus- 
try* not only to the countries from 
which we buy our money* but to the 
countries also from whom we purchase 
our imports. For example* if at pre- 
sent we send 5,000*000 of our manu- 
factures to South America* with which 
we purchase dollars to a similar 
amount* and then send these dollars 

VOL. XLIV. NO. CCLXXV. 



add 

to France* Prussia* and the other reci- 
procity countries with a view to pur- 
chase their industry* wo gain in return 
for the purchase of 10,000,000 worth 
of their produce ; that is* of 5,000,000 
worth of dollars from South America* 
and 5,000,000 worth of produce from 
Europe* onh/fivc millions worth of our 
otcn mamifactures off otir hands: 
whereas, if we had stipulated for simi- 
lar advantages to our cotton eoods* in 
return for the advantages conferred by 
us upon foreign shipping, we would 
have been enabled to sell ten miUions 
worth of our manufactures, viz. 
5*000,000 to South America* in ex- 
change for the bullion* and 5,000,000 
worth to Prussia and the other reci- 
procity countries, in exchange for their 
goods. The difference* therefore* in 
this case would be nothing short of 
5,000,000 lost to our manufactures in 
the foreign markets. In the one case* 
we would engage in a real interchange 
of commodities* both with South Ame- 
rica and Europe; in the othert the 
intercourse is real only with South 
America ; and in the intercourse with 
Europe we are nothing more than 
carriers, who effect a commercial in- 
tercourse* not with themselves, but 
with the South American and the 
German states. 

This argument appears to us per- 
fectly decbive. It is quite evident 
that* to justify commercial arrange- 
ments with any particular country, we 
must bo able to show that under those 
arrangements, standing by themselves* 
a reciprocal benefit flows to the inha- 
bitants of both. It is no answer to 
the objection, that these advantages, so 
far as domestic industry is concerned* 
are wholly on one side, to say that* 
with the other countries* at the same 
time commercial intercourse is carried 
on in which real reciprocal advantages 
are obtained, and that we carry the 
goods of the one foreign country to 
the other. There is* no doubt, some 
return for such a transaction, because 
the carrying trade is attended with 
certain advantages; but there is not 
nearly so great an advantage as there 
would be* if our own goods were ex- 
ported to both coimtries* and we gained 
in the intercourse with both* not only 
the profit of carriers, but also that of 
producers. If I ask Lord John to 
dinner* and he asks me in return* there 
is a real reciprocity of acts of hospita- 
lity ; but if I ask him> and he never 
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asks me in returo> it is quite illiuory 
to say that I gain an equal advantage, 
because I frequently dine with Mr 
Thomas, as well as he with me. The 
answer is obvious. It is, no doubt, an 
advantage to have the honour of his 
lordship's company at dinner at your 
own house, and to dine as oflen with 
Mr Thomas as he dines with you; 
but it would be much better, if you 
could so arrange matters, that, in addi- 
tion to your equal social intercourse 
with Mr Thomas, you had the benefit, 
at the same time, of as many dinners 
from Lord John as you give to him. 
And this is precisely the state of the 
ease with the reciprocity system. 

Although, however, we think it 
perfectly clear that the reciprocity 
system has had the most pernicious 
effects ivpon our maritime interests, 
and that experience has now demon- 
strated that in its leading principle of 
giving gratuitous concessions to the 
shipping interests of the European 
states, without stipulating for any 
corresponding advantages to our com- 
mercial industry, it is proved to have 
been founded upon entirely erroneous 
principles, yet we neither assert that 
Mr Huskisson^s principles were en* 
tirely erroneous, nor advocate a return, 
even in the particulars in which we 
had gone astray, to the whole extent 
of the restrictive system. 

There were two points on which Mr 
Huskisson's principles were clearly 
well founded. The first was that of 
lowering or taking off altogether the 
duties on foreign raw produce, such as 
silk, on which important British ma- 
nufacture was to bo exerted. The 
second was that of opening up a free 
commercial intercourse between our 
colonies and the commercial colonies 
of other states, reserving only the 
home trade to the mother country to 
its own shipping. The first of these 
was essential to the growth of our 
domestic manufactures on those arti- 
cles of foreign produce which we 
could not raibo for ourselves ; and the 
•econd was equally indispensable to 
promote the growth of our colonies in 
the distant parts of our empire with 
which not only our national wealth, 
but existence, is inseparably wound 
up. The real error in Mr Huskisson's 
principles, and which has been attend- 
ed with such disastrous e£R»ot| was the 



departure from our navigation laws, 
and, above all, the deceitful principle 
of admitting fo^ign shipping into our 
harbours for the same duties as they 
admit ours, without stipulating for a 
corresponding^ advantage to some of 
the staple articles of our industry in 
return. 

Nothing seems clearer than that it 
would be perfectly reasonable and just 
that we snould now say to the reci- 
procity countries witk'whom we have 
concluded reciprocity treaties— 

*' Fifteen yeaidflro we made great 
concessions in v JJ^Ravour on foreign 
shipping, which Um had the effect of 
quadrupling your tonnage in the Bri- 
tish trader and reducing our own to 
nearly a fourth-part of its amount 
before that period. We did so in the 
firm belief that our concession in an 
article so indispensable to our national 
security as our shipping interest would 
be immediately followed by a corres- 
ponding concession on your part to 
some of the staple branches of our 
industry. Have you made any simi- 
lar concession to us in return for this 
great advantage ? On the contrary, 
you have gone on loading our manu- 
factures with additional burdens to 
Erotect your own, until at length you 
ave reduced our exports to your 
states to a perfect trifle. We cannot 
submit any longer to such a state of 
matters. Let us understand each 
other. We must have either commer- 
cial war, or commercial peace. You 
have no right to reproa<m ns for the 
corn laws any more than we have 
right to reproach you for your stand- 
ing army. The one is as indispen- 
sable to our national independence as 
the other is to yours. We insist, then, 
upon a real reciprocal advantage in 
return for our repeal of the naviga- 
tion laws. Select the article of our 
staple manufactures which you are 
willing to admit into your ports upon 
favourable terms, in return for the 
concession we have granted to your 
shipping. If you do not, we will re- 
enact the navigation laws, and you 
will goon find that your shipping will 
dwindle away to a half of its present 
amount. We are quite willing to 
have either war or peace, but not such 
a mongrel system as gives you all the 
advantages of peace, and throws upon 
us all tbeeyjls of war.*' 
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Janb Maatin was the only daughter 
of a veoman liTiog ia the village of 
Mf>a<fi>am, aot far from the soathem 
ooaat of England. The place waa di- 
Tided from the sea by a low range of 
hUlsy and the fieldi of pasture and of 
com w^m surrounded by extenaiYO 
woods. These, together with the small 



ever, from her bed apparently strong 
and fresh as before. Her beauty had 
lost nothing of its attractiyeneas, and 
had gained something in expression. 
But she did not look formed for hap- 
piness. The sensitive and excitable 
movement of her face, and the quick 
and striking dilation of the pupils in 



GoUeotion of cottages and the village h|r large light eyes, c<uiveyed Uie no- 

' >^ t An of a mind too early disturbed* and 



church, presented a prospect of tran< 
quillity and beauty. 

Jane was the heiress of a cottage 
and a few fields, and, without these 
advantages, had beauty eamigh to at* 
tract more than one rustic lover. But 
none of them could win her affeotions. 
Her mother had died early, but had 
kfk on her daughter's mind a tinge of 
her own imaginative character. Her 
£ither was possessed of some books, 
which he was fond of reading, and 
delighted to put in her hands. But 
he saw that there was mixed up in her 
disposition a strong portion of the ir- 
regular and fantastic strain, which the 
ola man used to say she must have 
had from her mother, who always, he 
would add, had been a sort of fairy 
body, rather than of common flesh and 
blood like himself. Whatever touch 
of superstition Jane could light on in 
his books of history or travels, or in 
the belief and stories of her neigh- 
bours, had for her a powerful charm. 
Dreams, and prophecies, and accounts 
of ghosts and visions, filled her with 
awe. When she was about fifteen, 
and was taken by her father to hear 
the preaching of a wandering Method- 
ist, a man of coarse but rervid elo- 
i^nence, the descriptions in which he 
noted of the bodily torments of the 
lost, and the never-ending delights of 
heaven, were for her an exquisite, nn- 
imagined contrast to the calm morality 
andgrave devodon of theparish church. 
The effect of this evening, for the ser- 
mon was delivered after nightfall in a 
dimly-lighted bam, was so overpower- 
ing, that she seemed for some days in 
a restless fever, and at last was actually 
seized with illness. She rose, how* 



too little under the government of anjc 
settled principles of action, f<Ahe hope 
of usefulness and peace, fut, sur- 
rounded as was this countenJkee with 
pale brown hair, and supported by a 
figure of healthy, youthful elasticity, 
the whole picture of the girl had an 
affecting sweetness. 

Her favourite reading was an old 
collection of voyages and travels, filled 
with records of gainful and warlike 
adventurers, their intercourse with fo- 
reign cities and savage tribes, crimes, 
sufierings, wonders, and superstitions 
—on these she mused at every mo- 
ment which she could save from the 
care of her household affairs and of 
the dairy and garden. She knew no- 
thbg or the world except within a 
circle of four or ^ye miles around beit 
father*s house, and all beyond pre- 
sented itself to her mind as made up 
of sparkling seas and spicy iiJands, 
gorgeous towns, and beautiful and he- 
roic men — ships so light and gay as 
might sail among the douds, and car- 
goes of gold and fruits as glittering as 
those sunuuer clouds themselves. But, 
alas I though within seven miles of the 
coast, she had never seen the sea | and 
the wish to behold that unknown, 
boundless miraele of nature, became, 
when she had grown out of childhood, 
the strongest feeling of her mind. 
Her mother, she knew, was the daugh- 
ter of a seaman, and had spent her 
unmarried life at Southport, a town 
and harbour dbtant some twenty miles 
from M eadham, where her father had 
fbund his future bride. Now the long- 
buried mothtf, whose grave was m 
the churchyard^ aad met her 
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every Sunday^ appeared to her in her 
dreams as "wearing some indistinct sea 
shape, as treading lightly on the waves, 
and beckoning her to come to that new 
and delightfiU region. The thought 
was too precious to bo spoken of to 
her father, and the girl cherished it 
till she half persuaded herself that 
Homething more than fancy had shaped 
the image. For months she turned 
the wish over and over till it grew into 
a project. The notion of some unac- 
countable good to be derived from 
looking on the sea — of some magical 
beauty clothing the great element — 
and of some mystery connected with 
the moment of her success in the en- 
terprise, fastened on her imagination 
with no less strength than would on 
many minds the hope of mounting 
from earth to one of the heavenly bo- 
dies. The plan, however, seemed al- 
most impracticable. Her father was 
growing old, a little peevish at any 
opposition to his will, and more and 
more settled in his daily round of ha- 
bits. He was impatient at his daugh- 
ter s absence, except when he visited 
his fields and gave directions to his 
one labourer, a business which seldom 
occupied more than an hour at a time. 
The old man was kind and sagacious. 
His slightest peculiarities were dear 
to her, and no image she had ever 
seen with her bodily eyes was to her 
so agreeable as that of the grey-headed 
and weather-beaten face; but often 
while she sat beside him and supplied 
his little wants, or answered his few 
and simple observations, her thoughts 
would wander away to the restless 
boundless sea, with all its shores and 
ships ; and the little world around her, 
for which alone she had outwardly 
lived, and which alone she knew, 
seemed poor and small, compared with 
the dazzling and amazing world of 
which she knew nothing. Slie natu- 
rally avoided to express her feelings, 
which she was aware were stronger 
and more unusual than her father, or 
indeed any of her acquaintance, could 
understand or would approve. But 
tlie books which he found her reading, 
and the questions which slie sometimes 
ventured to ask as to the seaport town 
which he had visited in his earlier life, 
in part betrayed her. One day dur- 
ing such a conversation ho suddeuly 
exclaimed, " Heaven help thee I the 
sea seems always running in thy head I 
1 shoul<| not wonder )t the first idle 
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sailor that comes wandering here 
catches thy foolish fancy, and carries 
thee ofi* from all our honest country 
fellows. But take care, Jane— they 
are an unsteady, spendthrift, drunken 
set. At best, tiieir trade keeps them 
many a long mofth in every year 
away from meur wives and cmldrcn. 
Don't marry a sailor, Jane, don*t 
marry a sailor, or thy old father will 
break his heart.** 

This advice was not very likely to 
change the current of Jane*s thoughts. 
Her longing to look upon the sea grew 
rather the stronger ; but to gratify it 
was not easy. The summit, indeed, 
of the hills which bounded that inland 
country was not further off than two 
hours* walking ; but this was through 
unfrequented paths and lonely sheep* 
tracks up the downs. The village lay 
on no line of traffic with the coast, 
and to undertake an expedition to the 
shore without some purpose of busi- 
ness would have sounded among her 
neighbours like setting off on a cru- 
sade or a pilgrimage. She shrank 
from owning her beloved secret even 
to her father, and nothing, therefore, 
remained but to plan a clandestine ex- 
cursion. This was possible only at 
night. A ramble of the kind, however, 
had nothing very alarming for a coun- 
try girl. The imaginative apprehen- 
sions, which alone presented themselves 
to the mind of Jane, added to the 
charm, by enhancing the dignity of 
her enterprise. Spirits, she thought, 
must needs be peculiarly her attend- 
ants on the most momentous occasion 
of her whole life, which had now 
reached the mature age of eighteen. 

The moon was shining in the sum- 
mer sky when she crept through her 
chamber-window and sprang lightly 
on the ground. Had any one seen 
her, it must have seemed, from the 
excitement of her look and manner 
under the homeliness of her dark 
dress, that she was bent on a different 
kmd of meeting from that which she 
really meditated. She traversed the 
little garden, aud went on by well- 
known paths which led her away from 
the village, and under the shade of 
hedges and coppices. Rapidly and 
with beating heart she walked through 
quiet fields of corn, and began to think 
that she was now escaping all danger 
of interruption. In an hour she reached 
the less cultivated aud less populous 
tract (bat divided the plain from the 
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upland. Here she heard from behind 
her the chorch clock, which she knew 
so welly striking midnight. The path 
was no longer familiar to her, bat she 
knew the direction she had to take, 
and her task increased in seriousness 
and interest the more completely she 
appeared engaged in it. The downs 
arose grim and grey before her, and, 
after exploring for a few minntes, she 
struck into the path that climbed their 
sides, and felt tnat she had entered on 
a new world. But she began to , be a 
little fatigued, and mount^ the hills 
with less quickness than she crossed 
the ▼aUev. Still she met no human 
bemg. The moon was rising above 
her bead and displayed her road, ^nd 
she thought that she perceiTed the 
fresh sea-breeze blowing down from 
the heights upon her face. As she 
drew nearer and nearer to this aerial 
summit, which she had so often looked 
at almost with tears, she could hardly 
bellere the reality of her own happi- 
ness. In spito of her weariness, her 
heart was borne up with wings. . She 
paused for a moment a few yards be- 
low the top of the ascent, and then ran 
headlong on — and stopped. 

There lay the sea beneath her, one 
sheet of indistinct grey and moonshine, 
with the dark land running off on either 
side. In the obscurity an angetic vi- 
sion moTed along, with the moon 
glancine on its white face ; it must be 
—could it be ?— a ship ! She felt how 
deep were her own emotions at the 
aspectof immense andunknown power. 



though she could not have explained 
the cause. The excitement of her 
mind did not fail after its first rise, but 
varied and prolonged itself during her 
minuter examination of all that lay 
before her. The moonbeams shifted 
slowly as the luminary journeyed on 
and stooped towards the horizon. 
Here and there the stars were £untly 
reflected in the gauze-veiled mirror. 
The ship passed on in silent ghostli- 
ness, and disappeared, while the weak 
murmur of the waters on the shore be- 
neath came to her as if whispering a 
secret which she vainly strained her 
ear to catch. She stood charmed to 
the spot, until the first glimpses of the 
early dawn began to mingle with the 
gleams of night. And now she drank 
in with a mighty insatiable thirst each 
moment of the great unfolding vision. 
The brightening clouds — the strength- 
ening breeze — the cold sad sparkling 
of the sea under the eye of day — the 
colouring of the landscape, and the 
starting into clearness of many vessels 
— all these were memorable events to 
Jane. But the weariness of the body 
and the exhaustion of the over-excited 
mind compelled her to rest, and by 
the increasing light she saw, a few 
yards beneath her, a small hollow in 
the hill, marked by an old thom-treo 
which shaded a few large stones. On 
one of them she sat and watched the 
scene before her, till, in spite of her 
efforts, her eyes closed against the 
light, and her head drooped sideways 
against the bank. 



CHAPTEa II. 



Jane had lost all consciousness, and 
was recalled from sleep only by a 
voice, at which she started, and the 
first object that caught her eves was 
a young man, who stood before her 
with the broad sunshine streaming 
like a glory round his face, and with 
a figure so gracefbl and an attitude of 
surprise so lively, that Jane, in the 
midst of her fear, could not but think 
him the most beautiful object she had 
ever seen. It was a young sailor, 
who had taken off his hat to enjoy the 
air while climbing up the steep cli£^ 
and whose exclamation on seemg the 
sleeping girl had disturbed Uie dreams 
of her native village and her cottage 
hearth. 

•* No offencei I bopci young wo- 



man ; but I could not help calling out 
when I found you here, where I ex- 
pected only the old thorn-tree.'* 

" Oh, no," she answered, "it is my 
fault — ^that is, I believe I have been 
asleep, and it is very wrong." 

" Well, I do not see much harm, 
unless you had fallen asleep when it 
was your watch on deck, and you*re 
hardly a sailor yet. But, if I may 
mdi^e so bold, it must be something 
out of tiie way that brings you here 
at this hour of the morning. The 
sun is not above half an hour up. I 
have been this way pretty well at all 
hours, and I never found any one here 
yet but an old shepherd, and perhaps 
sometimes of an evening a pair of 
sweethearts ; and you are none of the 
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neighbours — I know them> young and 
old, for three miles round.'* 

Then came the explanation of Jane's 
adventure ; and in telling it slightly as 
she did, there was to her own feelings 
a strain of extraragance in it, which 
she had never perceived until now, 
when she was compelled to speak of 
it. The stranger was full of wonder, 
but he thought, from her look and 
manner, she must be telling the truth. 
His determination to find out how this 
was gained strength, perhaps, fh)m 
his sense of her personal charms ; for 
the rounded active figure and the soft 
face, with her bright eyes, and long: 
pale hair curling from under her bon- 
net, were not lost on one who, in his 
voyages, had seen many a pretty 
maiden, but never a prettier than Jane 
Martin. He Immediately proposed, 
as he had no business that could not 
wait, to take care of her back to her 
father's. She refiised, with a deep 
blush and downcast look ; and, wish- 
ing him a good morning, had turned 
to go, but her steps faltered, partly, 
doubtless, from fatigue. In a moment 
the young sailor was at her side, and 
insisted that she was too weak to re- 
turn without his help. The arrange- 
ment was soon made; and at four 
o'clock in the morning the pair set 
off on their walk, which, according to 
Janc*s design, ought to have ended 
about the same hour. 

The road, however, was now down 
hill. She had succeeded in the great- 
est aim she had over conceived, and 
her companion's arm was of much 
assistance. Jane discovered, in the 
first half-hour of their acqiiaintance, 
that he was the son of a tisherman's 
widow, living in a cottage at the foot 
of the cliff. He had early gone to sea, 
and now, at the age of twenty-two, 
had risen to be second mate of a mer- 
chantman, in which he had made a 
ypyage to the Mediterranean. He 
had been, on returning to England, 
on a visit to his mother, and had set 
out that morning to waJk across the 
country to South port, where he hoped 
again to obtain employment, atid per- 
haps in a better situation than his last. 
After several other questions and re- 
plies, •• How," she said, " do you pass 
the hours when there is nothing to be 
donftintheship?*' 

*' I read or sing, or think of my 
friends at home; and I fancy that, 
lomc day or other, there may be some 



one on shore, younger and prettier 
than my poor mother, who may re- 
member me when I am away, as I 
should remember her." 

If Jane had been a lady she would 
hardly have answered, — " Well, when 
1 have nothing to do, I mostly think 
of the sea, and how men pass their 
lives upon it, and' what sights they 
have to look at." 

** And all this though yon have no 
friend a sailor— no brother or cousin, 
or lad that you used to play with 
when you were Iwth children ?" 

She blushed, and said, " No— no 
one. My mother's father was a sailor, 
and I have read of many more in 
books, but I never saw one to speak 
to before." 

" And have you never thought if 
you would like to have a friend who 
had made many a voyage ? Would it 
not be pleasant to be able to fancy 
that one you knew was on the wide 
waves, and thinking of you while you 
would be remembering him? — some 
one whose return you would look for, 
and who would bring you new stories 
every trip of all he had fallen in with, 
and perhaps some pretty trifles, and 
gowns and lace, from foreign parts?" 

It was with a low deep longing 
voice that she answered, — «* Oh, that 
would be loo much happiness ! " Then 
she hung her head, and hid her face 
from him, but leaned the more cling- 
ingly on his arm. In truth she was 
almost overpowered by fatigue and 
want of sleep, and they were now at 
last within astone's-throw of her father's 
door. She turned from the lane they 
were walking in, and passed over a 
stile into one of his fields ; and when 
they reached the orchard behind tho 
cottage she begged William to re- 
main at its little gate while she went 
forward, for she did not know in what 
state she might find her father on ac- 
count of her absence. He remained 
leaning on the gate for a few seconds, 
till startled by a woman's scream, 
when he hurried in, and, pushing 
through a passage which contained 
three or four persons, all in confusion, 
he fbund himself in the old man's bed- 
room. There were several neighbours 
round the bed, on which he lay appa- 
rently insensible, and Jane stood sup- 
porting herself by one of the bedposts, 
and with her eyes fixed on hfs face. 
William went to her side, and saw the 
closed eyea gradually open, and the 
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father beffin to tee. The ffarst objects 
he beheld were hb daughter, and the 
young man standing bV her in his 
sailor's dress. He looked at them 
long and sadly, and at last mattered, 
** I was sure it would be so." 

Jane now begged that she might be 
left alone with her father, who was 
nsed to her attendance, and specially 
requested William, as he was a stran- 
ger, to stay in the outer- room till she 
could go and speak to him. Reluc- 
tantly, and shaking their headg, the 
neighbours went away. The father 
was still very feeble, and it was only 
after long delay, broken by floods of 
tears from her, that she could com- 
municate to him the story of her own 
Eroceedings, and could learn what he 
ad to tell.^ On getting up, and not 
finding her in the house, he had hur- 
ried about his own premises ; and still 
missing her, had alarmed the neigh- 
bours nearest him, and sent in di&r- 
ent directions to look for her. But on 
two or three of the messengers re- 
turning without any tidings, he had 
fainted away, and a crowd had ga- 
thered round him, as he lay on his 
bed, the moment before Jane arrived. 
In an hour he felt sufl3ciently strong 
to rise ; and he and his daughter went 
to rejoin the sailor, and offered him 
breakfast, of which they partook with 
him. But his fresh and lively look 
was very different from the stern sad- 
ness of the father, and from Jane*s 
deep and confused dejection. lie was 
not, however, discouraged from speak- 
ing, nor she from listening. Even the 
old man relaxed into civility before he 
took his leave. 

It was not many days till he came 
again, and Jane soon learned that he 
had put off his journey to Southport. 
Thenceforth they met frequently ; and 
in the summer evenings he was seen 
walking about the quiet country lanes 
with Jane leaning on bis arm. It was, 
therefore, no surprise to the village, 
when the banns were read in the 
church for the marriage of Jane Mar- 
tin and William Laurence. With 
slow gestures and thoughtfol eyes her 
father gave her to her husband. They 
returned to live with him ; and, in the 
first glad flush of their love, 'the old 
man died. His death was a shock to 
Jane, but not a lasting grief. She 
loved William too fully and entirely 
to feel any gap in her life while she 
possessed him ; and though she would 



hare been ready to toil for her father*8 
comfort, had he lived, his death was 
far from overpowering her. Nay— 
though it is a severe truth— she felt 
relieved from his silent forebodings, 
and seemed to belonc^ more entirely to 
William, now that aU other claims on 
her had ceased. 

Not long after this William's mo- 
ther was taken ill, and he was sent for 
to see her. She died before his re- 
turn, and both were now deprived of 
all they had much loved beyond each 
other. In a few weeks it became ne- 
cessary for William to go again to his 
former home, in order to sell the fur- 
niture and let the cottage, and Jane 
proposed to accompany him. She 
rejoiced in the thought of again seeing 
the place where they had first met, 
and of knowing more familiarly that 
ocean which she had obtained so in- 
sufficient a glimpse of. They went 
thither, and took up their abode in the 
sea-side cottage. All about it spoke 
of maritime occupation. The house 
was partly constructed of wreck. The 
paling around the puny garden was of 
the broken and pitchy boarding of 
boats, and the shingle lay driven in 
barren heaps against it. Within a 
stone's- throw two or three fishing- , 
boats were drawn up on the beach, 
and the children of the fishers' fami- 
lies played along the shore. Within 
the cottage there was great want of 
many of the inland comforts Jane had 
been used to, but there were a few ar- 
ticles of transmarine curiosity, brought 
home by William, such as uncut coral 
and pinkhearted shells. 

Through the greater part of the day 
the husband and wife were busy in 
their household affairs, examining and 
arranging their new possessions. But 
in the evening they felt themselves 
more at liberty, and they strolled to- 
jfether along the shore. Jane knew 
not what it was that attracted her, but 
she had an obscure notion of a won- 
derful and friendly power in the sea, 
as if its movements had been the beat- 
ings of a mighty paternal breast on 
which she could lay her head. She 
walked along the outermost lino of 
foam, and every wave that broke de- 
lighted her, while at intervals she 
turned and stood, and looked over the 
waters with vague but deep emotion. 
A child who has been gazing at a 
lovely star till he almost fancies it his 
own, would not be more gratified by 
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seeing it suddenly drop from the skies 
into hb lap. 

"Jane/* said William, **you seem 
as much pleased as a child with a new 
toy ; yet the sea is not to be joked 
with. Though there is only a little 
ripple on it now> I havo seen a swell 
that frightened the best seaman on 
board; and many a hundred — a;^, 
many a thousand ships, with all their 
crews, haye gone to the bottom, smooth 
as you may think it atop. I must tell 
you some stories of shipwrecks, that 
you may not &ncy it all plain sailing, 
and may be willing to go back home, 
away from the surf." 

" You need not," said Jane ; " I 
heard plenty such stories from my 
mother, and I haye not forgotten one 
of them. Besides, the woman with 
the green hair, who appeared to my 
grandfather, is dreadful enough.** 

" The woman with the green hair ! *' 
said William, suddenly. *' Who saw 
tliat? who told you of it ?*' 

*' My grandfather saw it twicci and 
my mother told me of it. He used to 
make yoyages to Holland and Ger- 
many, I think, for I remember ray 
mother showing me the places in our 
old map. Once he had not long left 
the port, somewhere abroad, when the 
fog began to thicken round him, and 
the wind, at the same time, to rise. 
The sailors wanted him to turn back, 
but he would not, for he was a ycry 
bold and obstinate man. The weather 
grew worse and worse; and at last, 
when he had just refused the advice of 
all on board to go back into harbour, 
he saw a figure rise out of the water 
on the side nearest the wind, and float 
in the air against the fog, close to the 
mast. She put out her hands, as if to 
push him and bis ship back, and he 
noticed her so well that he could de- 
scribe her as he could any of his 
friends.- She was young and hand- 
some, in a long grey dress, with pale 
green hair hanging down oyer her 
neck. My grandfather would not 
heed, and that night his ship was 
dashed upon the shore, and he lost 
eyery thing he had ; all his crew were 
drowned, and he was thrown upon 
the beach himself, almost a corpse.'* 

" Well,*' said William, " was that 
all ? did he oyer see her again r *' 

" Yes. For some years after this 
he made successful yoyages, and he 
speke to his family of the sight he had 
9ccn as of something strauge and re- 
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markable, but not as if it had been of 
any real importance. My mother had . 
heard him describe the figure so often, 
that she said she felt as if she had i^een 
it herself. After she had been mairied 
for some months, she went with her 
husband to pay her father a yisit, be- 
fore he should sail on what he intended 
should be his last yoyage. He had 
laid out most of his property in a carffo 
for the yessel, and expected to make 
a great deal of money by it. The 
eyening before he was to sail, he was 
returning from the harbour to the 
house he liyed in, a mile or two out of 
Southport. The way lay along the 
sea-side, and it was a beautiful sum- 
mer eyening, with a slight sunny mist 
spread oyer the water. After he had 
got clear of the town, he turned round 
to look at the masts of his ship, which 
were plain enough to bo seen, and he 
noticed an odd moyement, with some 
faint lines in the sunshine, aboye the 
water. It grew clearer and clearer, 
till he saw that it was the woman with 
the green hair. He could haye tliought 
it not an hour since he last saw her, so 
exactly was she the same, except tiiat 
now a weak yellow brightness from 
the sun fell oyer her grey dress and 
pale green hair. She wayed her hand 
and looked at him, so that he under- 
stood well enough that she warned 
hitai not to go back to the ship. At 
first, he owned, he was dreadfully 
frightened, but as she did not cease 
her warnings, he turned his head from 
her and proceeded on his way. He 
did not dare look back again till he 
had struck into a path that led down 
a hollow, so that the sea was hidden 
from him. There was then no ap- 

Eearance of the figure. He came 
ome much changed in his manner, 
and his face and yoice were yery sad 
when he told his wife and daughter 
what had happened to him. But he 
could not afford to giye up his yoyage ; 
and, besides, he would not haye borne 
to be laughed at by hb friends, as ho 
must haye been had he staid on shore 
for such a reason." 
*' And what came of it ;** 
" My mother neyer saw him after 
the next morning, when he went to 
sea. lie was washed oyerboard and 
drowned before the eyes of his crew. 
I was bom three or four months after, 
and my mother was so affected by her 
loss, and by the story of the screen- 
haired woman; that she thought tliQ 
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imprettion made on her had given me 
the same kind of features and look as 
those of the appearance described bv 
my grandfather. My hair> indeed^ 
has never that I know of been green." 
William was long silent, and at last 
he said, *' Jane, 1 must tell you what 
I am thinking of. I heard tliis story 
told by an old sailor of Southport, 
who said he had sailed in the ship, 
the master of which was lost as you 
liave just related, though I had no 
notion that he was your grand&ther. 
But I have seen the green-haired wo- 
man twice myself. I was in the Me- 
diterranean, and was the mate keep- 
ing watch on deck. The night was 
cloudy, hut every now and then we 
had a good glimpse of moonshine. 
The moon, however, was hidden when 
I happened to be looking towards the 
larboard bow, and I saw, right abreast < 
of the foremast, hanging against the 
clouds, the sort of figure yon spoko of, 
with her green haTr falling about her. 
Her body and dress seemed much the 
colour of the clouds behind, so that I 
could not make out her shape, but 
just then a flash of moonshine came, 
and I saw her as plain as I see you. 
She seemed, as you said, to be signing 
to us to change our course. I called 
one of the seamen to try if he could 
notice any thing in the direction in 
which I saw her, but at the moment 
of his turning his head she disappear- 
ed. I tried to think no more of it, 
and an hour after a Greek pirate 
came up and boarded us with a dozen 
men ; we had to fight for it hand to 
hand, and lost three lives before we 
g^t rid of the scoundrels, and I got 
a wound in my shoulder that I feel 
even yet. Now, it is strange that the 
course the figure signed to us to steer, 
would, as we found the next day, have 
taken us clear away from the pirate 
into the midst of the British squadron 
of men-of-war. But there b some- 
thing more curious than this. You 
sav your mother thought you had 
taken after the build of the figure from 
her hearing it spoken of bv her father ; 
now, when I saw you the first time 
that morning up yonder at the lover*s 



seat, the first tiling that strock me was 
— Well that girl is the likest 1 ever saw 
to the green-haired woman. Your 
hair even had a little greenish look, 
though that, perhaps, was from the 
shade of the old thorn-tree above you. 
1 have never since been able to get it 
out of my head that you and she are 
somehow sisters, though I never saw 
two sisters so much alike. 

Jane laughed, not very heartily, 
and owned it was strange that he as 
well as her mother should have noticed 
the likeness. " But you spoke,*' she 
said, ** of seeing this figure twice. 
How did it happen the second time ? ** 

*' Oh ! that was much less remark- 
able. My old captain made my for- 
tune by promoting me to be a mate, 
and getting me some education . Soon 
afterwards he gave up the ship, and as 
he was walking home from ^e town, 
I went half-a-mile or so with him to 
bid him good by ; I was thanking him 
for his kindness, when he said he 
wanted no thanks, but he would be 
glad if I would promise him one thing, 
and this was, that if ever, by any 
chance, he went to sea again, 1 would 
sail vrith him. I was looking up in 
his face, and was saying. Yes, when 1 
saw over his shoulder, above a clump 
of trees on the top of the down where 
it looks along the sea, the same figure 
of the green-haired woman. It was 
bright sunshine, and I saw her quite 
plainly. She was frowning and mak- 
ing signs to me as if to prevent me 
from prominng ; bnt I was not to be 
stopped so easily, and I gave the old 
man my word 1 would go with him 
immediately on his letting me know, 
unless I should have taken a berth ui 
another ship beforehand.** 

" And wonld you go now, that you 
are married?" 

" To be sure 1 would — 1 must. 
Why, what harm should happen to 
you when I am away ? And we should 
be all the better pleased with each 
other on my return after a four or five 
months* voyage. But I don't think 
there is much chance of it, for the old 
man has made his fortune, and is not 
likely to spend it." 



CUAPTEB III. 



The husband and wife returned in 
a few days from the sea-coast to their 
inland farm, and time passed on quietly 



with them until their son was bom. 
Young Richard, for so he was named, 
after hi« maternal grandfather^ was a 



Digitized by 



Google 



342 

turn happiness to both the parents. 
William, too» had grown tolerably fa- 
miliar with rural oecupationsy and was 
pleased with the cultivation of his land. 
It was now again midsummer, and the 
village, with its fields and trees, looked 
as beautiful as when Jane set out on 
her first expedition to the sea. But 
how difi^Brent were now her Ibelings \ 
It seemed to her as if in some myste- 
rious way she had, in William, mar- 
ried the sea itself, and her restless fan- 
cies were all quired. But this ealm 
was not to last. It was a bright July 
erening, and William had come in 
from the fi^ds, and was sitting down 
to his meal with his wif^ who was 
preparing the table, while he danced 
the child upon his knee, when the 
postman came to the door with a 
letter, which, from the rarity of the 
occurrence, startled them as if it had 
been a gunshot fired into the room. 
The father turned pale when he 
saw the handwriting, and laid the 
child on. the floor. It was, as he 
expected, a letter from his old cap- 
tain, saying that he had lost his for- 
tune by an unsuccessful speculation, 
and was now about to embark again 
on a voyage to Brazil, in which he 
claimed William's promised help as 
chief mate of the ship. He saw at 
once that he must go. Jane spent the 
evening and most of the night m weep- 
ing, while he endeavoured to explain 
to her his wishes as to her mode of 
life in his absence, and the measures 
she should take for the management 
of the farm, which, with her active 
rural habits, did not promise to be a 
very difficult business. The next 
morning, at day-break, he started 
from Meadham, on his way to South- 
port, and Jane and her ehild were lefl 
to cheer each other as they might. 

The autumn and winter passed on, 
and with the spring she had the hope 
of again seeing her husband. But 
not so was it to be. The spring 
brightened into summer,* but WUliam 
came not with the leaves and crops. 
The summer advanced to maturity, 
but the husband of Jane did not come 
to reap his harvest. She could no 
longer endure the sight of Meadham, 
and as the sea-side cottage was now 
agadn untenanted, she resolved to 
remove thither, as if, in being nearer 
the sea* she sbonkl be nearer to WU- 
Uam. She intruited her farm to a 
li^onrer on whom skt O0M, rely, and 
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went mth her child to live upon the 
strange and inhospitable shore. For 
some weeks she would spend hours in 
looking over the sea, and vratchmg 
every vessel ; but she grew weary of 
this habit, and devoted herself to her 
son. He was growing into a vigorous 
and lively child, and his likeness to 
his father perpetually reminded her of 
the husband she had lost. Her talk 
with the boy related almost entirely 
to the life and exploits of seamen, urn 
she seemed to devote him fVom his 
infancy to the task of one day follow- 
ing and recovering his parent. No- 
thing gave her so much pleasure as to 
see him mingle with the fishermen 
and their children, and so partly pre- 
pare himself for his future life. Once, 
indeed, she returned to Meadham for 
a few days, in order to arrange the 
afikirs of the farm, and took Richsurd 
with her. But the delight with which 
he beheld the inland cultivation, the 
large trees, the green and yellow 
fields, and the comparative comfort 
and spaciousness of the farm-house, so 
alarmed his mother, that she never let 
him return there for more than a few 
hours. Gradually he came to con- 
sider the sea as his inevitable destina- 
tion, and to share in her superstition 
that if he but sailed on a distant 
voyage, he could not fail to find his 
father. He was about eight years 
old when he begged to be flowed to 
accompany one of the fishermen in his 
voyage ^to Southport (where was the 
market for his fish) and back to the 
fishing village — an expedition which 
would last in all probability only a 
day. He departed in all the joyoits- 
ness of childhood, and his mother, who 
had clothed him in a new dress, like 
that of a full-grown seaman, and not 
like that of a fisherman, saw the boat 
set sail with her son on board, as hap- 
pily as if he had been going to his 
wedding. But while her eyes were 
still fixed on it, and before it had 
gained twenty yards from the beach, 
she discovered, sitting beside the mast, 
and as it were pushing the child to- 
wards the land, the grey figure of a 
woman with long green hair. She 
could not be mistaken ; it was dis- 
tinctly vbible against the dark red 
99HI ; Jane sank back on the shingle, 
poindng towards it with her out- 
stretch^ hand. After a long delay, 
she found strength to regain her home, 
and «pent the whole day at the win- 
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dow which oterlooked the sea* with 
her e jes fixed on the point of the head- 
Umd roond which the fishing-boat 
would first come in ^ht. It was a 
clear and glowing erening dose npen 
sunset, when the dark sail crept into 
▼iew, and looked i spot of blood in 
the bright and glassy expanse lighted 
up by the>nn> now setting behind the 
down from which Jane had first be^ 
held the sea. She now watched the 
boat that bore her only child — she 
hardly obsenred any of the other sails 
that glided over the waters^ most of 
them at a greater distance than the 
one she eyed so fixedly. Among 
tiiese was a square rigged vessel co> 
ming from the north mto the bay, 
with coals for the neighbouring popu- 
lation, and pressing on, anxious to 
save the tide for unloading^ so as to 
leave the unprotected beach on the 
following morning. Jane knew no- 
thing of this, but as she continued to 
observe the boat while it drew on, 
and the ship advanced in a conveiging 
line, and both were hardly now more 
than a mile away from her, by some 
mismanagement on both sides, the 
boat was run down. It upset on the 
instant, and Jane could distinguish 
one of the two men who were in it 
clinging to a rope flung from the 
ship. What became of the other lives 
she coidd not see. But for her the 
event was enough. Connected with 
her husband's history, and the appear- 
ance in the morning, the accidentspoke 
plainly to her mind. After the first 
horror, she sat motionless with stiffen- 
ed eyes, till the ship took the ground, 
when, perhaps, with some miserable 
revival of hope, she ran out of the 
house towards it. The first person 
she met was the rescued fisherman, 
who shook his head and dropped his 
hand before she reached him — she sat 
down on the beach, stooped her fore- 
head on her knees, and asked him no 
questions. Before an hour some of the 
neighbouring women had gathered 
round her. At last one of them ven- 
tured to address her, and taking cour- 
age from her silence, lifted her up in 
her arms ; she made no resistance, 
but walked quickly to her home. Only 
on their attempting to lay her on her 
bed she turned fiercely away, and sat 
down at the window from which she 
had witnessed the destruction of the 
boat. 
The women found tbey could make 
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no change in her determination, for she 
only answered them by requests that 
they would leave her to herself. They 
at last complied, and ^e remained 
alone at her open lattice- in the deep- 
ening twilight. Through it was to be 
seen the line of coast to the right, with 
the black ship lying at a quarter of a 
mile from her, beset with men and 
waggons engaged in unloading the 
coals. The shore beyond stretched 
awav in a dark line terminated by the 
headland, round which she had seen 
the boat disappear in the morning and 
again return scarcely two hours ago ; 
she fixed her eyes upon the water 
between this promontory and her, and 
saw them &r in the night gradually 
brighten beneath the moon. It was 
aft«> midnight when she discerned, in 
this trembling radiance, a hazy speck 
hovering above the waves, and as she 
gazed more earnestly, it became the 
woman with the pretcr-human hair, 
who was again distmctly marked, and 
looking mournfully at her. A dark 
mass seemed rolling before her in the 
water, and as she and it drew close to 
the shore, the expression of the sea- 
woman's face became so piteous, that 
Jane got up and went to the edge of 
the water, where, driven at thatinstant 
on the shingle, lay the body of her son. 
She lifted it from the waves, and sat 
down on the beach with the cold and 
heavy corpse upon her knees ; it was 
dressed in the new blue clothes which 
she had made for him with so much 
pleasure after the model of those worn 
by his father. The water from them 
covered her with moisture, over which 
at last the warm tears fell down, while 
she felt the dead unresisting limbs 
and looked on the pale face and sta- 
ring eyes. The dark brown hair, in- 
de^, still hung about the forehead, 
dripping with the brine, and showing 
none of the curls which she had so of- 
ten handled. All else seemed chang- 
ed, but by long gazing she could still 
recognise, in the moonshine, the fair 
boybh features, and lips that never 
more would smUe on her. She could 
not bear the homy stare of the eyes, 
and she gently closed the lids before 
she lifted the body, and walked with 
it to her home. When there, she call- 
ed for no help of her neighbours, but 
laid it on the little grass-plot, while 
she went and struck a light. She again 
lifted the burthen and laid it on her 
own bed, in which her boy had always 
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»lept. Sho took off the clothes, wash- 
ed away the sand and salt* stretched 
hiin, as if Iq sleep^ where he had been 
used to lie, and then threw herself be- 
side the senseless clay, and pressed it 
to her bosom. Passionate grief, and 
floods of tears followed, and then again 
she lay exhausted and helpless, till 
her returning strength broke out 
anew in bursts of misery ; at last she 
was motionless as the corpse itself, and 
almost equally lifeless. And while 
in this state, with her moveless arms 
hanging round the body, a stranger, 
in the first grey of the dawn, entered 
the house, the door of which was un- 
fastened, and saw by the sickly expir- 
ing light, the spectacle of the motner 
and her dead child. At first he start- 
ed and shuddered, but soon began to 
gaze steadily on tlie pair, till, gather- 
ing conviction, he exclumed, *' Jane, 
Jane, can this be you?*' 

She raised herself slowly and si- 
lently in the bed from beside her child, 
and looked at the speaker. A minute 
passed before she cried aloud, " Wll- 
iiam, I have killed our boy.** It was 
indeed William, returned a broken 
and haggard man. They spent the 
following hours in such melancholy 
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talk as became their condition. Jane 
learned that her husband's vessel had 
been wrecked on the coast of South 
America ; that he and one or two 
others had escaped, but had been long 
detained in the interior, partly by the 
whites, partly among the Indians; had 
made several unsuccessful attempts to 
reach Europe, and only now, after 
eight years' absence, had arrived in 
England in a vessel from Monte Vi- 
deo. He had landed at Southport, 
and hastened to the fishing village, 
which was hardly out of his road to 
Meadham, and where he expected to 
hear some intelligence of his wife and 
child. 

The corpse was borne in its coffin 
on the shoulders of the fishermen along 
the path to Meadham, for the cart- 
road went many miles round. William 
and Jane walked together behind the 
bearers up the down, and past the 
lover's seat where they had first met, 
and along the whole track on which 
that summer morning she had been 
supported by his arm while returning 
to her father's bouse. His hair was 
now grey, but hers was white as 
snow. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



WhUj'Jladical Corruption, 



»45 



\> UIG-RADICAL CORRUPTION. . 

'* In closing Uub article (on the Influence of the Crown), it ought not to be omitted 
that when we say the influence of the Crown ii increased, it by no means follows that 
the influence of the King is equally augmented ; indeed, it may be directly the reTerse. 
A Minister, especially if he has been long in office, may have so engaged and corrupted 
the great proprietors of boroughs ; may have so distributed honours, and ribands, and 
offices ; may have so obliged the principal Members of the House of Commons by pro- 
viding for their principal friends and relations in the Customs, the Excise, or the 
Colonies ; may have so fettered every public man of weight and influence by the ties 
of private interest, that at last they shail be enabled to say to their Sovereign, ' how- 
ever pernicious our measures may be^ and however unpopular our persons, you must 
maintain us in power, for we alone can conmiand a majority in the House of Commons, 
though our conduct and our acts are ofTensive to the country, and disgusting to your 
l^jesty.* '* — Lord John RtissELt's Etsay on the Engliih Gwemment and ConstUuthm, 
London: 1823. Pago 427. 



A HISTORY of the Whig party since 
the famous coalition between Mr Fox 
and Lord Norths wotdd be one of the 
most amusing productions in the whole 
catalogue of English political narra- 
tives. In days of yore when Mr Pitt, 
long before the commencement of the 
French war, endeayoured to increase 
the trade with France, how loudlv did 
Mr Fox declare that coumry •* the 
natural enemy'* of England 1 When 
Mr Pitt went on in the execution of 
his plans of economical reform, how 
boldly did the Whigs attack him, 
and how mournfully th^ lamented the 
sad decay of Ministenal patronage, 
and the abolidon of private jobbing in 
the public loans ! When Mr Pitt was, 
in his early days, a reformer, Mr Fox, 
Lord Rockingham, Mr Burke, and 
many more, openly stood up not only 
against *' the bill and the whole bill," 
but iaigainst even the slightest amend- 
ment of the representative system. 
More recently the Whig friends of 
liberty hailed joyfully the despotism 
of Napoleon, and ridiculed the absurd 
attempts of the Duke of Wellington 
to emancipate degraded Spain ; and 
more lately still Lord John Russell, 
Lord Melbourne, Lord Palmerston, 
Lord Glenelg, and a majority of the 
rest of the present Cabinet, denounced 
nearly every single measure — whether 
of church spoliation or Irish "justice" 
— which they have subsequently been 
the instruments of carrying through 
Parliament. Honest Lord Althorp 
once candidly avowed, when pressed 
to repeal the house and window taxes, 
that he could not do so as a Minister, 
though for party purposes he had en- 
deavoured to effect tiiat object while 
in opposition. We need uot^ then^ 



marvel to find that the men who now 
rule this country are quite unscrupu- 
lous as to consistency, and quite de- 
prived of all power of recollecting 
their past opimons and proceedingsi. 
For instance, if Lord Althorp could 
thus factiously act, we cannot be sur- 
prised to find that the extravagant 
Whigs of 1806 became, a dozen years 
afterwards, when the loaves and fishes 
were in other hands, great sticklers 
for economy ; nor can we wonder if 
again these rigid economists of twenty 
years back, have now become the au- 
thors of corruption, and the humble 
imitators of Walpole's extensive pro- 
fligacy. But if at these things there 
be little cause to marvel, it must be 
owned that the Consenratives have 
some right to complain of them, when 
it is remembered that all the odium 
heaped upon the Duke of Wellington 
Government during the reform mania, 
was nothing but the effect of the art- 
ful hypocrisy of designing men pre- 
tending to a purity they never intend- 
ed to practise. It is to be hoped that 
the people now know how complete 
the delusion was under which they 
then acted. It is high time that ho- 
nest men should acknowledge that the 
Reform BiU was intended for nothing 
but securing the supremacy of the 
Whig oligarchy ; and that all the 
clamour about Tory corrupUon was 
designed for nothing but to blind the 
people while the hungry tribe of 
Whig- Radicals fattened on the hard- 
won money of the poor. If, however, 
this acknowledgment be still withheld, 
we will undertake to extort it from 
every man who seeks only the ascer- 
tainment of the truth ; we undertake 
to prove that, under the Whigs since 
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18d0> patronage has been more in- 
creased and more scandalously abused, 
and that the public money nas been 
more lavishly and suspiciously squan- 
dered> than at any period during the 
past fifty years. Of course we do not 
mean to commence a crusade^ like the 
Radicals^ on the prerogatives of the 
crown, or to picture in exaggerated 
colours the influence and corruptions 
of the Court. We leave these themes 
to others, confining ourselves to the 
point contained in our extract from 
Lord John Russeirs book— -nan\ely, 
the aggrandisement of Ministerial 
power as distinguished from, or, per- 
haps, opposed to, the just authority 
and influence of the* Sovereign. It 
will be no difficult matter to show that 
the Whigs have struggled for an tm* 
perium in imperio, and that they have 
recently, as oftimes they did a hundred 
years ago, endeavoured to close round 
the monarch on eyery side, so that nei- 
ther the wishes of the people, nor the 
advice of the ablest statesmen, can find 
access or acceptance. Lord Chatham 
first struck down this gpreat conspiracy, 
and trampled on th^ Newcastles and 
the other ** great Whig families " then 
dominant in the country. His illus- 
trious son struck the second blow after 
the notorious India bill ; and from that 
time till 1830 the Whig party lan- 
guished in distress, and crippled by 
tixe lasting operation of merited popu- 
lar distrust. But from 1830 till the 
present time no eflbrt or no energy 
has been spared to consolidate &e 
faction's strength ; no exertion or dis- 
play of ingenuity has been wanting ; 
no scruples have stood in the way. 
In 1834 so much success had attended 
this system, that when the late king 
dismissed the first Melbourne Minis- 
try, the Whigs resolved on revenge, 
and determined to force themselves 
back into his Council. This, also, 
will be no matter of surprise when 
we have accomplished the proof we 
have undertaken of the augmented 
corruption of the present Ministers. 

In 1822 LfOrd Brougham brought 
forward in the House of Conunons a 
resolution to the following effect:-^ 
*' That the influence now possessed by 
the Crown is unnecessary for main- 
taining its constitutional prerogativefi, 
destructive of the independence of 
Parliament, and inconsistent vrith the 
well government of the realm.** It 
WM alleged, in rapport of tliif retolu? 
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tion, that there were then 87 place- 
men in the House of Commons, but in 
order to make up that number there 
were included all King's Sergeants 
and King*s Counsel, and others hold- 
ing honorary offices on both sides of 
the House ; so that, in fact, the real 
number of placemen directly or indi- 
rectly under the influence of the 
crown, or in receipt of pay, was re- 
duced to 47. Now, without further 
preface, we will enumerate the per- 
sons in tho House of Commons the 

reformed House of Commons — who 
are similarly situated at present, men- 
tioning only those in the actual receipt 
of salajies, and under the direct influ- 
ence and command of the Administra- 
tion:— 

Sir Charles Adam, Lord of the Ad- 
miralty. 

Sir George Anson, Surveyor-Genenl 
of the Ordnance. 

Colonel Anson, Storekeeper of the 
Ordnance. 

Nicholas Ball, Attorney- General of 
ireidua. 

Francis F. Baring, Secretary to the 
Treasury. 

G. C. Berkeley, Lord of the Admi* 
ralty. 

Charles Buller, Member of Lord Dur- 
ham's Canada Council. 

G. S. Byng, Comptroller of the House- 
hold. 

Sir John Campbell, Attorney-Gene- 
ral. 

W. F. Cowper, Secretary of Lord 
Melbourne. 

William Curry, Prime Sergeant of 
Ireland. 

Lord Dalmeny, Lord of the Admi- 
ralty. 

T. S. Dunoombe, attached to Lord 
Durham's Mission. 

Edward Ellioe, junr.. Secretary to 
Lord Durham. 

Cutlar Ferguson, Judge- Advocate Ge- 
neral. 

Robirt Gordon, Secretary to Board of 
Control. 

Sir George Grey, Under Secretary to 
the Colonial Department 

Sir John Hobhouse, President of 
Board of ControL 

Edward Horsman, Scotch Church 
Commissioner. 

Lord Howiek, Secretary at War. 

H. Labouchere, Master of the Mint. 

James Loch, Arbitrator for Gorern* 

. Bient undffiT th« RaUwaj Bill. 
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Dr LuabixigUmy Judge ia Eodeslasti- 
cal Courts. 

Fox Maule> Under Secretary for 
Home Depvtmeat. 

Lord Morpeth^ Seoretair for Ireland. 

J. A. Murray, Lord Advocate. 

R. Lynch, Master in Clianoery. 

M. 0*Ferrall, Lord of the Treasury. 

Lord A. Paget, Equwry to the Qnaen. 

Lord Palmerston, Foreign Secretaiy. 

John Parker, Lord of the Treasury. 

Sir H. Pamell, Paymaster- General. 

Captain Peohell, Equerry to the 
Queen. 

Spring Rice, Chancellor of the Ex 
chequer. 

Henry Rich, Equerry to the Queen. 

Sir Robert Rolfe^ Solicitor- GeneraL 

Lord John Russell, Secretary for 
Home Department. 

Lord Seymour^ Lord of the Trea- 
sury. 

Richard Shiel, Conunissioner of Green* 
wich Hospital. 

Hon. R. J. Smith, Lord of the Trea- 
sury. 

Robert Venum Smith, Secretary to 
the Board of Control. 

Edward John Stanley, Secretary of 
the Treasury. 

Doctor Stock, Judge of Irish Admi- 
ralty Court. 

J. C. F. Strangways, Under Secre- 
-tary of Foreign Department. 

Robert Steuart, Lord of the Trea. 
sury. 

Earl of Surrey, Treasurer of the 
Household. 

C. P. Thompson, President of the 
Board of Trade. 

Sir E. Troubridge, Lord of the Ad- 
miralty. 

Sir Richard H. Vivian, Master- Gene- 
ral of the Ordnance. 

Major Vivian, Aide-de-camp to Ditto. 

Charles Wood, Secretary to the Ad- 
miralty. 

Here then are fifty, exdusive of mi- 
nor commissioners, as Mr Wrightaon, 
Mr Duckworth, Mr Maule, &c. *; and 
of persons who have held offices, as 
Sir Edward Codrington, Sir Charles 
Grey, &c., though at present unem- 
ployed. But stBl these are by no 
means all who have felt the beneiSt of 
Government patronage in these days 
of purity and reform ; and, therefore, 
we will proceed to name a few more 
who have solid reasons for voting 
black white to keep Whig-Radioals in 
office. The following members have 



been selected for honourable notice In 
the different modes we have mention- 
ed :~ 

R. M. Bellew, created a Baronet. 

E. G. Bulwer, ditto. 

J. R. Camac, ditto. 

S. Crompton, ditto. 

J. Duke, knighted. 

J. Dunlop, created a Baronet. 

J. EdwaAis, ditto. 

H. Fleetwood, ditto. 

Lord Dundaa, gaaetted Lord- Lieute- 
nant of the North Riding. 

J. Guest, created a Baronet. 

R. Ferguson, gazetted Lord- Lieute- 
nant of Fifeshire. 

B. Hall, created a Baronet. 
R. Howard, ditto. 

C. Jephson, ditto. 

Roderick Madeod, created Lord- 
Lieutenant of Cromarty. 
R. B. PhUips, created a Baronet. 

D. Roche» ditto. 
J. Scale, ditto. 
Matthew Wood, ditto. 

E. De Lacy Evans, made a K.C.B. 

Again, the following members have 
retired from Pariiamcnt and received 
their reward for past services. Some 
have kindly resigned their seats to 
make way for ouiers— a Lord John 
Russell, or a Palmerston for instance 
^-and have in return received a suit- 
able acknowledgment of their magna- 
nunous self-denial : — 

Mr Stewart Mackenzie, appointed Go- 
vernor of Ceylon. 

Mr Hanbury Tracy, elevated to the 
Peerage. 

Mr Tracy Leigh, gazetted Lord- Lieu- 
tenant of Monmouthshire. 

Mr Carew, elevated to the Peerage. 

Sergeant Wolfb, Chief Baron of Ex- 
chequer in Irelwod. 

Sergeant OXoughlin, Master of the 
Rolls in Ireland. 

Mr Western, elevated to the Peerage. 

Sir J. Wrottesley, ditto. 

Mr Hanbury Bateman, ditto. 

Mr Methuen, ditto. 

Mr Ponsonby, ditto. 

BIr Coke, ditto. 

Mr Portman, ditto. 

Mr Littleton, ditto. 

Mr Pepys, ditto. 

Mr Deimian, ditto. 

Sir A. L. Hay, appointed Governor 
of Bermuda. 

Mr R. Grant, appointed Govtraor of 
Bombay. 
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Mr Kennedy, appointed Chief Com- 
missioner at Cuba. 

Mr 0*Dwjer, Stipendiary Magistrate 
in Ireland. 

Mr Fitzsimon, Clerk of the Irish Ha- 
naper Office. 

Lord Belfast, appointed Vice- Cham, 
berlain to the Queen. 

Dr Bowring, appointed Fordgn Agent 
to the Foreign Office. 

Mr H. L. Bulweo Secretary of Le- 
gation at Constantinople. 

Mr Brady, Solicitor- General of Ire- 
land. 

^Ir Crompton, Judge in Ireland. 

Mr Perrin, Baron of the Exchequer 
in Ireland. 

Mr Blamire, appointed Tithe Commis- 
sioner for England. 

Mr D. Browne, elevated to the Irish 
Peerage. 

Mr Lefevre, appointed Poor Law 
Commissioner. 

Colonel Fox, appointed Clerk of the 
Ordnance. 

Sir John Newport, appointed Con- 
troller of the Exchequer. 

Admiral Elliot, appointed Admiral on 
African Station. 

Of this tribe we could easily discover 
dozens more, but it is unnecessary ; the 
specimens above will show that many 
a pure and patriotic member in the 
House of Commons, who has not 
hitherto deigned to take place or pay, 
may nevertheless have some pleasures 
of hope to console him for his rigid in- 
dependence. Others who have nothing 
given to themseWes, who probably 
also expect nothing, are sufficiently 
enchained to the Ministry by the em- 
ployments or honours enjoyed by their 
relatives. At the risk of fatiguing our 
readers we subjoin a few of these 
gentlemen, with a designation of their, 
mode of indirect dependence on the 
Government. 

Lord Acheson. — His father created 

an Englbh Peer by the Whigs. 
Mr Baines. — His son made Recorder 

ofHuU. 
Mr H. Berkeley, brother to a Lord 

of the Admiralty, and to a new 

Whig peer. 
Mr C. Berkeley, ditto. 
Lord Brabazon. — Hb father created a 

Peer by the Whigs. 
Lord Clements, ditto. 
Mr Ponsonby, ditto. 
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Lord Duncan — His father created an 

Earl by the Whigs. 
Lord Dundas, ditto. 
Hon. Mr Dundas, ditto. 
Lord Leveson, ditto. 
Hon. Mr Moreton, ditto. 
Lord Worsley, ditto. 
Lord Ebrington. — His nephew (Lord 

King) made an Earl by the Whigs. 
Mr Lambton. — His broUier made an 

Earl by the Whigs. 
Mr Mildmay. — His brother-in-law 

made a Peer by the Whigs. 
Mr G. Byng. — His brother created a 

Peer by the Whigs. 
Mr Brodie. — Hb brother created a 

Baronet by the Whigs. 
Mr Craig. — Hb father ditto. 

Sir W. Clayton His brother ditto. 

Mr O'Callaghan. — Hb father created 

a Peer by the Whigs. 
Mr J. Westenra, ditto. 
Colonel Westenra, ditto 
Lord A. Conyngham, brother to the 

Lord Chamberlain. 
Mr Denbon, uncle to ditto. 
Mr J. E. Elliot, brother to the First 

Lord of the Admiralty. 
Lord Melgund, son to ditto. 
Mr E. Eilice, father to Lord Dnrharo*s 

Secretary. 
Mr Evans, brother-in-law of Sir H. 

Pamell. 
Sir R. Ferguson, brother to the new 

Lord- Lieutenant of Fife. 
Lord Fitzalan, son to the Treasurer 

of the Household. 
Mr Fitzsimon, brother to the Clerk of 

the Hanaper Office. 
Mr O'Connell, brother to the new Go- 
vernor of New South Wales, &C.&C 
Mr M. 0*Connell, son of the former 

Mr O'Connell. 
Mr J. OXonnell, ditto. 
Mr M. J. 0*Connell, nephew of the 

member for Dublin. 
Mr Maurice O'Connell, son of ditto. 
Lord B. Grosvenor. — Hb father made 

a Marqub by the Whigs. 
Mr Cavendbb. — Hb grandfather 

made an Earl by the Whigs. 
Mr Hobhouse, brother of the Presi- 
dent of Board of Control. 
Mr Hurt, brother of the new Governor 

of South Australia. 
Sir C. Lemon, brother-in-law of Lord 

Lansdowne. 
Mr J. Ponsonby, son of the Lord 

Privy Seal. 
Mr Lefevre, brother of the Poor- Law 

Commissioner. 
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Mr G. R. Philips^ his father^ made a 
baronet by the Whigs. 

Mr J. Power, stepson of Mr Shicll 
of Greenwich, 

Lord RusseU^ nephew of Lord J. Hus- 
seU. 

Lord C. RiisselU brother of ditto. 

Lord Shelbume, son of Lord Lans. 
downe. 

Sir Wm. Somcrville, brother-in-law 
of the Lord Chamberlain. 

Mr W. O. Stanley, brother of the 
Secretary to the Treasury. 

Mr Villiers, brother of the Ambassa- 
dor at Madrid. 

Mr J. H. Vivian, brother of the Mas- 
ter General of the Ordnance. 

Besides these individuals, a more 
diligent search woul^ discover fully 
fifty more whose relatives have potent 
motives for supporting Whig- Radical 
Government. Many members have 
sons in the navy, and a glance at the 
navy Ibt will snow how these gentle- 
men prosper ; others have connexions 
in the army, and even there they are 
not quite unheeded.* Some have 
brothers or cousins in the Church, and 
if so, stray deaneries or bishopricks 
may fall to their lot as they did to 
Doctor Denison Bishop of Salisbury, 
Doctor Stanley of Norwich, and l3r 
Howard, dean of Litchfield, who were 
well represented in Parliament; like 
Dr Longlcy, Bishop of Ripon,brother- 
in law of Sir Henry ramell ; Dr 
Allen, Bishop of Ely, tutor of Lord 
Althorp; and Dr Otter, Bishop of 
Chichester, the father-in-law of a 
Liberal member for Derby. Other 
members may happen to have friends 
in the colonies, or relations who have 
no peculiar dislike to visiting remote 
settlements. If so, dozens of places 
are constantly to be had in every 
quarter of the globe. There is sorae- 
tning good ready for every one who 



wants ; just as in the child*s game of 
*' open your mouth, and shut your 
eyes, and sec what God will send you." 
But ccrtaiulv the shutting the eyes is 
the main point in the Whig proceed- 
ing. 

With such lists before them as we 
have here produced, how does it hap- 
pen that no jealous Whig opponent of 
the influence of the Crown now makes 
a motion like Lord Brougham*s? 
There b more provocation than ever, 
more corruption, and there are more 
placemen in Parliament. But, in truth, 
the influence of the crown is not in- 
creased ; nothing is augmented but the 
public expenditure, and the influence 
of the Whig- Radical faction. We 
find among the votes of the current 
year, charges which clearly denote the 
creation of a very large number of 
new places throughout the country. 
In Ireland, there is a charge of 
L.66,700 for the expenses of criminal 
prosecutions, the chief part of which 
goes in the payment of salaries, and 
not a small number of those entirely 
new ones. In England, there is an 
item of L.54,000 a-year for Poor- Law 
Commissioners, all which is spent in 
the payment of newly created officers. 
Further on, we find L. 14,700 a-year 
for Slave Commissioners who enjoy 
almost absolute sinecures ; L.9055 a- 
year for the new Superintendents of 
Factories ; L.6000 for new Inspec- 
tors of Prisons ; L.5000 a-year for 
the Steam Navigation from Egypt to 
India; L.5100ft)r the Criminal Law 
Commissioners ; L.4213 for the Re- 
cord Commissioners ; L.4000 for the 
Scotch Church Commbsion ; L.2500 
for the Ecclesiastical Commission ; 
L.4010 for the Hand-loom Weavers* 
Commission ; L.700 for the Irish 
Charity Commission ; L.7000 for the 
Irbh Boundary Survey ; and L. 12,700 
for the Irish Railway Commission. 



* The Whigf are accustomed to pretend, that as Lord Hill b now at the bead of the 
army, they are deprived of the patronage connected with it. But on looking at the 
army list, we find the following Whig members of the two Houses of Parliament in the 
nominal and. sinecure command of regiments, besides the enjoyment of pay, pensions, 
and red ribands ; Sir Hussey Vivian, M. P., the Marquis of Anglesea, Lord William 
Bentinck, MP., Earl of Ludlow, Lord Lynedoch, Earl of Eflingham, Lord Stafford, 
Lord Howden, Sir William Anson, M.P., and SirR. Ferguson, M.P.; and in the list of 
the other generals commanding regiments, there are the approved Whig names of the 
Hon. Sir William Lumlcy, Hon. Sir H. Grey, Sir E. Blackeney, Sir Rufane Donkin, 
Hon. Sir E. Paget, Hon. Sir A. Duff, Hon. Sir R. W. O'Callagban, Sir F. Adam, Sir 
F. Wetherall, and Sir Richard Bourke. In this respect, therefore, the Whigs, to say 
the least, have no caose of compbint, particularly when it i^ remembered how marv^- 
loosly others among their friends advance in lower ranks of the army. 
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All these charges arc entirely new, 
and all, with very many more that 
might be named, go to the payment of 
new placemen. We find an annual 
grant in the estimates of this year of 
L. 50,000 for the purposes of Irish 
Board of Education ; in 1836, the 
sum voted was only L. 35,000. Ano- 
ther charge of a peculiar nature is 
L. 13,000 for Law Expenses, which 
appear to have increased L.3000 in a 
single year ; while Lord Palmerston's 
official charge is an increase of 
LI 0,000 on the charge of two years 
back. The expenses of Canada are 
increased exactly L. 500,000, while 
the grant to the church in that colony 
is reduced by about three thousand 
pounds. Some of the usual miscel- 
laneous estimates against which the 
Whigs used formerly most loudly to 
protest, are now under their superin- 
tendence raised to an extraordinary 
height. The Consular department 
for 1838, is L. 107,993 ; the repairs of 
palaces, gardens, and public buildings, 
L. 74,986 ; the convict establishment 
in New South Wales L.235,000 ; the 
charge for pxinting L. 197,796. Many 
other charges to which Mr Hume and 
the rest of the Whig- Radicals used to 
object altogether, are continued by the 
present minbters, contrary to their re- 
peated professions and promises. What 
has induced them of late to acknow- 
ledge the propriety of a grant of 
L. 35,900 a-year for secret service 
money ; and what has caused their 
opposition to cease to that large vote 
of nearly 70,000 a-year to Irish cha- 
rities which the much abused Tories 
used regularly to obtain ? These 
miscellaneous estimates have been 
rapidly on the increase from the day 
Lord Melbourne came into office, and 
have placed immense means in the 
hands of the Ministry for corrupt pur- 
poses. They have increased, because 
the influence and patronage of the 
Government has been widely extended 
under all sorts of pretences, and in 
every possible direction. 

In the colonial department. Lord 
Glenelg has the patronage derived 
from the new magisterial system in 
the West Indies to which L. 69,000 is 
annually voted ; he has the appoint- 
ment of the managers of the L. 30,000 
a-year voted for negro education ; the 
patronage of a few snug foreign jobs 
like the Malta commission ; the ap- 
pointment of the new chaplains and 
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schoolmasters to New South Wales 
and Canada ; the appointment of 
placemen in all new settlements, as 
South Australia, Graham's Town, 
New Zealand, &c., the management of 
the emigrant agencies, for which Par- 
liament votes nearly L.2000 a-year, 
and the patronage of the whole esta- 
blishment at St Helena, which the 
Government of this country has re- 
cently taken from the hands of the 
East India Company. All this patron- 
age is new, and now for the first time 
enjoyed by a colonial secretary, in 
addition to the patronage of the West 
Indies, Canada, New South Wales, 
and all our other colonies as before. 

At home, the Whigs have had an 
increase of patronage to an immense 
extent from their Factory, Poor Law, 
Municipal Corporations, Registration, 
Tithe, Prisons, India Charter, Bank- 
ruptcy, Imprisonment for Debt, Irish 
Constabulary, Irish Poor Law, Cri- 
minal Court, and Real Property Acts. 
The system of centralization has been 
carried out to a very great extent, and 
at every step of its progress fresh 

Eatronage has been thrown into the 
ands of the Government. In Ire- 
land especially, jobbing of the grossest 
description has been carried on, and 
in all parts of the United Kingdom 
money has been squandered on com- 
mbsions of heterogeneous characters. 
Not content with his share of this pa- 
tronage, the Marquis of Normanby 
has thought proper to assume the 
office of appointing the SheriflTs at his 
own discretion, in direct contravention 
of the law. Revising barristers, com- 
missioners, cither hand-loom or educa- 
tional, or ecclesiastical, or municipal, 
or boundary ; inspectors of prisons ; 
superintendents of factories ; assistant 
poor-law commissioners ; registrars of 
marriages and deaths ; paid recorders ; 
official assignees, now appear in every 
comer of the country, and increase 
and multiply with alarming rapidity. 
Next year we are to have a rural con- 
stabulary force, with some thousands 
of new places, and. If possible, a new 
mode of managing counties, and a 
complete tribe of stipendiary magis- 
trates. So numerous indeed are the 
placemen In these pure, no-patronage 
days, that, as Mr Sydney Smith sagely 
declares, the onus of proving he is not 
one now rests upon every honest man ; 
and seriously, this is not so \QTy much 
exaggerated, when it ii considered that 
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in addition to all these new places^ the 
Customs and Excise still remain with 
their 10,000 places. In olden timei>^ 
ministries were quite content with 
these sources of patronage, and with 
the army, nary, and colonies ; bnt 
now things are quite altered ; commis- 
sions, and all the other new places we 
have named, have sprung up to keep 
these liberal and enlightened reform- 
ers in office. At the present moment 
our army is larger than it has been 
for years ; our navy employed is very 
much augmented ; and yet neither nor 
both satisfy the Whig- Radicals ; they 
go on creating place after place, and 
with a sinking revenue increasing con- 
siderably the public expenditure. 

The patronas;c of a minbtry con- 
sists not, however, principally in 
places, however important— for ho- 
nours, peerages, promotions, and ri- 
bands remain to be noticed. The 
Whigs are very fond of charging 
upon Mr Pitt and his party tho hei- 
nous offence of having so increased 
the peerage between 1780 and 1823, 
that it was augmented in that time 
from 225 to 378 persons. Lord John 
Kussell, in the essay from which we 
have quoted our motto, makes a great 
point of this matter. Now, we admit 
150 peers is a large number to have 
been created in forty years ; but, at 
the same time, it is bnt fair to add 
that the period to which we allude, 
though comparatively short, was the 
era during which this country made 
greater strides than she had ever ac- 
complished before, and during which 
her opulence and grandeur rose to an 
unexampled pitch. Three hundred 
and seventy-eight peers, in 1823, bore 
a less proportion to the number of in- 
fluential proprietors in the countrv, 
than two hundred and twenty-five did 
in 1780. Moreover, It must be re- 
membered, when Lord John Russell 
brings forward this charge, that seve- 
ral of these new peerages were Whig 
creations, prior to 1784, when Mr 
Pitt came into office, and, in 1806, 
when all the talents reigned ; and 
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also, secondly, of the number of ele- 
vations during the glorious forty 
years, a very largo number were 
made for public services, without any, 
the slightest reference to political 
opinions. Such was the case with 
the peerages of Nelson, CoUingwood, 
St Vincent, Dancan, Wellington, 
Combermere, Lynedoch, Abercrom- 
by, Beresford, Hill, Hutchinson, Rod- 
ney, Hood, Keith, Gardner, Gambler, 
Exmouth, and many more. Taking 
these circumstances Into acconnt, it 
will be found that, during the sway of 
the Tories, fVom 1784 till the time the 
Whigs came in separately in 1830, 
the number of peerages made, with a 
view to political piurposes, was singu- 
larly small and limited. What, then, 
shall bo said of the Whig- Radicals, 
who, after deploring the increase of 
150 peers in forty years, although 
scarcely fifty were elevated for mere 
Parliamentary purposes, have not 
allowed eight years, since 1830, to 
pass without creatinflp upwards of 
eixty new peerages ror their parti-> 
sans ? On looking over a list of the 
Whigs in the House of Lords, who 
do not altogether number more than 
140 (minors included), we find the 
following connected with the Admi- 
nistration, or bound to it by important 
obligations. We beg our readers to 
notice that these are exclusive of peers 
who have relatives in the MiuLStry, 
as the Dukes of Bedford and Norfolk, 
the Marauis of Anglesea, Lords Rose- 
berry, Seaford, Bessborough, and 
Carlisle; and to remember also the 
vast influence of many of the noble- 
men whom we shall mention — an in- 
fluence, in the lower House, far more 
important and more destructive of the 
independence of Pariiament, than their 
own votes in the House of Lords. 

Placemen, 
Earl of Albemarle, Master of the 

Horse. 
Duke of Argyle, Lord Steward. 
Lord Auckland, Governor of India. 
Lord Byron, Lord in Waiting.^ 



* In bewailiog the iDfluence of the Crown, Lord John Ruisell moumt the sad fate 
of a Lord of the Bedohamber, dlsmisted by the Ministry, In 1822, for his vote on the 
Malt Tax. What will he say now, having been a member of the Cabinets that dis- 
missed Lord Howe fV>om his office of Chamberlain to the Queen, and Lord Charles 
Fitfroy from Ms place of Treasurer of the Household, for no greater oflbnce ? It is to 
be regretted that \Sm lordship ever became no author ; he has done damage to no one 
but his pubUshers and himself. 
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Marquis of Conyngbani, Lord Cham- 
berlain. 

Lord Cottenbam, Lord Cbaucellor. 

Earl of Durham, Dictator of Canada. 

Earl of Errol, Master of the Buck- 
bounds. 

Lord Erskine, Ambassador to Saxony. 

Lord Falkland, Lord in Waiting. 

Lord Foley, Captain of Gentlemen at 
Arms. 

Lord Gardner, Lord in Waiting. 

Earl Granyille, Ambassador to France. 

Marquis of Headfort, Lord in Wait- 
ing. 

Lord Holland, Chancellor of the 
Duchy of Lancaster. 

Lord Howard De Walden, Ambassa- 
dor to Lisbon. 

Earl of Ilchester, Captain of Gentle- 
men Pensioners. 

Marquis of Lansdowne, President of 
the Council. 

Duke of Leinster, Chief Commissioner 
of Irish Education. 

Earl of Litchfield, Postmaster- Ge- 
neral. 

Viscount Duncannon, Lord Privy 
Seal. 

Viscount Melbourne, First Lord of 
the Treasury. 

Earl of Minto, First Lord of the 
Admiralty. 

Marquis of Normanby, Lord Lieu- 
tenant of Ireland. 

Lord Plunkett, Lord Chancellor of 
Ireland. 

Lord Ponsonby, Ambassador to Tur- 
key. 

Viscount Torrington, Lord in Wait- 
ing. 

Marquis of Winchester, Groom of 
the Stole. 

The fifty members we mentioned 
in the House of Commons as being 
placemen, only divided among them 
about L. 120,000 a-year ; but here are 
no more than twenty-eight ''pure old 
Whigs,'* who receive the small sum 
annually of L. 180,000 1 Who will 
doubt the zeal of these noble lords in 
favour of the existing government ? In 
addition to these tweuty-eight persons, 
the following members of the right re- 
verend bench in England have to thank 
the Whigs for their elevation. The 



Bishops Durham, Chichester, Salis- 
bury, Hereford, Norwich, Litchfield, 
Ripon, and Ely. These also can have 
no great hostility to the Melbourne 
Government. Here, therefore, are 
thirty-six Whig-enlightened Liber- 
als accounted for ; the subjoined lists 
will go far to nmke up the sum total of 
Whig-Radicalism in the House of 
Lords. 

Whig- Radicals who have received 
promotion in the peerage since 1830 : 

Marquis of Ailsa. 
Marquis of Breadalbane. 
Earl of Camperdown. 
Duke of Cleveland. 
Earl of Ducie. 
Earl Granville. 
Earl of Zetland. 
Earl of Durham. 
Earl of Effingham. 
Earl of Lovelace. 
Earl of Litchfield.* 
Duke of Sutherland. 
Marquis of Westminster. 
Earl of Yarborough. 

Whig- Radicals who have been ele- 
vated to the Britbh peerage by the 
Whigs. Some of these had Irish 
peerages before. 

Lord Bateman. 
Lord Belbaven. 
Lord Brougham. 
Earl Bruce. 
Earl of Darlington. 
Lord Carew, 
Earl of Charlemont. 
Lord Cloncurry. 
Lord Cottenham. 
Lord de Manley. 
Lord Denman. 
Lord Dinorben. 
Lord Duncannon. 
Lord Falkland. 
Earl of Fingal. 
Lord Glenelg. 
Lord Godolphin. 
Earl of Gosford. 
Lord Hatherton. 
Marquis of Headfort. 
Lord Howden. 
Earl of Kintore. 
Lord Kinnaird. 



* One or two peera are meutioned twice, first as placemen* and afterwards as fiar- 
ing received promotions in the peerage, or elevation to it. But this is merely done fur 
roavenienee' sake, and only shows that there are seme held hy a double boDd>»both of 
interest and gratitude. 
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Lord Langdale. 
Lord Lismore. 
Earl of Leicester. 
Earl of Leitrim. 
Lord LoTat. 
Earl of Ludlow. 
Earl of Meath. 
Lord Methyen. 
Lord Mostyn. 
Lord Pamnare. 
Lord Poltimore. 
Lord PortmaD. 
Earl of Ranfurly. 
Marquis of Queensberry. 
Lord Rossmore. 
Duke of Rozburghe. 
Earl of Sefton. 
Lord Segraye. 
Lord Strafford. 
Lord Sudeley. 
Earl of Uzbridgc. 
Marquis of Tayistock. 
Lord Western. 
Lord Wrottesley. 
Lord Vane. 



To these we might add the Duke of 
Leeds> Earl Cadogau, and the Earl of 
Derby, who were eleyated to the peer- 
age previously to their accession to 
their present dignities ; and when to 
these we add also all the Papist peers 
in Parliament, who are indeed the na- 
tural allies of the present Ministry, 
and the minors, there remain yery few 
Whig noblemen who can be consider- 
ed independent in their support of 
Lord Melbourne's cabinet. Still fewer 
are those giying a zealous or constant 
support to it who can be considered 
unfettered. Some may allow the pre- 
mier the sanction of their names and 
do no more, others may remain neu- 
tral, and hesitate to declare for the 
other side ; but we repeat, few, yery 
few, are those who are at once zealous 
and independent. We will illustrate 
this fact by one instance of recent oc- 
currence. On the 3d of August, the 
House of Lords diyided on Lord Fitz- 
gerald's amendment to the Irish Tithe 
Bill. The number of Conservatiyes 
was seyenty-eight, of Whigs thirty- 
seyen, and there paired off in fayour 
of the minority seyenteen ; making a 
total of fifty-four in fayour of the Mel- 
bourne Ministry. The followiDg is 
the list of them ; those who are not 
placemen and haye not recciyed their 
peerages from the Whigs we print in 
capitals ; there remain only nine inde- 
pendem men ; and even of these the 
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Dukes of Somerset and Norfolk, and 
the Earl of Carlisle, haye their sons in 
the Ministry, and thereby are bound 
indirectly to assbt it, and are interest* 
ed in its preseryation. 



SoMERbET. 

Sutherland. 
Leinster. 



Dukes. 

Norfolk . 
Argyle. 



Marquisses* 
Lansdowne. Headfort. 

Con^nghame. Clanricardc. 
Tavistocke. 



Effingham. 

Fingal. 

Charlemont. 

Minto. 

Meath. 

Gosford. 

Thanet. 

Uxbridge. 



Melbourne. 

Lismore. 

Falkland. 

Langdale. 

Montfort. 

Foley. 

Cottcnham. 

De Mauley. 

Gardner. 

HoUand. 

Glenelg. 

Poltimore. 

Howden. 

Carew. 

Vaux. 



EarU. 

Albemarle. 

SCABBOROUOU. 

Camperdown. 

Loyelace. 

Carlisle. 

Uchester. 

Dude. 

Craven. 

Barons, 
Stafford. 
Methueu. 
Sudeley. 
Mostyn. 

Sate and Sell. 
Brougham. 
Hatherton. 
Plunkett. 
Vernon. 
Wrottesley. 
Seaford. 

LiLFORD. 

Bishop. 
Hereford. 



Here, then, are fifty-four noblemen 
voting on an important question, and' 
only nine of them are not dependent 
for favours or place ; only six even of 
that number being completely free! 
How earnestly desirous these Whigs 
have proved themselves not to swamp 
or degree the peerage ! How chary 
of using " the influence of the Crown I ' 
They nave o?*/y made sixty peers in 
eight years ; they have only pitch- 
forked that moderate number to swell 
their miserable minority. We ques- 
tion much if without those sixty men 
in buckram, their largest minority, on 
the most important divisions in the 
Upper House, would be forty ; and 
we own, when we consider the vast 
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machinery and means of corruption 
now in usei and in unscrupulous hands, 
we feol that the House of Lords lias a 
high title to credit ; seeing tluit de- 
spite all temptation to tergiversation 
and to submission to the Whigs, the 
independent unpaid Conservative ma- 
jority, so far from dwindling away, is 
increasing year by year. Whatever 
may be done in the House of Com- 
mons by baronetcies, ribands, commis- 
sions, peerages, exorbitant estimates, 
domestic or colonial jobs, and aug- 
mented patronage, wo cannot but re- 
joice, then, that we have yet a bul- 
wark, and a remnant of an indepen- 
dent Parliament ; and, therefore, 
though a minister like Lord Mel- 
bourne may be enabled to realize Locd 
John Russeirs portrait, and compel 
the Soverdgn to retain him by hold- 
ing iu terrorem the threat of a factions 
mAJority in the House of Comnuma— 
ready one year to sanction and the 
next to abandon an appropriation 
clause — th^re la at present no pros- 
pect of the same threat being employ- 
ed with reference to any man's power 
in the House of Lords. But that this 
prospect continues to us, is no fault of 
Lord Melboume*s* and is no oversight 
of the Wiiig party. Both have done 
their best to extend corruption into 
the Upper House, but hitherto they 
have signallv failed. It only remains 
for the pcoplo of the coimtry to coun- 
teract the insidions and more success- 
ful attacks on the independence of the 
House of Commons, by watching nar- 
rowly every job ; by rejecting every 
perpetrator at the poll ; and by add- 
ing contempt to rejection in the case 
of every member who has sold his vote 
for a baronetcy, or his silence for a 
brother's promotion. Such men there 
may be, even in the Reformed Parlia- 
ment; such men there must be, for 
we can never believe that independent 
or honest men would go down night 
aAer night to the House of Commons 
to cheer a demagogue like O'ConnclI, 
or to support a Ministry tluit tempts 
the scorn of Europe. We can believe 
this of none but the venal, and, there- 
fore, when we discover Whig-radical 
corruption, we easily account for its 
necessity, while wo heartily despise 
the Ministers who will stoop to hold 
office on such mean and trembling 
groimds, that nothing but venality can 
uphold, and jH>ne but the selfish de- 
fend them. Still more heartily do wc 



1 V/t ig-liadicul Corruption , 



[Sept. 



despise these puppets of statesmen 
when we find them, with an hypocrisy 
only equal to their avarice, pretend to 
a superiority of public virtue, and 
keep more honourable men than them- 
selves out of office, under tho fraudu- 
lent pretext that in so dcmig they are 
saving the country from unprincipled 
and corrupt rulers. Like Judas, they 
keep 'the bag, and they keep it for 
themselves. And these, forsooth, are 
the men who prated about *' the inilu- 
ence of tho Crown," who deplored 
the increase of tho peerage, and who 
bragged that they would carry on Go- 
vernment on pure principles, without 
patronage I These, too, are the Li- 
berals, the men of purity and economy, 
the reformers of abuses, the opponents 
of corruption, peculation and mtrigue. 
They have descended gradually down- 
wards till they can exist only by pur- 
chasing the smiles of a mendicant at 
the expense of the patronage of Ire- 
land, and by widenmg the circle of 
Ministerial Influence through every 
artifice the most corrupt Minister of 
ancient days invented or employed. 
To this have they come at last, with 
all thMr fine professions ; their essays 
on English Government ; their articles 
in the * Edinburgh Review ;* their mo- 
tions on tho influence of the Crown.; 
and their calculations of the extent of 
patronage fresh in the recollection of 
the people they have deluded. Yet 
what care they for the memory of the 
past or the shame of the present hour, 
so long as they can ding to places and 
pocket pay ? They have deluded the 
nation, but even more to that nation*s 
disgrace than their own. What ex- 
cuse has any man for allowing himself 
to be duped by a Palmerston, taken in 
byi a Melbourne, or entrapped by a 
Glenelg ? 

But tlien, perhaps, wo may hear 
some Whig, blinded to all sense by 
party spirit, and ignorant of all neces- 
sary intormatiou, put in here a claim 
for mitigation of censure, by asserting 
that if hundreds of oflices have been 
created (as no one will ever deny), 
many have been abolbhcd. It is some- 
times tlie pleasure of Whig journals 
to prate boldly about reductions and 
retrenchments, and so forth. Now we 
are quite content to take the issue on 
this point, and to enquire into these 
boasted and patriotic proceedings. 
We hear of reductions made by the 
Whigs. Wo ask, what have they rc- 
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duced ? The jeomanry, of which they 
had not the patronage. But what 
have they increased ? The anny» the 
navy> the legal situations, the com- 
mis&ionsy and some of the public offices 
of which they have the control ; and 
not content with this, they haTe made 
new modes of ^nploying partisans^ as 
we have before desoribedy in every 
part of the country. We hear of re- 
trenchments. We asky what they have 
retrenched ? Certainly not the public 
expenditure ; perhaps their own duties. 
Of the expenditure it is only needful 
to say, that for the year 1838 it will 
be nearly fifty-three millions; just 
about four millions more than for the 
year 1835. We have no hesitation 
whatever in declaring that the expense 
of carrying on the Government at this 
present moment, independently, of 
course, of the charge for interest on 
the National Debt, is considerably 
more than in 1822 when a motion 
was brought forward impeaching the 
Liverpool administration. Lmrd Lon- 
donderry then stated that expense to 
be L.I 8,000,000 per annum; a sum 
less than is at present yearly devoted 
to our establishmenta. If the Whigs 
have neglected to retrench this enor- 
mous charge, they have failed not from 
want of good examples. Mr Pitt 
abolished 416 places, with salaries of 
L. 275,748, and all these unconnected 
with the collection of the revenue, 
while he created only 197, with sala- 
ries of L.77,000.* In the revenne 
department, though compelled to in- 
crease taxation with the progress of 
the war, and so to extend also the 
number of places in the excise and 
customs, he yet, with a rigid hand, 
curtailed every unnecessary expense, 
and abolished in the salt department 
alone five hundred places. How does 
it happen thai the Reforming Minia- 
ters we are now blessed with have not 
attempted to do likewise ? Loid John 
Russell enumerates under the follow- 
ing several heads the various means 
of exerting crown infloence.f 

I. The Collection of the Revalue. 

II. The CivU List and the Subordi- 
nate Offices of Civil Government. 

III. The Colonies. 

IV. The^ Army, Navy, Ordoabce, 
&c. 



V. The Law. 

VI. The Church. 

VI L The Influence of Honours. 

All these things still exist, and are 
still used by the Government for their 
political and party purposes. If they 
afforded such ground for jealousy and 
suspicion in 1822, how does it happen 
that now, when each several depart- 
ment is increased in its operation on 
the independence of Parlitonent, when 
there are more placemen than ever, 
that we hear no murmur from the 
Constitutional Whigs, and catch no 
whisper of regret or anxiety ? How 
does it happen that we find in the 
Navy List the names of young per- 
sons, in command of vessels, who are 
notorious for nothing but relationship 
to Whig partisans ? Among the most 
recent promotions we find the Hon, 
Henry Keppell, Edward Stanley, the 
Hon. Joseph Denman, the Hon. By« 
ron Cary, the Hon. Frederick Pel- 
ham, the Hon. Dudley Pelham, Tho- 
mas Eden, Adam Camperdown Dun- 
can, Granville Lock, William Heniy 
Quin, Robert Otway, Lord Francis 
Russell, George Elliot, Lord Henry 
Russell, the Hon. Edward Howard, 
the Hon. Edward Plunkett, Edward 
Troubridge, the Hon. Charles Elliot, 
the Hon. Admiral Elliot, and very 
many more Twysdens, D'Eyncourtf, 
Pagets, Beauclerks, Camacs, Cod- 
ringtons. Greys, &c. &c. — ^whose 
names aione sufficiently and satisfac- 
torily account for the display of Mi- 
nisterial interest in their welfare. On 
glancing at the list of flag-officers 
employed, we find only twelve, and of 
that small number the following ap- 
proved Whigs:— 

Lord AmeliusBeanclerk, uncle of the 
Duke of St Albans. 

Sir Robert Otway, uncle of the Mem- 
ber for Tipperary. 

Sir Charles Paget, brother of Lord 
Angleeea. 

Sir John Ommany, the defeated Whig 
candidate for Hampshire. 

Hon. George Elliot, brother of Lord 
Minto. 

Hon. D. Bonverie, brother of the 
Earl of Radnor. 

Among the commanders of the ships 
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in commission, are a few equally dis- 
tinguished by Whig names, and fa- 
voured by * Whig connexions. We 
merely select a few of the most glaring 
specimens :— - 

Britannia, 120 guns, Captain Dundas. 

Britoraart, 10 guns, Lieut. Owen 
Stanley. 

Champion, 18 guns. Commander G. 
King. 

Charybdis,3 guns, Hon. Robert Gore. 

Cleopatra, 26 guns, Hon. George 
Grey. 

Columbine, IG guns, George Elliot. 

Comus, 18 guns, Hon. P. P. Cary. 

Conway, 28 guns. Captain Bethune. 

Griffon, 3 guns, Lieut. D' Urban. 

Harlequin, 16 guns. Commander Lord 
F. Russell. 

Hastings, 74 guns, Captain Loch. 

Howe, 120 guns. Captain Paget. 

Lynx, 3 guns, Lieut. Broadhead. 

Magicienne, 24 guns. Captain G. %i 
John Mildmay. 

Pearl, 20 guns. Lord Clarence Paget. 

Rodney, 92 guns, Captain Hyde Par- 
ker. 

Rover, 18 guns. Commander Eden. 

Royal Adelaide, 104 guns. Sir Wil- 
liam Elliott. 

Royalist, 10 guns, Hon. E. Plunkett. 

Russell, 74 guns. Sir Wm. DiUon. 

San Josef, 110 guns, Charles Scale. 

Scylla, 16 guns, Hon. Joseph Den- 
man. 

Talbot, 28 guns, Captain Codrington. 

Tweed, 20 guns, Hon. F. Pelham. 

Wasp, 16 guns, Hon. D. Pelham. 

Wolf, 10 guns, Edward Stanley. 

Wolverine, 16 guns, Hon. E. How- 
ard. 

The promotion of most of these 
fortunate and Liberal gentlemen has 
been singularly rapid, and their em- 
ployment almost constant and unceas- 
ing. The vessels they command form 
no inconsiderable portion of the whole 
naval force in commission ; and if so, 
how few ships remain for the veter- 
ans who fought for their country be- 
fore many of these " honourables*' 
were bom ! Truly, Lord Minto has 
** reformed" the naval service in a pe- 
culiar and effectual manner ; he has 
introduced a degree of patronage and 
favouritism never attempted before ; 
a system which, if it had been acted 
on during the war, would have con- 
signed the bulwarks of the nation to 
inexi^erienced hapds^ and probably 
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have ruined not only the service, but 
the cause it was required to defend. 
It was not by such a system the un- 
friended Nelsons, CoUingwoods, and 
Rodneys, gained the opportunities of 
winning fame. But tempora mutftn- 
tur : we now play at war on the coast 
of Spain, and it requires no heroes to 
win bloodless victories. Nelson was 
not more fitted to conquer at Trafal- 
gar, or Wellington at Waterloo, than 
any defeated Whig candidate is now 
at Barcelona, or General Evans at 
Fontarabia and Irun. An attack on 
a Sardinian schooner, or a grand 
movement against a few Carlbt gue- 
Hllas, is all that is expected nowadays 
from our navy and our legions ; it is 
perfectly right, therefore, that Mini- 
sters should prove that they consider 
that any one can execute tasks so 
mighty and important. 

We might proceed to examine in 
detail other departments, but we re- 
frain from doing so. We have men- 
tioned enough to call attention to the 
subject of Whig- Radical corruption, 
and we trust that another Session of 
Parliament will not be allowed to pass 
without the extortion from the Minis- 
try of a complete list of all the new 
places created since 1830, the persons 
tilling them, and the salaries appor- 
tioned to each. It will be found by 
such returns, that under the pretence 
of extending the system of centraliza- 
tion, the amount of Government pa- 
tronage has been augmented more than 
in any preceding eight years during 
the whole history of the country. It 
will be seen that every charge former- 
ly levelled by the Whigs for factious 
purposes, and with fraudulent profes- 
sions against their political oppon- 
ents, applies now with redoubled force 
to themselves, and strikes them se- 
verely with a back- handed blow. For 
instance, it used to be the Whig prac- 
tice to select certain families for invi- 
dious notice, and hold them up to pub- 
lie odium, by representing them as 
fastened on numerous places, and 
gorging with ill-gotten gains. But 
we ask if ever a family thus made 
the object of vituperation, displayed 
a nepotism and grasping selfishness 
equal to the Whig families of Grey, 
Elliot, Adam, or Ponsonhy ? A list 
of the Greys in places once went the 
round of the papers, and even now» 
though Dr Grey, Bbhop of Hereford, 
is dead, and Earl Grey and Mr Ed* 
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ward Ellice liave retired from oifice, 
makes a tolerable appearance. We 
may mention as specimens of these pa- 
triotSy Viscount Howick, Secretary at 
War; Hon. Colonel Grey, command- 
isg 7 1 St Regiment ; Hon. John Grey, 
Hector of the rich royal living of 
Wooler ; Hon. Frederick Grey, Un- 
der-Secretary of the War Depart- 
ment; Sir George Grey, Under- Se- 
cretaiy in the Colonial Department ; 
Hon. Francis Grey, Rector, with a 
Taloable living; Hon. Harry Grey, 
Aide-de-camp in Ireland ; Hon. Sir 
Henry Grey, General, and Colonel 
of a regiment in the army ; Mr Charies 
Wood, (son-in-law of Lord Grev) Se- 
<^tary of the Admiralty; Mr F. T. 
Baring, (married a neice of Lord Grey) 
Secretary to the Treasury ; Earl of 
Durham, (son-in-law of Lord Grey) 
Governor of Canada ; Lord Ponson- 
l>y, (brother-in-law of Lord Grey) 
Ambassador to Constantinople; Mr 
E. Ellice, jun., (nephew of Lord 
Grey) Secretary of Lord Durham, &c. 
kc. We believe the Elliots make a still 
better show ; nor are the Howards, 
Russell?, and Abercrombies quite for- 
gotten. The judges they have made, 
after all their tine promises of reward- 
ing merit, and merit only, are those 
on the bench who have had least prac- 
tice as counsel, and are least learned 
and efficient as interpreters of the 
law ; we refer to the Williamses and 
Coltmans, whose political principles 
were their sole ostensible recommen- 
dations. In the Church, they have 
dispensed their patronage among the 
bidhops in a manner to which we have 
already alluded, and, not content with 
this, have sought out as recipients of 
other favours only antl-churchrate agi- 
tators, such as Dr Joynes of Rochester, 
and Dr Knox of Tunbridge, of pam- 
phleteering^ and political dinner-speak- 
ing notoriety. And then in the colonies 
they send a Lord Durham to Canada, 
with Messrs Charles and Arthur Bul- 
Icr, Thomas Turton, Thomas Dun- 
combe, and Edward Gibbon Wake- 
field ; and to New South Wales, Sir 
Maurice C Council, a fit and proper 
instrument for carrying out that infi- 
del system of education which is adopt- 
ed to pleaeo the Roman Catholic emi- 
grants, and against which, the excel- 
lent Bishop Bronghton has in vain 
protested. To India they have sent 
Lord Elphinstone, the youthful comet 
of Life Guards, as Governor of the 



important settlement of Madras ; and 
with exquisite discrimination, M'hilo 
appointing these notable personages, 
have displayed their judgment and 
discretion, by recalling Sir John Col- 
bome, who saved Lower Canada, Sir 
Francis Head, who saved the Upper 
Province, Sir Peregrine Maitland, 
who will not (scrupulous man !) com- 
mit the trifling offence against God of 
sanctioning idolatry in India, and Sir 
Benjamin D* Urban from the Cape of 
Good Hope. With a Lord Glenelg 
at home, and only such governors 
abroad as exactly suit his Lordship^s 
purposes and news, and have not more 
vigour about them than he considers 
necessary, who will say our colonies 
are not secure, and are not certain to 
flourish ? 

With more materials in our posses- 
sion, a much stronger case than we 
have here made out, (idthough this 
statement is perhaps amply sufficient) 
might easUy DC produced against the 
Whigs. But in truth, it is not easy 
to discover all their sinuous windings 
and all their extended and increasing 
corruption. It would be desirable to 
be able to ascertain the exact number 
of Roman Catholic chaplains and 
schoolmasters now paid by the Brititih 
Government in India and the other 
colonies. Their number is not smnll, 
nor their influence insignificant. Tlic 
publication, too, of such a return as we 
have suggested, of all the newly creat- 
ed places, would also be beneficial ; 
but in the absence of the necessary 
documents from whence information 
on this subject can be gained, we are 
left more to generalities and conjec- 
tures than we could desire. Still 
enough remains, and enough we hope 
has been stated in this paper to prove 
that the Whig party have long been 
striving to strengthen themselves by 
the unscrupulous abuse of patronage, 
and even by the extension of Minis- 
terial influence in every possible di. 
rcction. It is natural to a weak Go- 
vernment that it should be tempted to 
the use of arts a strong one can ne- 
glect, and an honest one would des- 
pise. And in proportion to the in- 
creasing weakness of its position, and 
the experienced failuie of former in- 
trigues, must be the increased tempta- 
tion to fresh and extended corruption. 
The Melbourne Ministry, then, which 
hitherto has been tottering in increas- 
ing imbecility; which never enjoyed 
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pubUc respect^ and therefore had do 
induoement to struggle to retain it ; 
which has found session after session 
end in greater weakness, trick after 
trick issue in new disappointment^ 
must now in its decline and approach- 
ing fall, in its distress rising to des- 
pair, bo peculiarly tempted to preserve 
lis contemptible exbtence by barter- 
ing places for votes, and honours for 
neutrality or submission. It is high- 
ly to the honour of the age, that this 
wretched and unscrupulous Ministry, 
notwithstanding all its false profes- 
sions and misused patronage, is now 
sinking lower and lower in influence, 
and is dependent for its permitted 
power on the condescension or con- 
tempt of its opponents. The fact 
proves that we are sound in core, 
though many may have beea converted 
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by corruption. Peerages may have 
been thrown away, but still the conntr 
members are more and more, year 
after year, against the Ministry ; ba- 
ronetcies, places, and favours are 
lavishly offered, but the petty majo- 
rity in tlic House of Commons is hti^ 
dwindling away at each successive ca- 
sual election. We feel convinced that 
nothing remains to do but for the Con- 
servatives to continue firm and unit; 
ed, exposing not only the imbecility^ 
but also the frauds of the Cabinet. It 
will then be luiown through the length 
and breadth of the land that these 
psendo patriots who have promised so 
much and performed so little, have 
gained power only to abuse it, and 
have hdd it long only to deprive the 
country of the services of honest men 
and able statesmen. 



MEMORANDA OF THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY OF OUR VILLAGE, 
AND OF ITS FOUNDERS. 



The time has been when even Our 
Village had not an existence, and when 
those parts which are now covered 
with dwellings, showing all the varie* 
ties of brick and mortar, and exem- 
plifying all the vagaries that can enter 
into the brains of a country architect, 
was nothing more than a sandy de- 
sert, unmarked in the map of our 
county, and scarcely trodden by human 
foot. 

As one of the means of peopling a 
district, it pleased Providence to plant 
one Adonijah Shufflebotham, a rat- 
catcher by trade, and a thief by prac- 
tice, in the near neighbourhood of 
what is now Our Village. 

By the exercise of his twofold pro- 
fession, Adonijah managed to acen- 
mulato a sum of about some forty 
pounds, and being bit with the mania 
of living in a house of his own, and 
still bearing in mind one part of his 
trade, he stole a piece of land from the 
waste — made some bricks — and erect- 
ed what he called a mansion : that is 
to say, a^welling, consisting of two 
rooms on the ground floor, each seven 
feet by nine, with similar rooms above, 
and sundry conveniences for deposit- 
ing his traps, and the other parapher- 
nalia of his profession. 

Hero Adongah sojourned iu the de- 



sert for a length of time, iu all the 
dignity given to man by seclusion, and 
here were given to the world sundry 
little rat-catchers, destined in the course 
of time to become prosperous men and 
women, and the omamentsof Our Vil- 
lage. 

Year after year rolled on, and 
Adonyah continued blessed and in 
peace. He was the only rat-catcher 
of a considerable district. His family 
was young and obedient, and he had 
what he o^ed a house of his own ; and 
as what he could not obtam by rat- 
catching, he helped out with thieving, 
want and he were strangers, and no- 
bodv could be more happy than Ado- 
nyah. 

But unmixed happiness is not for 
man, even though a dwdler in a de* 
sert, and Adony ah the rat-catpher met 
with somethmg as disagreeable as rats- 
bane, in the person of one Ichabod 
Wragg, a dweller in the neighbour- 
ing forest. 

It chanced that Ichabod Wragg 
heard of the comfortable doings of 
Adonijah, and was moved by envy 
thereat. He was a big powerftU man, 
of dark and scowling countenance, by 
trade an itinerant tinker, and, if tradi- 
tion tells true, a greater thief than 
Adongah. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.J 



Memoranda of Our Village, atid its h''ounderS' 



He strolled one day to the neigh- 
bourhood of Adong-ddi — saw his house 
and his homesteadZ-glowered like an 
ogre at the sight — and swore that he 
too would have a house, and live like 
Adongah in the wilderness. 

His first care was to erect his house^ 
and in tho true spirit of an Englishman 
he determined, that although he was 
about to become Adonijah's neighbour^ 
he would have a house as diametrical- 
ly opposite to that of Adonijah as it 
was possible to make it. He accord- 
ingly planned it to have an opposite 
aspect — as Adonijah's house was plain 
in front, he determined to have a bow 
— and as the original house had but 
two stories, he resolved to have three. 

In this determined spiiit of oppo- 
sition, he prevailed upon some trades- 
men from a distance to erect him his 
house ; but the same tradition that seta 
down Ichabod as a thief, also states, 
that those tradesmen sorely repented 
their undertaking, for that Ichabod, 
amongst his other villanies, was villain 
enough to accept of their material! 
and their labour without condescend- 
ing for one moment to recollect so 
trifling an affair as payment. 

The two houses of Adonijah Shuf* 
flebotham and Ichabod Wragg were 
the seedlings of Our Village, and the 
opposition evinced in their structure 
has descended to our times, for no man 
ever thinks of building a house like his 
neighbour. 

Their very locality displayed oppo- 
sition, and as houses began to be erect- 
ed, and roads made past the old ori- 
ginal structurest that locality served to 
give names to the roads ; and to the 
present day the streets leading by 
them are called the Higher and the 
Lower Streets. 

For some time matters went on 
pretty comfortably betwixt Adonijah 
and Ichabod — they were pretty equal- 
ly matched — their trades did not inter- 
fere with each other — and, which was 
perhaps the strongest incentive to 
peace, they were a couple of rogues, 
and they knew it. 

At length the devil, who sometimes 
uses contemptible instruments to effect 
his cuds, prompted an unlucky pig, 
belonging to Ichabod Wragg, to treat 
himself to a dinner on a couple of 
lively duckb'ngs belougiug to Adoui- 
jah ShuffleboUiam. 

Adonijah went out of his house just 
in time to behold the unfortunate 
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swine of his neighbour in tlie act of 
tickling his gums with the last frag- 
ment of the second duckling, and being 
moved to wrath at the sight, he smote 
tho gourmand so fiercely on the head 
with his staff, that he resigned his sa- 
voury mouthful, and uttering an un- 
grateful and inharmonious grunt, re- 
signed at the same time his mortal 
life. 

The pig in question was Iohabod*s 
only grunter ; and as the loss of a pig, 
when a man has only one to lose, is a 
matter of some moment, Ichabod did 
not entertain the most livdy feelings 
of gratitude towards his neighbour 
Adongah for the morning's display of 
his piowess. Ichabod and A deny ah 
met — fell out — shook fists at each o^er 
—swore more than a little, and almost 
fought, but the before-mentioned mu- 
tual knowledge which they had of 
each other prevented actual violence 
for that time> and they parted, having 
first carefully sown the seeds of future 
animosity. 

^ Ichabod, with a view to strengthen 
his interest, erected another bouse 
near his own, but of a different pat- 
tern and different dimensions, and im- 
ported a colony, consisting of a rela- 
tive, his wife, and seven children, imd 
thus was formed the rudiments of the 
Higher Street. 

Adonijah, on his part, was not idle, 
for he stole more land from the waste, 
built a couple of houses, and planted 
allies in the shape of a stout brother- 
in-law, and a one>eyed crony, a black- 
smith, with a large family, from an 
adjoining county, and thus was laid 
tho foundation of the Lower Street. 

All tills was very fair, and was 
no more than would be allowed to 
every prudent man; but Ichabod 
stretched a point — he married his sis- 
ter, with a dowry of L.IO, and a fif. 
teen-year old cow, to a young rat- 
catcher from the next town, and set 
up his brother-in-law in a house that 
he built near his own, and thus added 
another link to the Higher Street. 

Flesh and blood could not stand that. 
---It was bad enough that Ichabod 
himself, in the first instance, should ob- 
trude upon the privacy of Adonijah — 
it was still worse that his pig should 
take a fancy to Adonijah's ducklings 
— but all that was not beyond forgive- 
ness—but to bring a brother-in-law, 
and that brother-in-law a rat-catcher, 
into the neighbourhood, and under the 
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▼ery uoso of Adonijab, was too too 
much ! 1 

A small spark suffices to ignite a 
large fire, and so it chanced with Ado- 
nijah ; for, happening^to pass the house 
of Ichabod, a cock of the latter, perch- 
ed upon a wall, stretched out his 
wings and his neck, and began to crow 
in such a tone that Adonijah regarded 
it as nothing less than a mortal defi- 
ance, and he accordingly gave way to 
his morbid feelings, and challtoged 
Ichabod to joust h routrance. 

The partisans on each side were 
mustered — a battle ensued — ^blood was 
shed — and ailer each man had pound- 
ed his neighbour to a jelly, they mu- 
tually parted, from sheer weariness and 
inability to carry on the war. 

So Tory earnest had all parties been 
in their praiseworthy efforts to ii^jure 
their neighbours, tliat sundry serious 
wounds and bruises were the conse- 
quence ; and as the domestic pharmacy 
of the place did not extend to the cure 
of such wounds and bruises, it became 
necessary to call in a leech from the 
next town. He came — ^he saw the 
colony a thriving one — he bought a bit 
of land^built a house, and located 
himself as an inhabitant of Our Vil- 
lage. 

About the same period there was an 
importation of sundry other families-* 
a wheel-wright — a half-starved tailor 
— a cobbler — and, finally, a pedlar 
furnished a house with the con- 
fents of his pack, and baptized it a 
shop ; whilst the Marquis of Granby, 
fianng over a doorway, indicated a 
public-house ; and a pole, striped red 
and white, showed where the rustics 
might be made decent on a Sunday 
morning for a penny a-piece. 

The doctor, from a want of acquaint- 
ance with the small politics of the 
place, had pitched his tent in the 
Higher Street ; but it was impossible 
that such a thing could be overlooked 
by Adonijah, or that he and his fac- 
tion could have faith in the curative 
powers of any medicament compound- 
ed in that situation. There was only 
one remedy for it, which was to im- 
port another doctor, and that was ac- 
cordingly done, and the last importa- 
tion was duly located in the Lower 
Street. 

After the last mentioned affray 
the inhabitants of Our Village went on 
for some years in comparative peace — 
various feuds arose amongst them, it 



is true — tho cow of one would trespass 
upon the inclosure of another, and a 
horse would occasionally be found in 
a wrong pasture, and a thousand op- 
portunities of quarrel arose, but the 
recollection of the former thorough 
thrashing, and its consequences, with 
the influence of the females, who found 
it their interest to keep the parties in 
something like moderation, preserved 
the village in a tolerable state of tran- 



In the mean-time all prospered, and 
Adonyah and Ichabod, with stealing 
a bit of land here, and buying a bit 
there, and making money in every 
way that could suggest itself to tho 
minds of two accompUshed scoundrels, 
became comparatively affluent. 

The introduction of the doctors is 
marked as one of the great epochs in 
the history of Our Village, more espe- 
cially since the descendant of one of 
them has been dubbed an M.D. 

About the period when the second 
doctor was introduced, we succeeded 
in seducing a schoolmaster, one Hab- 
bakkuk Snod by name, to become a 
dweller in Our Village ; and at the 
same time, the Government, in its 
bounty, provided us with an exciseman. 
The former was a worthy man, and a 
great acquisition; we all earnestly 
prayed that the devil would fetch the 
latter at the first convenient opportu- 
nity, but as wo were then a sinful 
generation, and had not a chapel in 
Our Village, our prayers were for 
a length of time offered up in vain. 

Mean- while the apparent tranquillity 
was little more than skin deep, and 
was frequently interrupted by disputes 
about boundaries, fences, ways, and 
other questions to which property 
gives rise I and the law of physical 
force being that with which alt parties 
were best acquainted, it was very often 
appealed to, to the great disturbance 
of the public peace of Our Village — the 
great consumption of plasters and 
lotions—and the great profit and ad- 
vantage of the two disciples of iEscula- 
pius. 

Time wrought various changes in 
the state of the rival parties ; various 
additions were made by births and the 
introduction of foreigners, and when 
the factions turned out to settle a dis- 
pute the display was really formid- 
able. 

At length, however, it became mani- 
fest that the faction of Ichabod Wragg 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



Memoranda of Our Village, and its Founders, 



waa gaining tbe ascendency, and the 
consciousness of tbat fact bad its na- 
tural efibct on both sides. Did a Wragg 
sound the tocsin ? out turned tbe whole 
clan Wragg, man, woman, and child, 
to tbe foray, stamping, shouting, and 
storming, like as many wild bulls. 
But not so the clan Snufflebotbam; 
for, though they now and then pro- 
voked the fray, and dashed into the 
melee with tbe ardour and fierceness 
of former times, yet they oftener re- 
mained passive, and sometimes sub- 
mitted to a jibe or a jeer from a Wragg 
without betraying any resentment. 

Things bad arrived at this point 
when one of tbe Wragg party, whilst 
amusing himself with shooting spar- 
rows, took a false aim, and lodged tbe 
contents of his gun in the right eye of 
Adonijah ShnSlebotham's favourite 
mare, and rendered her as blind as a 
mile-stone for life. 

*^ Oh had he chosen some other game, 
Or luiss'd, as he was wont to do T* 

Tbe faction of Adonijah assembled 
on the occasion, grinding their teeth, 
and almost bursting with rage. True 
the mare was in her 29th year, and 
not of much value, but tbe insult was 
tbe same, and every Shufflebotham felt 
it to be so, and resolved to take ample 
revenge, each swearing be would kill 
and eat not less than three Wraggs to 
his own individual share. 

A hostile meeting, preceded by such 
excitement, was sure to be a terrible 
one, and, accordingly, every one of 
either party turned out on the occasion, 
and the onslaught was dreadful. 

After bowling, and yelling, and 
swearing, and biting, and scratching, 
and kicking, and boxing, for some 
time, their animal powers became to- 
tally exhausted, and they mutually 
withdrew, but tbe faction of Adonijah 
Shufflebotham carried along with them 
tbe mortifying reflection that they 
were much worse beaten than their 
neighbours; and they consequently 
suffered under the compound affliction 
of a bruised body and a wounded 
mind. 

The clan Shufflebotham, afler their 
defeat, proceeded to hold a council, and 
a sad and a sorrowful one it was. 
The younger branches, smarting under 
their indignities, were for taking savage 
measures, and they even talked of set- 
ting fire to tbe village and running 
away by the light \ but Adonijah, who 
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had arrived at that period of life when 
a man usually feels more disposed to 
smoke the calumet of peace than to 
split his neigbbour*s bead with a poker, 
urged them strongly to forbearance, 
at least for the present. 

In an unlucky moment he suggested 
their calling in to their aid tbe wisdom 
of Habbakuk Snod, whose peaceful 
habits and feelings be thought might 
have the efiect of stilling the stormy 
passions of the younger branches of 
his party. 

Now Habbakuk was a man of infor- 
mation after a fashion of his own — he 
could write in three different charac- 
ters — could cipher so perfectly that 
he could tell how many square inches 
of timber were contained in the head of 
a broom— > knew some little of Latin, 
and having been twice at the county 
town in his youth, had claims of no 
ordinary magnitude to be considered 
a man of the world. 

In an unlucky moment was Habba- 
kuk sent for, and presently he came, 
moving his long slender figure through 
the atmosphere with the majesty and 
something tbe appearance of a finger- 
post, and the solemn regularity of a 
pendulum. He knew all about the 
fracas (for who did not know it in the 
village ?) and bis countenance was in 
consequence, and as a part of what he 
considered his duty, surcharged with 
a tenfold portion of gravity. 

Habbakuk, as I have said, was a man 
of peace, but in an unlucky moment 
was he sent for, and in an unlucky 
hour did be give bis advice, for be in- 
formed tbe clan Shufflebotham (a thing 
that their wildest dreams had never 
imagined) that there was a righter of 
wrongs and a redresser of grievances 
residing in almost every villaee in the 
kingdom, and tbat men of the world 
called such a being an attorney. 

A new light burst upon Our Village 
by the announcement, or at all events 
upon tbat portion of it that formed the 
cLan Shufflebotham— distant prospects 
of revenge, without the unpleasant 
accompaniments of broken beads and 
bloody noses, presented themselves to 
view, and Habbakuk Snod was do. 
spatcbed for tbe attorney. 

In due time that solemn personage 
made bis appearance; be beard the 
facts, coloured as highly as a sound 
thrashing and a wounded mind could 
induce men to colour facts. He 
talked of the mysterious powers of a 
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latitat, and iiscd manpr hard phrases, 
each of which being, m the opinion of 
Adonijah, aufflcicntiy potent to raise 
the devil, there was no possible room 
to doubt of success, and the attorney 
went away with instructions for some 
half-a-score of actions in his pocket. 

The gentleman of the law bad done 
more ; ho had noticed the locality and 
the capabilities of the place in a pro- 
fessional Tiew, and in two months 
more we had a new house in the 
Lower Street, having on the door a 
highly polished brass plate, the first 
we had ever seen, engraven with the 
words, " Mr Branglo, attoniey-at- 
hw." 

In due time a proper prenortion of 
the Wragg faction receivca ominous 
papers, requiring their appearance bo- 
fore our Sovereign Lord the King at 
Westminster; but in the pride of their 
hearts they flung the papers to the 
wind, and said that the Shufflebothams, 
with Mr Brangle at their head, might 
all go to the devil, and welcome. 

In a little time afterwards they re- 
ceived other papers, of a still more 
ominous description, charging each of 
them with having, on a day named, 
and at a place of which they had never 
previously heard, with twenty sticks, 
twenty staves, twenty stones, and 
twenty pairs of fists, made an assault 
on the persons of sundry of the Shuf- 
fiebotham party, and them then and 
there beat, bruised, wounded, and ill 
treated, so that their lives were greatly 
despaired of, and with having then 
and there twenty shirts, twenty waist- 
coats, twenty coats, twenty pairs of 
breeches, twenty pairs of stockings, 
twenty pairs of shoes, twenty pairs of 
boots, and tvrenty hats, the property 
of each of the members of the Shuff 
flebotham party, then and there cut, 
torn, rent, damaged, dirtied, defaced, 
and injured, agednst the peace of our 
Lord the King, his Grown and dignity, 
and to the great damage of the Shuf- 
flebothams. 

The contents of those papers was a 
real astonisher, and as It was well 
known to every soul in the yillago 
that no one of the Sbufilebothams had 
ever possessed a second coat to his 
back, it became matter of wonder and 
amazement as to what would follow 
next. 

Their amazement produced alarm, 
and alarm enquiry, and another attor- 
ney became in request to defeat the 
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machinations of Mr Brangle ; and very 
few weeks elapsed before we had ano- 
thrr house in the Higher Street, with 
a brass plate twico as large ;i8 the 
former one, engraved with the caba- 
listic character?, " Jonathan Higgins, 
attorney and solicitor, and a master 
extraordinary in Chancery,*' 

This formidable notification appear- 
ed to break the hearts of the Sbufile- 
bothams, but they had faith in Mr 
Brangle, and the lawsuits went on. 

In the mcan>timc an incident of a 
more tender description occurred 
amongst the parties, which came, like 
an oasis in the desert, or a speck of 
sunshine in a cloudy sky, serving to 
soften and adorn the ruggedness of all 
around it. 

Ichabod Wragg had a son, Nehc- 
miah, who was the pride of the vil- 
lage — good-looking, good-tempered 
and gay, as is natural for a youth of 
twenty to be. He was at the head of 
every thing that occiu*red to promote 
the mirth and good fellowship of the 
place. Did the young people want a 
dance on the green ? who to promote 
it but Nehemiah. Or did the people of 
Our Village come into collision with 
foreigners? who could lead them up 
like Nehemiah. He was the friend 
of the aged, and the glory of the 
young, and no man, woman, or child, 
was to be found in the village that had 
not a good word for Nehemiah Wragg ; 
even the Shufflebothams could tole- 
rate him. 

Adonyah Shufflebotham had a 
daughter, Kesiah, a year younger 
than Nehemiah Wragg. She was 
beautiful as a nymph, and gentle as a 
lamb, and seemed m her mild loveli- 
ness like a stray bird of Paradise, 
when compared with her more rugged 
compeers. 

It was not in the hearts of two such 
beings as Nehemiah and Kesiah to 
enter fully into the violent feelings of 
animosity that infiuenced their parents ; 
and though Nehemiah turned out with 
his faction, it was observed that ho 
declaimed bitterly against the proceed- 
ing, and always spoke leniently of the 
Shufflebothams. 

One moonlight evening, shortly after 
the introduction of tho attomies, one 
of those luckless maidens that are to be 
fbund in ©very village, who, having no 
business of their own, make it their 
study to know the business of every 
iMHly else, was aware of two figptires; a 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



Memoranda of Our ViUage, and iis- Fonnderi, 



male and female, walking not far from 
the home of Adonijah Shufflebotham. 
She watched them closely — she saw 
that the arm of the man gently en- 
circled the waist of his companion, and 
that after walking for some time, he 
led het to the door of Adonijah, and 
there took leave of her with a chaste 
salute. 

The next morning it was spread 
throughout Our Yillago that Nche- 
miali Wragg courted Kesiah Shuffle- 
botham, and the astounding intelU- 
getice was conveyed forthwith to the 
ears of lehabod. 

An enquiry was the consequence ; 
and Nohemiah, too proud and too 
honest to denv the truth, confessed 
Uiat he loved Kesiah, and that hu love 
was returoed^ — but Ichabod had no 
sympathy with the fedings of youth ; 
he drove his son from his presence in 
anger, and fnm that moment Nehe- 
miah was lost to Our Village. Whither 
be was gone, or how disposed of, none 
knew— but all lamented his loss. 

The gossip rumour, in like manner, 
conveyed the unpleasant information 
to the ears of Adonijah Shufflebotham, 
and with him it was attended with si- 
milar direful efll^cts. 

He ftiriously questioned his poor 
pale daughter ; who, too simple and 
too innocent to make a denial, and too 
terrified to justify herself, sank down 
at -his feet in a swoon — but the grey- 
headed man spumed her from him 
with a curse. 

There were hearts in the village of 
softer material than that of Adonijah ; 
and the stricken maid was received in 
the house of a neighbour, that she 
might abide the passing away of her 
fatber*s wrath. 

There her loss and her sense of utter 
helplessness became overwhelming, 
and were too much for her bodily 
powers to withstand, and sickness 
overtook her. She lingered for some 
time, apparently in a doubtful state 
whether she would continue here or 
quit this world for a better, where 
purity such as hers must needs be 
happy $ but at length her youth and 
a good constitution prevailed, and she 
displayed slight symptoms of amend- 
ment ; and the incident of her separa- 
tion from Nehemiah, painful as it was 
to her, and, doubtless, also to him, be- 
came of happy consequences to the 
families of both. 
Several months had elapsed and no 



tidings had been received of Nehe- 
miah, and he began, by common con • 
Hput, to be rauked amongst the dead . 
His father bitterly lamented his loss, 
for iu the secret comer of the old man's 
heart his name and lineaments were 
firmly gpraven — and often, and often, 
in his silent solitude did Ichabod ac- 
cuse himself of the death of his son, 
and fervently wish that he were then 
the husband of Kesiah Shufflebotham. 

Adonijah, also, had feelings of a si- 
milar tendency. He saw his daughter 
—his dear, his favourite daughter — 
silently suffering, not only disease, but 
that worst of anguish, the heart's utter 
hopelessness ; and he heard on all 
hands, and could not help feeling it to 
be tme, that his hard-hearted craelty 
had helped to bring her to what she 
was ; that, instead of being a support 
to her in her affliction, he had pressed 
the weight of sorrow with an unflinch- 
ing hand upon her, and helped to bow 
her down to the dust. 

We are strange creatures 1 That 
grey-headed man, although he bitterly 
repented his treatment of his daughter, 
and would have given lialf his wealth 
that it had been otherwise— although 
in secret his soul melted in tears of 
anguish for her, and he eagerly en- 
quired, and eagerly watched her pro- 
gress, yet he took her not to his bosom 
or to his home, but suffered her to re- 
main in the house of the friend who 
first received her in her affliction ! 

As time progressed the gentle Ke- 
siah slowly improved ; and, too feeble 
to support herself, was led by her kind- 
heartra entertainer to sit in the sun 
for an hour in the middle of the day, 
on a grassy bank not far from the 
house. The hour was well-known to 
the youuff people of Our Village ; and, 
daily as she sat there, die found herself 
surrounded by some or other of them, 

Srovided with a nosegay or a simple 
ower, or some other trifle that they 
knew would be acceptable to her. 

An old man passed the spot several 
days together, and gazed at Kesiah 
with much eamestness, and with a 
lookof feeling and of anguish. Again 
he passed, and he stopped some time 
to gaie upon her, and then passed on ; 
but on the next day he came to see her, 
and, after looking upon her piteously 
for a little time, he rushed towards her, 
seized her hand — and> kissing it, sob- 
bed ont a blessing upon her. It was 
Ichabod Wragg I 



Digitized by 



Google 



364 



Memoranda of Our Village, and its Founders, 



[Sept. 



The incident soon spread far and 
wide, and the blessing that Ichabod 
Wragg had bestowed upon Kesiah 
Shufflebotham was returned to him 
tenfold by the inhabitants of Our Vil- 
lage. 

Adonijah also heard of it> and> in 
the first moment of disappointed self- 
ishness, he felt as if Ichabod had in- 
vaded his right, and deprived him of 
some portion of the sympathy due to 
a suffering child ; but a better feeling 
prevailed, and'he became sensible that 
Ichabod had set him an example that 
it would bo sinful not to follow. He 
soon afterwards found himself at the 
bedside of his daughter, and all was 
peace between them I 

Adonijah and Ichabod daily paid 
their visits to the suffering Kesiah, 
and it was not long before they met 
together over the bed of sickness. At 
first the feeling was an awkward one 
on both sides. There was a remem- 
brance of ancient wrongs and grie- 
vances, and a struggling with old pre- 
judices and antipathies, and a frown 
darkened the countenances of the two 
men who for years had been opposed 
to each other. But all vanished as a 
dream when Ichabod, acting upon a 
better impulse than that of his reason*8 
con?iction, tendered the hand of peace 
to Adonijah. 

Adonijah accepted the proffered 
hand, and whilst the two pahns were 
united in something like friendly 
greeting, the two old sinners looked 
at each other with a shake of the 
head, and a leer in which there was 
much latent humour, and a look that 
implied that each was glad to see that 
his old opponent had at length dis- 
covered the error of his ways. 

The reconciliation of Adonijah and 
Ichabod was followed by the recon- 
ciliation of their respective followers 
and friends. There was an end of the 
lawsuits ; and all the sufferings and 
grievances sustained by the Shuffle- 
botham party, and for the redress of 
which those lawsuits had been com- 
menced, were entirely and for ever 
forgotten ; and in proportion as the 
estrangement of the Shufflebothams 
and the Wraggs had been long and 
bitter, were their efforts to oblige and 
conciliate each other. 

In the midst of these ebullitions of 
good feeling Kesiah slow! v but gra- 
dually recruited, and as she became 
able to go out and mix somewhat witli 



her friends, she became to be regarded 
as the common property of both fami- 
lies, and had a home as well io tbo 
dwelling of Ichabod Wragg as in that 
of her father. 

During these occurrences some seeds 
of religion had been sown, and liad 
taken root amongst us. Some good 
and zealous men bad tnade converts of 
a few in the village, and from a small 
beginning the feeling had spread until 
a meeting-house became necessary, 
and one had accordingly been erected. 

Other men, favourable to the Esta- 
blished Church, had also exerted them- 
selves, and procured the erection of a 
Chapel-of Ease, and the work of reli- 
gion and civilisation went hand in 
hand, and in a short time their human- 
izing effects became very visible in the 
altered and improved manners and ha- 
bits of the people of Our Village. On 
none was their infiuence more per- 
ceptible than on the two elders. 

Adonijah and Ichabod, now become 
as firm friends as they had formerly 
been enemies, united together to im- 
prove and enlarge Our Village, and at 
the same time to improve and enlarge 
their own fortunes, in which they be- 
came eminently successful. 

They acquired considerable quanti- 
ties of land by more honest means than 
those by which they acquired their first 
locations, and invited settlers from a 
distance ; and being naturally shrewd 
energetic men, and possessed of a cer- 
tain degree of influence as the patri- 
archs of the village, they succeeded in 
their object. 

They wished to increase the size 
and importance of Our Village by the 
establishment of some manufacture, 
and having succeeded in discovering a 
bed of coal under some land they had 
purchased, they were not long in in- 
ducing manufacturers to settle there. 
A factory was built — a tide of popula- 
tion flowed in upon us — as a necessary 
consequence more houses were requir- 
ed ; and the first factory appearing to 
prosper, others were erected, bringing 
an additional population, and calHng 
for further erections of houses; and 
shops and inns became greatly in re- 
quest, and Our Village very speedily 
began to assume the appearance of a 
bustling populous place. 

Adonijah and Icnabod thus realized 
a considerable property from their 
speculations, and as Our Village flou- 
rished, the male part of the two fami- 
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lies became engaged in its trade> and 
shared in its prosperity, and although 
age was making serious inroads upon 
the two elders, and they began to wax 
feeble, yet they managed to preserve 
their influence even over the stranger 
part of our population, and no change 
of any importance was concluded on 
until it had received their sanction. 

Thus matters proceeded for a period 
of six years or upwards after the re- 
conciliation of the two families, and 
Our Village attained a great degree of 
prosperity. 

At length we took it into our heads 
that we ought to have a fair and a 
market. In country places, especially 
places resembling Our Village, the 
creature of yesterday, legal forms of 
establishing a fair or a market are not 
. much regarded^ even if it ever occurs 
to any one that such things are neces- 
sary. In our case we were not suffi- 
ciently learned to be mystified, and so 
we called a meeting, and resolved, like 
men of business, that we would have 
an annual fair and a weekly market. 

The project was nearly knocked on 
the head by some meddling fellow re- 
marking, ** That as people would bring 
produce and goods from a distance to 
our fairs and markets, we ought to 
have a Market- Hall and a Market- 
place, which would cost money." 

For a moment this threw us all 
a-back, but we recollected that some 
village, not more than thirty miles 
from us, had a Market- Place, and as 
we had individually resolved, before 
coming to the meeting, that we would 
have a fair and a market, and as we 
had collectively, at the meeting, re- 
solved the same thing, we even put a 
good face on the matter, and, in a 
postscript to our resolutions, resolved 
that we would have a Market- Hall 
and a Market- Place ; and to put the 
matter in a tangible shape, we forth- 
with commenced a subscription for the 
purpose. 

Our subscription went on swim- 
mingly, and the requisite amount was < 
soon raised. A conmuttee was form- 
ed to lay it out, under whose superin- 
tendence land was bought, and a pro- 
per hall and conveniences contracted 
to be built and fit for occupation in 
three months. The whole matter was 
pressed on with great energy, and a 
day appointed for opening the fair, 
wUch we determined should continue 
for a week. 

VOL. XLIV. NO. CCLXXV. 



We proceeded to give notice to all 
the world, by advertising in the public 
newspapers, and otherwise, that an an- 
nual fair and a weekly market would 
in future be held in Our Village, and 
that the first fair would commence on 
a given day, and continue a week ; 
and to it we invited all farmers, clo- 
thiers, horse-dealers, drovers, and all 
others having cattle or goods of any 
description to dispose of or to buy; 
and aU keepers of menageries, show- 
men, tumblers, fiddlers, dancers, jug- 
glers, ballad-singers, hurdygurdy play- 
ers, fire-eaters, and all others capable 
of making fun, or willing to be amused. 

Great indeed were our anticipations, 
and fearful the bustle of preparation I 
Oiu* Market- Hall was complete a full 
fortnight before the time, and it was 
with singular ^tisfaction that we lis- 
tened to the enquiries of strangers 
about our fair, and heard their account 
of the great influx of tradesmen and 
visiters that would attend it. 

As the important day approached 
our excitement became greater, until 
at length the majority of us were in a 
perfect fever of expectation ; and when, 
two days previous to the day appointed 
for opening the fair, a waggon was 
annoimced as entering Our Village, la- 
den with commodities for sale on the 
occasion, our ecstasy knew no bounds. 
The entire population turned out on 
the occasion, and amidst the shouts 
and acclamations of the adults, and the 
yells and screams of the juvenile part 
of our community, the waggon was 
conveyed to the ground upon which 
the fair was intended to be held, and 
there took up a position as important 
in our estimation as any occupied by 
an army on the eve of a serious battle. 

The first waggon was speedily fol- 
lowed by others, and the workers in 
linen, and in woollen, and in silk, and 
in cotton, and in iron, and in bras8» 
not lacking a bountiM snpply of the 
children of Israel, cunning in works 
of gold, and of silver, and precious 
stones (or what they pretended were 
such, which to us was- much the same 
thing), poured into Our Village, and 
also took up allotted positions on the 
ground appointed for the fair. 

During the whole of that day and 
the day following, which was the one 
immediately preceding the fair, and 
during the nights of those two days> 
there was a contmned stream of people 
entering Our Village, accompanied by 
2a 
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conTeyanoeg of all kinds, and laden 
with articles of all descriptions. 

A goodly company of men from 
Yorkshire, knowing in horses and in 
beeves, also attended, and brought 
with them a variety of stock ; and there 
came also, in odd-looking vehicles, 
goods of all sorts — tents ^r refresh- 
ments — artists in confectionary — esta- 
blishments of millinery — toy • shops— ^ 
shows for the old and the young — 
tumblers — rope-dancers — jugglers — 
fortune-tellers, and all those various 
nondescript trades, businesses, sigiits, 
and wonders, that constitute that om- 
nium-gatherum a country fair. 

They were sM marshalled in due 
order on the ground appointed for the 
fair, and thence, until the following 
morning, all was breathless expecta- 
tion, waiting anxiousiy^or the moment 
when the fair was to be opened and 
the fun and the carnival to commcnco ) 
and so absorbed we were in this to us 
important business, that no inhabitant 
of Our Village presumed on that anxi- 
ous night to close the eyes in sleep. 

On the morning of the fair crowds 
of strangers, dressed in their holiday 
clothes, entered Our Village, and an 
assemblage of those who usually took 
the lead amongst us, including Adoni- 
jah and Ichabod, having gone upon 
the ground and formally announced 
the commencement of the fair, its 
business, its pleasures, and its frolics 
were not long ere they burst forth in 
all their glory. 

Silks and satins and gay ribbons 
l^ere soon seen fluttering in the air. 
Stalls were covered with wares of all 
descriptions, exhibiting the glittering 
variety of a bazaar with the regularity 
of a shop. The various showmen an- 
nounced their wonderful performances 
in right stentorian voices^ and the 
yelling of wild beasts, mingled with 
the shouts of a delighted populace and 
the noise of drums, trumpets, bagpipes, 
cymbals, gongs, fiddles, fifes, and all 
the other instruments that are to be 

found at such .an assemblage some 

blown with the lungs of Boreas him- 
self, and others beat with the hearty 
goodwill of a Cyelops— united hi form- 
ing such a dinning and stupii^ing 
noise as had never been heard in Onr 
Villaaro befbre, and, as wo verily be- 
lieved, never in any other place out of 
the infbmal regions. 

The various shows and tshibitions 
gave wonderful satisfaction. The 
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people were almost tickled into con- 
vulsions at the freaks of Mbter Punch, 
but there was a company of tumblers 
that secured to themselves the patron- 
age of the public by the untiring gri- 
maces, the singular antics, and the 
witty drollery of their Merry andrew. 
He had a good-humoured joke for every 
body, and, singular enough, his jokes 
were remarkably applicable to the per- 
sons to whom addressed, or of whom 
uttered ; and when he said nothing he 
looked so irreslstiblv droll, and moved 
his body about with contortions so 
comic, that if the spectator had the 
smallest particle of fun in his compo- 
sition, he could not resist his inclina- 
tion to laugh and be amused. 

Company browded to the booth at 
which the good-natured Merry andrew 
exhibited, and the performance within 
must have been quite as satisfactory as 
the exhibition without, for every body 
came out delighted; and the excel- 
lence of the performance and the spe- 
cial drollery of the Merryandrew be- 
came an universal theme. 

Thus closed the first day of our 
fair. Every body appeared satisfied. 
The sellers had met with good sale 
for their goods, and the purchasers 
were satbfied with their bargains. 
Those who attended for amusement 
expressed themselves highly gratified, 
and those who furnished the amuse- 
ment appeared satisfied with the re- 
muneration they had received ; and on 
tho morning of the second day peo- 
ple mot with pleasant faces, ana made 
their arrangements for again pursiung 
tho business or the amusements of 
the fair. 

Adon\jah and Ichabod, after attend- 
ing the ceremony of opening the fair, 
had retired from the bustle ; but on the 
second day, having heard so good an 
account of the first, they agreed to 
walk through it together, and to take 
Kesiah betwixt them under theu* joint 
protection. 

They accordingly went and viewed 
all its wonders — ^looked at the stores 
of goods arranged in beautiful and 
tasteful order, and admired and won- 
dered at each thing they saw, and at 
the vast company eoUectod together. 
They strolled on, gazing at this thing ' 
and at that, until thev found themselves 
opposite to the booth where the face- 
tious Merryandrew was amusing a 
delighted audience. Hiere he was, in 
all the dignity of paint and tinsel, 
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twisting himself about in the most sin- 
gularly droll evolutions^ and exhibit- 
ing a face that defied gravity herself 
to maintain her stoic indifference, and 
dealing witticisms right and left that 
drew forth shouts of laughter from the 
assembled multitude. 

Adonijah and Ichabod pressed 
through the crowd and got to the 
front> with Kesiah betwixt them link- 
ing an arm with each. 

Wild were the antics and the jests 
of the Merryandrew, and wild were 
the delighted screams of the specta- 
tors ; but he caught a glimpse of Ke- 
siah and her companions— his mirth 
ceased — he rolled off the stage on 
which he stood, and knelt at the feet 
of the group. The facetious Merry- 
andrew was the long lost Nehemiah 
Wragg I 

It would be in vain to attempt to 
describe the scene that ensued. Ke- 
siah sank down in a swoon, and her 
two aged companions were in little 
better condition. Some friends who 
were present conveyed the whole par- 
ty away to the house of Adonijah ; and 
the wonderful return of Nehemiah 
Wragg being soon spread through the 
visage, all the relatives on both sides 
were soon assembled there to satisfy 
themselves of the truth of his re-ap- 
pearance. 

Nehemiah had a long tale to tell— 
a long account to give of sufferings 
and privations, and a very small per 
contra account of enjoyments, during 
the time ho had been away from Our 
Village. 

He at first, it appeared, had travel- 
led as far from bis native home as his 
money would enable him to do with- 
out stopping. He then got work as a 
farm-labourer, which, after some time, 
he quitted, and entered into the ser- 
vice of a gentleman as groom. He re- 
mained in that capacity until his mas- 
ter died, after which he was reduced 
to great distress, and joined a company 
of strolling players — the whole par^ 
were taken into custody, and impri- 
soned as rogues and vagabonds; and 
after his liberation he had a narrow 
escape of being enlisted for a soldier, 
but instead of that got employment as 
a hand in a coasting vessel. There 
he remained some time, at very hard 
work and for very little wages, and 
was ultimately wrecked. Quitting the 
sea, he assumed the original occupa- 
Uon of his father^ and trayersed the 



country as an itinerant tinker Arid ul- 
timatehr he ioined the company with 
which he visited Our Village, to whom 
his wit and drollery rendered him a 
valuable acquishion, though his heart 
was fi^quently ready to burst with an- 
guish when h6 appeared the very per- 
sonification of mirth and jollity. 

During the whole time of his ab- 
sence he had heard no tidings of Ke- 
siah nor of his own family, and know- 
ing the implacable enmity that existed 
betwixt his father and Adonijah, he 
saw little chance that good would re- 
sult from any enquiry he might insti- 
tute. He had, therefore, remained si- 
lent, and striven with might and main 
to forget Our Village and all that it 
contained. But that might not be; 
for, in the midst of his hardships, and 
in the hour of his deepest distress, a 
figure was present to nis fancy, and 
fioating visions passed before him in 
his dreams, beanng comfort to him, 
and telling him of happiness to come, 
and that %ure was always prominent 
in the scenes that were at those times 
pictured to his imagination, and al- 
ways promoted and shared in the bless- 
ings tnat he in fancy enjoyed. 

It cannot, therefore, be surprising 
that when Nehemiah, by an accident, 
heard of the rapid increase of Our Vil- 
lage, and of the fair intended to be 
hoiden there, he prevailed on his com- 
panions to travel a considerable dis- 
tance out of their way to attend it; 
trusting, as he did, that he should have 
some opportunity to see Kesiah, and 
entertaining an undefined hope that 
something would occur favourable to 
his wishes. With what did occur the 
reader is acquainted. 

The business of the fair progressed 
most satisfactorily to all parties^ and 
even the company with whom Nehe- 
miah came to the village, although 
they regretted the loss of their compa- 
nion, did not suffer whilst with us 
from his abduction, for every indivi. 
dual of the village appeared to make 
it a point of conscience to visit the 
scene of Nehemiah's drolleries, and 
thus compensated to the company for 
the loss of his exertions. 

At leng^ the fair was at an end, 
and all parties were delighted. The 
sellers and buvers, and the whole tribe 
of amusers and amusees expressed their 
pleasure ; and we were gratified be- 
cause we had gained our great point 
of establishing a fair. A market fol- 
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lowed> as a matter of course ; and a fair 
and a market there have been from 
that time to this, and are likely to con- 
tinue. 

The bustle and excitement of our 
great undertaking being 0Yer» the 
people of Our vOlage had leisure to 
think of something else^ and they 
rushed almost in a body to congratu- 
late Nehemiah and Kesiah. The two 
families of Shufflebotham and Wragg 
manfully came forward to take the 
stroller by the hand, and placed him 
in business with themselves, and an 
immediate marriage was concluded 
upon betwixt the two, who, it was 
well known, had long been united in 
hearf. 

And such a marriage it was I No 
nonsensical parade — no affected post- 
ponement — no driving away to spend 
some time out of the sight and hearing 
of their friends. No I — the Wednes- 
day after the fair was named for the 
wedding, and publicly announced in 
the village, and we all thought that we 
had not only a right, but that it was 
our bounden duty to be present. 

On the morning of the wedding Ne- 
hemiah and Kesiah walked to the altar, 
accompanied by every one of their re- 
spective families, and followed by the 
entire of Our Village, man, woman, and 
child, that was able to walk. We con- 
sidered it a holiday, and we made it a 
feast. 

After the ceremony we all accom- 
panied them back to the house of Ado- 
nijah Shufflebotham, and there the 
whole multitude pronounced a loud 
and a fervent blessing upon them, and 
departed. 

Such was their wedding, and they 
were blessed — blessed in their fortunes, 
for they have been prosperous — and in 
their family, for they have children, 
who are virtuous and properous also. 

Adonijah Shufflebotham and Icha- 
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bod Wragg lived several years after 
that, and saw their children and their 
children*s children flourishing about 
them, and al length sank into the 
grave, full of years, and carrying with 
them the respect and the reverence 
of their survivors — a proof t^at al- 
though a man may commence life in 
error, he may, by the Divine assist- 
ance, terminate it satisfactorily. 

Nehemiah and Kesiah are still 
living, though life is with them getting 
into the sere and yellow leaf. N ehemiah 
has partly retired from active business, 
in order to make way for his sons. 

In the mean-time the prosperity of 
the two families of Shufflebotham and 
Wragg has gone on increasing, and 
various intermarriages have taken 
place amongst them, so that they have, 
m more respects than one, become one 
united family. 

The prosperity of Our Village has 
gone on in the same ratio, and many 
improvements have taken place. Our 
Village is made the centre of a parish 
by Act of Parliament, and we have 
only just escaped being made a bo- 
rough. 

Our trade and our manufactures 
have increased ; we have lighted our 
streets with gas, and we intend to lay 
down a railway to connect us with 
some important place ; but we cannot 
at present make up our minds as to 
the particular place with which we 
will be connected. 

In the midst of our prosperity and 
our change there are very few now 
left who know any thing, even by tradi- 
tion, of the origin'of Our Village ; and 
as the writer of thb considers himself 
to be nearly the last possessed of that 
information, he has thus recorded it 
for the benefit aud edification of the 
future generations who may become 
Our Village's inhabitants. 
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LETTERS OF AN ATTACH^ . 



THK COBONATION. 



My Dear Alpuonse» 

I HAVE seyeral hundred times re- 
pented of my promise to tell you all I 
shall have heard, felt, and understood 
during the London '^ glorious davs" 
of June ; so fortunate a companion- 
ship for our three '* glorious days** of 
July. However, I at length have 
braced up my indolence for the task, 
and if you find it intolerable, ennuy- 
ant, detestable, &c., let yourself and 
your importunity bear the blame. In 
revenge, I shall tell you every thing 
as it occurred, every thing as I saw it, 
every thing that came before me, new, 
odd, or extravagant, in a scene which 
was new even to the English, and in a 
country where every thing was new to 
your very diligent, very devoted, and, 
at present, very much tired friend. 

Cards for the ceremony of the 
voung Queen*s putting on the diadem 
had been sent to the ambassador for 
distribution among us. But, as it was 
lefl to our own choice to use them or 
not ; as I had imbibed an alarming 
idea of sittinc^ for twelve mortal hours 
in a cold cathedral, larger than Notre 
Dame, and as (you will own the final 
reason to be irresistible) I had been 
strongly tempted by the beautiful 

Lady B to solicit the ambassador 

for one of his tickets, and had failed, 
I was only too happy to lay mine at 
the lady*s feet, and trust to my own in 
the streets for the day. 

To acquaint my inexperience with 
the iocale, I walked down the princi- 
pal avenues which the programme 
marked for the procession a couple of 
days before. This was the 26th of 
June, the day first appointed for the 
ceremony. But the Tories, who as- 
^ist the Cabinet in all cases of difficulty, 
and settle the affairs of the Government 
on all occasions at their will, assisted 
them on this, and ordered that they 
titiould postpone the procession till the 
28th, thus saving them from one of 
the sullen and rainy days of the sea- 
sun, and appointing one of the finest 
in its stead. In Paris we have a good 



XondoH, June 26. 
deal of the advantages of an Opposi- 
tion, but the Engli^ are our masters 
in politics still, and it will be long be- 
fore ours can bespeak sunshine and 
settle the weather. 

One of the flings that struck me 
most on my first arrival in London 
was the immensity of the multitude, 
and its perpetual action. I involun- 
tarily asked myself a hundred times, 
where do all these people come from ? 
how do they exist ? or what business 
is it that keeps them in this eternal 
movement? The idea of any one's 
hiring a couple of straw chairs and 
sitting down to look round him, in one 
of the streets, probably never came 
into the head of any individual of the 
million and a half who rush hourly 
along the tide of life in London. Even 
the coffeehouses have no idlers gaping 
round the doors, or sipping ices and 
lemonade within. All is done as a 
matter of business. There are even 
no idlers in the Parks, the Tuilleries 
and Champs Elysees of this monster- 
metropolis. There the passengers are 
as much in motion as every where else, 
and except at the hour when the world 
of fashion ride for an appetite before 
dinner, there is no promenade. Sun- 
day makes a distinction, but then the 
Englishman walks, only because he 
has nothing to run after. In short, 
London is as unlike Paris as possible 
— a vast locomotive engine. 

But for the week before the corona- 
tion the crowd was overwhelming; 
the provinces poured their fiow into 
the capital, the coaches and diligences 
from the country were packed up with 
men, women, and children, like wag- 
gons with bales and boxes ; they were 
huge beehives fiying at the rate of ten 
miles an hour. Steam-boats, railroads, 
canals, all were in activity, and all 
pouring the country population into 
the streets. It was calculated that they 
added nearly half a million to the daily 
numbers of London. 

Though it rained, blew, and gloom- 
ed with what Voltaire called the *' uaoal 



Digitized by 



Google 



m 



Letters of an Attache. 



[Sept. 



seyerity of the English summer,** I 
amused myself for a while by looking 
attheprogressofthepreparations. The 
English are not so expert at turning 
cities inside out as we are. And Paris 
would have been converted into a city of 
bandboxes, or have exhibited a hundred 

ealaces of lath, tapestry, and painted ca- 
co fit for as many Emperors ; or have 
run up a dozen amphitheatres of Titus, 
with all their flags, embroidered cano- 
pies, and all the lions and tigers of the 
Jardin des Plantes gamboling in their 
arenas, before John bull was able to dis- 
figure one of his old brick-built streets. 
But it was done at last ; and bpr the 
help of planks, enough to have stnpped 
a Norwegian forest of all its pines, of 
vast Quantities of canvass and calico, 
and or zealous carpentering for a week 
together, London began to look un- 
like itself, and like a Continental cit^ 
on a fete dav. This finery made it 
look odd, without making it look gay. 
The nature of the place predominated 
over the powers of the brush and the 
hammer. 

Your friend Charles D. and I em- 
ployed ourselves in imagining what 
the venerable citv of rost bif and 
smoke most resembled in its new cos- 
tume and Its ancient gravity . He said 
that it was most like the Bceuf Gras, 
that most honest of beasts^ and most 
capital specimen of its kind, covered 
from horn to hoof with ribbons and 
garlands, yet seeming utterly regard- 
less of the honour, and going through 
the show with all the original serious- 
ness of hb character. Another sug- 
gestion was that of a company of the 
Banlieu preparing for a review in the 
Champ do Mars ; the gentlemen of 
the trowel, the forge, and the milk- 
pail, adopting the sword, the sash, and 
the shako, and marching to the sound 
of trumpet and drum with the dignity 
of Sunday saviours of tfieir country. 
Or, most questionable and flattering 
of all, our venerable and excellent ac- 
quaintance, Madame La Contesse, in- 
vesting herself with the costume of 
that fairest of the fashionable, and most 
fashionable of the fair, that pride of 
ambassadresses, Madame De Hon, and 
forgetting the fifty years interval be- 
tween her and beauty, going to a fancy 
ball at the TuiUeries in silk- web dra- 
peries and silver wings, as Psyche. 
Such wa9 our contrivance for escaping 
tl^e reeoUectiou that we were walking 



through some of the heaviest showers 
that I have seen even in this showery 
country. 

Still the carpentering, the naillog* 
up of canvass, and the torrents of rain 
went on with equal activity. The 
sulky-looking streets were rapidly 
transfomung into the look of a vast 
booth at a vast fair, and it wanted 
nothing but the canals, we had water 
enough, and the masquers, to imagine 
Qurs^ves a thousand miles from the 
huge city of London, and preparing 
for the carnival in the Piazza di Sau 
Marco, in Venice, the lovely, the de- 
licious, and alas I the dying. 

A large party at the hotel of tho 
embassy. The Marshal's arrival has 
been the signal for throwing off that 
intolerable darkness which seems to 
be the etiquette of ambassadorship in 
this region of tempests. The people 
are, like their climate, calm, of the 
most overwhelming calmness, and to 
be roused by nothing but a war or a 
revolution. Since I have come here, 
the spirit of the season, or the coun- 
try, bad sunk me at least fifty de- 
grees in the thermometer. The mer- 
cury rapidly approached zero. What 
was to be done, where a ball scarcely 
once a month, a drawing-room scarce- 
ly once a quarter, and the closed win- 
dows and doors of every embassy for 
six months in the year together, made 
life one long funeral procession ? In 
Paris, under such circumstances, we 
should have an emeiite, nothing else 
could restore the circulation of the 
blood. In Italy we should go upon 
the stage. In Vienna we should 
smoke opium and swallow sour-krout. 
In Stamboul we should break into 
the Harem, or take the Grand Turk 
by the beard ; any thing either to ex- 
tinguish our sensibilities, or to stimu- 
late them. But here the English are 
a provident nation. Till my residence 
at the embassy 1 did not perceive tho 
use of their multitude of canals ! But 
the Marshal*s ambassadorship-extra- 
ordinary has promised us a change ; 
saved your friend from the necessity of 
plunging himself and his crimes toge- 
ther into the bottom of one of tKose wa- 
tery receptacles for attac/tes tired of 
life, and saved you from receiving as a 
last legacy my opera-glass, tlie pay- 
ment of my debts, and the honour of 

discharging my pension to , instead 

ofihesQ UtSe despatches from tin: very 
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court of all the muses apd graces, all However, I am uot one of the royal 



presiding over the beUes jours of young 
queens. 

^ Bfais cett9 belle voix, ot ces beaux ycux, 
Sent 4 moi trop dangereux ; 
£t je luu triflte qiiand je crie 
3aiuM0Q8 \^ I^IelimchoUe 1" 



suitors. 



Yours, &o. 



•• Aud] now to bed, to bed, to bed." 

Macbeth, 



I went last night to see the ** Coro- 
nation." This, too, twelve hours be- 
fore its existence. But I hate to be 
taken bv surprise in any thing, and as 
one of tne suburb theatres exhibited 
all the glories of English royalty in 
advance, I ordered my cabriolet, and 
enjoved its trumpets, drums, huzzas, 
and horses, by anticipation. Nothing 
could be more loyal and laughable. 
The house, perfectly suburban, a phrase 
which, as you have no such idea in 
Parb or any where else on the conti- 
nent, implies at once showy and squalid^ 
tremendous dancing, and sometimes 
very pretty figurantes actors ; every 
thing that is outrageous, and audiences 
good-himioured d. Coutrance, grumb- 
ling only when they insist on the en- 
core of some song, which would break 
the voices and the hearts of all the 
Italians on earth, and bursting out 
into laughter in tho very depths of 
melodrame. 

I went to bed with my eyes full of 
stage-lights, tinsel, and odd fkces, and 
dreamed that I was ambassador-extra- 
ordinary on a mission to marry the 
daughter of the great Mogul by jproxy 
to the Emperor of Mexico. A shower 
of diamonds was poured upon me bj 
the magnificent father-in-law, and, 
choking with brilliancy, I woke, and 
found my valet standing, coffee in 
liand, by my bed-side, and shaking 
ine from my slumber, to say that it 
was five in the morning, and all the 
world was up I 

As it was not well to continue in 
rear of all the world, I rose, and after 
cloapatching the trivialities which make 
us fit to mingle in the presence of our 
fellow men, I went to look for the 

house of our friend D , if, with 

its new gown and petticoat of calico, 
and mask of planks and paint, I should 
he able to recognise it again. My 
valet had told me truth, but he had 
not told me the whole truth. The 
day had begun with gloom, the gloom 
soon deepened into rain, and all 
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threatened wofully for the canvass 
houses, and for the fair myriads who 
were so soon to take up their abode in 
them. But all London set the ele- 
ments at defiance ; all was in motion ; 
the principal streets were a perpetual 
line of life, a gulf- stream of man, 
woman, and child, all hurrying in the 
same direction — towards the west. The 
movement was almost h Corso, with 
carriages crowding after each other 
and flying along, filled with women 
fkshionably dressed; here and there 
an officer of rank enjoying the luxury 
of a whole vehicle to himself, and look- 
ing contemptuously enough on the 
pedestrians on the irottoir. But, ex- 
cept for the crowd, the streets looked 
as gloomy as the weather ; the shops 
were all shut, and as the shops form 
all the show of London, and as they 
are shut only on Sundays, or on the 
days of Royal funerals, coronations 
being rare visitants, a stranger sud- 
denlv dropped on this glot>e of ours 
would have had only his choice of 
eonjecturing that the middle of the 
week had suddenly Jumped back to the 
beginning, or that there was a new 
hiatus in the House of Hanover. 

Bnt, when I reached the scene of 
the royal programme, the gloom was 
all past. Round me were the faces, 
the bonnets, the hats, and the clamours 
of at least a hundred thousand people. 
From the spot where the bronze sta- 
tue of the first Charles looks down the 
vista, at whose end be lost bis bead, 
all before me was a sea of beads and 
all in full motion. Some taking their 
places on the scafibldings raised in 
front of the houses ; some mounting 
the posts of the gas btmpsi which then 
bore the true illuminations of the age, 
whatever might be the state of their 
coats and breeches ; some fixing them- 
selves steadily in positions on the 
trottotr, with the desperate determina- 
tion not to be unfixed for four or five 
solid hours ; ^nd others, like myself, 
elbowing their way through the mnl- 
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titude to the houses where their places 
had been kept. Whatever Charles and 
his charger might have thought of the 
vista> to me it was remarkably lively. 
As far as the eye could glance all was a 
succession of waving banners^ the flags 
of every nation, and of none, hung out 
from balconies ; scaffold above scaf- 
fold, looking in the distance like vast 
tents, of every colour of the rainbow ; 
the roofs of the houses crested with 
groups of gathering spectators, which, 
still rather scattered, and looking 
loungingly below, might at that dis- 
tance have been taken for scattered 
statues. At that moment, too, a regi- 
ment of heavy cavalry entered the 
street, to take up its place in the pro- 
cession ; and the glitter of their brass 
helmets, their scarlet coats, and the 
prancing of their handsome horses, 
gave the mass exactly the relief which 
the eye of a painter would have de- 
sired. The sun, too, threw in an 
auspicious burst, and the long coluom 
of the cavalry under it looked like a 
stream of fire working its way through 
a stubborn and sullen-coloured soil. 

We Frenchmen have heard so 
much of the buffalo spirit of John 
Bull, that I had prepared myself for a 
tough struggle. But I made my way 
with tolerable ease, neither fought, 
nor was challenged to the combat ; 
' was neither trampled to death, nor 
called a frog-eating villain for not 
having English for my mother tongue. 
On the contrary, I escaped without 
either proving my heroism or being 
forced to deny my country. French- 
man as I was I passed on, saw every 
thing that I wanted to see ; went 
every where, during the dav, where I 
wished to go, and preserved my limbs 
and my conscience entire, till I took 
them both with me to bed. 

My first movement had all the pre- 
cipitation of fear. D *8 house was 

at the bottom of the immense cut de 
sac before me. I feared for my place, 
my breakfast, and my corporeal ex- 
istence. I plunged on accordingly. 
But 1 reached our friend's with such 
comparative ease that, like all who 
are alarmed without cause, on getting 
rid of my alarm, I adopted the peril- 
ous course of leaving my proper bal- 
cony, and again returning into the 
crowd, and seeing all that was to be 
seen before the arrival of the pageant. 

Yet I had some compunctions on 



the subject. You know D 's hos- 
pitality. On this day it shone. His 
English father gave him the taste for 
pieces de resistance, solid masses of 
every thing eatable which distinguishes 
the native of this country. His French 
mother gave him the propensity to 
enjoy every thing enjoyable, which 
follows the native of ours every 
where, from Paris to Kamschatka. 
His house to-day was a complete re- 
fectory. Its tables would have made 
one of the fathers of the Chartreuse 
break his vow of eating nothing but 
pulse, or have satisfied the superb 
longings of a cardinal. They were 
piled with such luxuries as London 
can muster ; I admit, not such as the 
Paris cuisine would produce to be 
proud of, but very well notwith- 
standing. We firsf had been sum- 
moned to breakfast. The English, it 
must be acknowledged, breakfast well. 
They even exhibit some taste in the 
arrangement. Other nations overload 
the table, or starve the sitters. In 
England there is the happy medium. 
Tea, coffee, toast, and eggs, with a 
few slices of ham, intermixed with 
wings of chickens, form the juste 
milieu. All beyond spoils the appe- 
tite, occupies attention, and degene- 
rates into dinner. As for us. French- 
men never breakfast, except where 
we take our chocolate in a caffe. As 
the ladies never make their appear- 
ance in the morning, and as we never 
do any thing without them, our morn- 
ings pass in picking our teeth, tying 
our neckclotbB, and calculating when 
we are to dine. The formality of 
breakfasting is therefore out of the 
question. 

At the tables was another feature 
equally novel to a Frenchman, and 
captivating to all the world. Between 
forty and fifty ladies, generally young, 
for the matrons had probably been 
scared by the prospect of an ultra- 
squeezing ; generally pretty, all very 
handsomely costumed, and all in full 
smiles, sat down to the table. The 
gentlemen at first did themselves the 
honour of supplying those fair crea- 
tures with all that was necessary for 
their appetites, whose delicacy, fine 
and fashionable as it was, was not al- 
together proof against the singularity 
of rising at six o'clock instead of noon, 
and of inhaling the morning air instead 
of the midnight effluvia of the ball- 
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room. When the ladles had sipped 
and smiled to the extent of their incii- 
nationsy they retired, and the gentle- 
men took their places. In this happy 
alternation of indulgences we spent 
an hour or two, and if the English 
proverb is true, that " a good begin- 
ning is half the battle," a proverb, in 
my opinion, much superior to the tar- 
diness of the old Roman saw, that «* it 
is the end which crowns the mark," 
the gaiety of the morning*s meal gave 
promise of a goodly day. 

I am determined to say no more of 
the rain. But, once for all, I must 
say, that if the whole body of the Lon- 
don citizens had been one mighty glass 
tube, and the whole circulation within 
it quicksilver, the multitude could not 
have exhibited more susceptibility to 
every passing cloud. Half a million 
of eyes were turned every half miuute 
upon the sky, and, as if to tantalize 
them, that sky was a perpetual suc- 
cession of clouds and sunshine. Below 
mo the street was lined with a detach- 
ment of the Foot Guards. The otficers 
put on their blue cloaks, and made 
themselves ready for a winter cam- 
paign. A smart shower came down. 
The hubbub of the streets instantly 
subsided into silence. John Bull drew 
his hat across his brows, and awaited 
the deluge with the fortitude of one 
prepared to be drowned on the spot 
but not to be moved. To reward his 
constancy, I suppose, the face of the 
sky finally changed, the sun blazed 
forth, every countenance was lighted 
up along with it, and from that mo- 
ment commenced a lovely day — a day 
made expressly for this national festi- 
vity. 

I now sallied forth in good earnest, 
and directed my march to the Queen's 
palace, naturally the centre of all at- 
traction. I found the Park in which 
it stands crowded ; a detachment of 
artillery posted in view of the palace 
to fire salutes ; bodies of cuirassiers 
at intervals, and the infantry of the 
Royal Guards under arms. 

You have asked me what khid of 
monster is thb palace? I have not 
now time to talk of it ; but the de- 
scriptions which reached us in Paris 
were ridiculously en caricature. It is 
certainly not a planet among palaces, 
nor even a meteor. But it has merits 
much superior to any thing that I had 
been taught to expect. It is even 
a showy edifice, elegant in its con- 



ception, and finished in its details. 
But its position is unfortunate. It 
touches a suburb filled with steam- 
engines and chinmeys enough to 
blacken ten palaces. The Parthenon, 
in its site, would have worn a robe of 
soot in a week. The temple of Luxor 
would have looked like a cold^al 
blacksmith's shop. The palace of 
Queen Victoria is, therefore, any thing 
but an emblem of her innocence. It 
is the atrabilious reverse of " Candi- 
dior nive,'* and has the look of one 
hackneyed in the ways, and those the 
most fuliginous ways, of the world. 
The plan, too, is no more fortunate 
than the position. It forms three sides 
of a square, the next deformity to four. 
The wings thus effect the purpose 
directly opposite to that of all other 
wings of earth, or air, if that be light- 
ness. Those wings darken and de- 
press. After all, the most graceful, 
as well as the noblest of all ornaments 
to a great palace b the colonnade. 
Connecting the outer buildings with 
the body of the edifice, they are the 
pen-feathers, the strength and decora- 
tion of the wing together. Whether 
smooth or fluted, whether surmounted 
with the severe beauty of the Ionic 
capital, or the luxuriancy of the Com- 
posite, they are always a charm : and 
the chief fault of the palace of the 
young English Queen is, that it sa- 
crifices this truly Greek spell to sulleu 
magnitude and heavy solidity. 

But the view in front is pretty and 
gentle ; a sort of Tuilleries garden, but 
without the statues, but with what is 
infinitely more refreshing to the eye 
— a sheet of water, broken by one or 
two little islands ; primitive spots, 
whose only inhabitants are waterfowl. 
The Englishman shows in every thing 
that he is bom surrounded by the sea. 
Wherever he is surrounded by the 
land, he makes a mimic ocean, in- 
dulges his amphibious instincts by a 
pond in front, and fabricates a little 
St George's Channel at the bottom of 
his garden. 

Far be it from me to decry our 
Tuilleries, the multitude of days which 
I have spent under its shades in that 
most delightful of all occupations, do- 
ing nothing ; the quantity of newspaper 
lucubrations from the pens of all our 
iiluminati,from Armand Carrell, down 
to the incarcerated editors of the Tri- 
bune, while I was imbibing the glori- 
ons science of politics at two sous a 
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day ; and the half-million of blacky 
brown, demi-brown, and blonde of the 
makers of human finery and sootherg 
of human cares, who pour through the 
little groves in an uninterrupted stream 
of sportiveness, smiles, and short petti- 
coats, haye made it to me classic 
ground. Still it does not engross all 
the loveliness of the globe. Its marble 
heroes, rude as they may be, its stunt- 
ed trees, its fishes gasping for water, 
its loungers gasping for air, and its 
philosophers gasping for news, revolu- 
tions, and young Napoleon, do not al- 
together supersede tne velvet softness 
and showery green of even this Eng- 
lish promenade, this quiet and cool 
watcrrgiving quietnes? and coolness to 
every thing round it ; the trees, which, 
young as they are, seem" never to have 
worn the stays which make our French 
trees look so prodigiously well-behav- 
ed ; all have a sense of Nature's hav- 
ing her own way that I am beginning 
to like. I almost doubt whether the 
spot would be much improved by a 
naked Meleager exhibiting his atti- 
tudes in the purest marble before an 
equally naked Atalanta, or even the 
three " Graces of Canova," as palpa- 
ble as the most unhesitating chisel 
could make them, and revealing to the 
eyes of La Nation Boutiquiere those 
Parian proportions which were once 
reserved for X\iQpetits soupers of Olym- 
pus. 

But now trumpets and drums began 
to sound. The plot was evidently 
thickening, and I made my way to the 
esplanade in front of the palace ; the 
display here vras brUliact. A trium- 
phal arch, exactly modelled on ours 
in the Place du Carousal, placed, with 
equal bad taste, as a gateway to the 

Ealace, and differing from it onl^ in 
aving cost twice th^ money, and being 
the repetition of an error« bore upon its 
summit the national fla^i attenued by 
sailors, its natural guardians. On cither 
side were lofty scaffoldings, crowded 
with ladies, the palace roof had its 
share of spectators; and every eye 
was ^xed on the portico from which 
the young sovereign was to descend, 

On9 of the most remarkable features 
of the whole eereipoQial was the pre- 
sence of. the For^gn Ambassadors. 
These functionaries abound at the 
English Court. They came fiocking 
frqm evwy oqrner of the earth. Na- 
tions unheard of till within these half 
do90A y^furs, aod ifho^ politic^ coor 



cems consist in cutting off the heads 
of a whole dynasty when they grow 
tired of them with their heads on, for- 
tunate for the national honour if they 
do not roast and eat them ; republics 
whose existence began last month, and 
will close the next, all send diploma- 
tists hero to represent thehigh interests 
of their country, and cultivate their 
own by dining and dancing at Court 
and every where else that they can. 
But on this occasion we, always the 
masters of the ceremonies to the great 
Sal/e de Danse of Europe, we, par 
cxccUence the nation of gallantry, had 
the honour of setting the example of 
homage to the sex, — we resolved to 
send our oldest and baldest Marshal 
to dance before the pretty Queen Vic- 
toria. 

Our gallantry, too, was of some scr> 
vice. The ambassadorial faculty chief- 
ly contiisting in two points, keeping 
secrets that every one knows, and 
religiously respectmg ceremonies that 
all the world besides have exploded ; 
the proposal that those solemn per- 
sonages should go in the procession, 
produced a universal shudder. Eti- 
quette was in despair, the whole body of 
attaches were oraered to prepare them- 
selves for the last extremities, and their 
principals were ready to die, portfolio 
m hand, rather than to hazard this un- 
heard of innovation. Old Soidt had 
the merit of bringing them to their 
senses. Whether he used his old argu- 
ment of the sabre and the cannon, 
that " ultima ratio'* which the repub- 
licans learned so quickly from the 
kings, and the pupils handsomely paid 
back upon their teachers ; or whether 
he appealed to such understandings 
as nature has given to Austrians, 
Prussians, Swedes, and Spaniards, are 
among the secrets of their function, 
and are to be kept in pirofound secrecy 
till any living man shall trouble him- 
self about the matter. Probably he 
suggested that, as it was the purpose 
of their mission to be present at the 

Serformance in the metropolitan Catho- 
ral, and as they could go by no other 
way than the streets, they might as 
well go along with her A^jyesty as 
without her. At all events, they came 
to the determination of |oining the 
file, first mentally protesting against 
the breach of etiouette, and severally, 
as I am told, sendmg off couriers to en- 

Suire of their Courta, what was to be 
one fa this formidable emergency,—- 
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an emergency which was to be over 
before an answer of any kind could be 
received. 

However> the gallant Marshal led 
the way on this occasioni as he had 
done on so many others* and the diplo- 
matbts-extraordinary ordered tneir 
equipages to follow the stream, a prin- 
ciple which is the essence of all success 
in diplomacy^ as well as in all things 
of this life. 

My next movement was to pass in 
review their cmiipages, drawn up in 
the Bird- Cage Walk, now a wide and 
public road* but once a retired path 
where Charles 1I.> the brother of our 
St Germain*s King, a hundred and 
fifty years ago, used to take his morn- 
ing s promenade, attended by his cour- 
tiers and spaniels, two races of animals 
which, differing in the number of their 
legs, agreed in several capital points, 
the only exceptions of which I know 
any tmng being that the spaniels, 
though they fondle, do not flatter ; 
and though they may bite now and 
Uien, never betray. 

The carriages were fully worth the 
trouble of looking at them. They were 
certainly superb affairs. John Bull is 
supposed to . be the best of coach- 
makers and the worst of politicians, 
to bo unequalled in buildipg an ecjui- 
page, and the worst in constructing 
a treaty, of any man in existence. But 
time seems to equalize all things ; and as 
we have within these latery ears certain- 
ly arrived at the art of making the most 
ridiculous of possible treaties, we 
have almost reached him in the art 
of panels, harness, and hammer- 
cloths. Tiie Marshal's carriage was 
a prodig^iously glittering creation. A 
cornice of fretted and flowered silver 
a foot high surrounded its top. The 
solitary star of the Legion of Honour 
blazed on its blue panels ; half extin- 
guished every where else, it flashed 
from its blue escutcheon as from a sky. 
The Marshal had the good taste to ^- 
low no competitor to rivtiJ it* among 
the fifty orders which be had conquer- 
ed or commanded from the trembling 
courts of the continent. His baton was 
the only additional emblem. But it 
was enough. 

The other carriages were of Span- 
ish and Portuguese, Austrian and 
Russian grandeeism. Inside sat uni- 
forms of every conceivable embroid- 
ery, spangled with every conceivable 
prdert Tb^ wearers were all but in- 



visible. Moustache, whisker* and chin- 
tuft accomplished this ol^'ect for their 
faces, and I was content with the pri- 
yatlon. 

As the time was approaching when 
the procession was to move, I returned 
to our friend's house. The streets had 
now assumed a new appearance. The 
moviug crowd moved no longer, it 
had formed solid masses on the trot- 
toir ; the police force had taken their 
stand along the line in front of the 
masses ; the troops were spread in 
front of the police } the space in the 
centre was gravelled over, and kept 
clear for the carriages i and what was 
infinitely more to the purpose, in the 
way of ornament, the ladies had taken 
their places in the balconies. This 
view was worth all that I had seen, 
and worth all the gilded carriages that 
I ever hope to see. 

Let me pause a moment to reco- 
ver my breath, and I shall give you 
my final opinion of the beauty of Eng- 
lishwomen. They are the only wo- 
men in the world who can venture to 
show their faces in daylight I Let this 
be said without any undue qualifica- 
tion of my homage for foreign beauty 
in general* and French beauty in par- 
ticular. 

** Quoi I — Neron est il Amoureiix ? 
Depuia nn moment j mai« pour tuate ma 

vie, 
J'aime (qoe dis-je aimer ?) j'idolatre 

Junie.' 

But it was made for the light of chan- 
deliers. Its poignancy, like gunpow- 
der, sleeps until it is touched by flame. 
It is a fine picture* but the picture re- 
quires to be placed in the right posi- 
tion, to be shaded by draperies* and 
-coloured by contrast* and a hundred 
other ingenuities, which amply exer- 
cise the taste and talents of the posses- 
sor. In fact, its finest effect ii like 
every other fine thing in onr country ; 
it is theatrical. The soene must not 
be approached too near, nor glared on 
with too much light* nor dimmed with 
too little — but the lamps are essential, 
and then we have nothing to tio but 

to gaze, and be undone. 

For an hour or two we bad amused 
ourselves with the spectacle of the car- 
riages conveying the nobility to the 
Cathedral. Next to the women, by 
far the finest things in England are 
the horses. The Duke of Northum- 
berland's steeds* covered with blue 
ribbons, the Puke of DeTODsUre's* 



Digitized by 



Google 



376 



Letters of an Attache. 



[Sept- 



the Duke of Buccleuch's, and a mul- 
titude of othersi were superb animals. 
And the prices g^iven for them are su- 
perb. An English gentleman, who 
seemed fully conversant with such mat- 
ters, told me that the Duchess of 
Kent*s horses cost each upwards of 
8000 francs 1 But those English nobles 
are the richest in the world. Many 
of them could buy a German principa- 
lity, prince and all, and even their tenth 
class could swallow up a dozen of our 
majorats. This enormous opulence 
arises from two things, the possession 
of pedigree, and the absence of pride. 
Some of the noble families reach back 
to the Normans, and are like mighty 
rivers whose course is perpetually 
swelled by smaller rivers falling into 
their course. Those families gradu- 
ally become the deposit of a succession 
of minor families. But when the Eng- 
lish noble family decays in its exche- 
quer, it seldom exhibits any scruple 
whatever, to recruit its losses by an al- 
liance with the commercial classes. A 
handsome girl is not thought the worse 
of for bringing a couple of millions of 
francs in her hand. She gains her 
grand object, a title ; the honest trader 
who has made her dower gains his 
grand object, the honour of having a 

Seer for a son-in-law ; the peer gains 
is grand object, a sum sufficient to 
pay off the incumbrances of the family 
estate ; and the bargain thus pleases 
every body but the maiden aunts and 
the Herald's College, for whom no- 
body cares. 

As I stood at one of the windows, 
looking down over a whole parterre 
of bonnets and beauties in front, at 
the endless stream of showy vehicles 
which carried the elite of England to 
the Abbey, I happened to say some- 
thing implying a doubt of the Mar- 
shal's reception by the populace. 
" The higher ranks of your country,'* 
I observed to a solid-looking English- 
man, who was uneasily standing on a 
bench to make the same experiment 
over my shoulders, for we were 
crowded like pigeons in a coop, 
" will doubtless treat him with the 
respect due to his rank, but the 
people in the streets, what will they 
do?" 

** I shall undertake to say," was 
the reply, " that they will treat him 
better than even the higher ranks, if 
he has the sense to prefer cordiality to 
ceremony." 



'^ But he has fought against them 
80 long.** 

" They like him the better for it. 
He has fought stoutly, and you can- 
not get nearer to John Bull's heart, 
than by showing that you have a stout 
heart of your own." 

*' But your newspapers are at this 
moment attacking his talents as a sol- 
dier, and discussing over again the 
battle of Thoulouse." 

" Well, who can help them ? The 
newspapers don't care a pin's-head 
upon the subject, nor do the people. 
But newspapers are like those police- 
men before you, they flourish their 
staves to show that they can knock 
down upon occasion ; or, like the wild 
beasts in the Zoological Gardens, they 
roar to remind you of their existence, 
and show their teeth to tell you that 
they want something to eat. But, sir, 
with all respect for your country, I 
never met a Frenchman who could be 
persuaded that every peevish para- 
graph in a London newspaper was not 
a declaration of war, and that tho 
writer was not a Secretary of State." 

** But your graver publications, 
your Reviews, have taken up the sub- 
ject, and angrily too." 

*♦ Well, and who can help the Re- 
views ? We have no censorship here, 
and every one who has an opinion 
may give it, and this very license 
breaks off the point of the sting. Who 
cares for an opinion, when it is only 
one of a million of opinions ? A man 
in a garret thinks your Marshal the 
greatest general that the sun ever 
shone upon. A man in a drawing- 
room, with a Turkey carpet, and an 
ormolu inkstand, thinks that he does 
not know a musket from a pocket- 
pistol. A man in a printing office to- 
day compares him to Marlborough 
and Turenne, next day he pronounces 
that he is not fit to carry their knap- 
sacks. Who cares for all this ? Be- 
sides, to do the English papers justice, 
they did not begin. A pamphleteer 
on the other side of the water opened 
the ball, sank Wellington to the dust, 
and lifted Soult up to the skies. 
This put the match to the gun, and off 
it went." 

" Yes, the beginning of the skir- 
mish I allow to have been French. But 
the pamphleteerwasso obscure, his rea- 
sons were so absurd, and the whole 
was so evidently the work of Jaco- 
binism to sour the people of England 
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against the MarsbaU and the Marshal 
against the people, that English saga- 
city should have seen through the 
scheme and despised it.** 

** Perhaps so ; they certainly ought 
to have shown more temper than to 
care about such tricks. But the bull- 
dog lives for fighting ; show him the 
bull, and whether it is for sport or 
slaughter he flies at it. As for the 
battle of Thoulouse, the whole affair 
has been over nearly a quarter of a 
century ; three-fourths of all men alive 
were bom since and know nothing 
about it ; the other fourth have for- 
gotten \if excepting old women and 
lords of the bedchamber. We might 
as well abuse each other for the wars 
of the Edwards, or quarrel about the 
chivalry of Amadis de Gaul." 

The trumpets of the squadrons lead- 
ing the procession were now heard, 
and all eyes were turned to its en- 
trance into the street. It looked as 
fine as plumes, cuirasses, chasseurs, and 
valets all over gilding, and carriages 
hung all over with chasseurs and va- 
lets, could look ; it was an endless 
column of all kinds of brilliancy glit- 
tering under a cloudless sun. As the 
principal equipages passed, and were 
recognised, the populace gave them 
huzzas, more or less loud according 
to their favouritism. The Duchess 
of Kent, as the Queen*s mother, 
shared largely in the huzzas. The 
Duke of Sussex, as her uncle, shared 
still more largely, his relationship and 
his radicalism combining. But among 
this moving panorama of princes, by 
far the most warmly applauded was 
Soult. My English friend looked at 
me with a face of triumph at the 
success of his prediction. " I told 
you how it would be,*' said he. ** Yes," 
was my answer, " your nation knows 
how to pay the rights of hospitality.'* 

'' Not an atom of it^** said this in- 
tractable Cicerone. " Do you think 
that these fellows below are for any 
thing of the kind ? Not they ; they are 
merely indulging in the national cu- 
riosity; and they are not the worse 
for that neither. Every man of them 
has heard of Soult, and every man is 
trying to get a sight of his weather- 
beaten face. They know him to be a 
brave old soldier, and they don*t care 
a feather whether he fought against 
them or for them. To do them jus- 
tice, they never think of the blow after 
the battle ; and whether the affair is a 
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boxing-match or a campaign, no peo- 
ple on earth are more ready to shake 
hands when all is over, and say no 
more about it.** 

After this homely exposition of the 
soul of John Bull, how shall I rise to 
the description of the pomps within 
the Abbey. I shall not attempt the 
difficulty. I must leave it to your 
vivid imagination to conceive all that 
is conceivable on such subjects — the 
splendour, the loyalty, the embroider- 
ed robes of the Duchess of Sutherland, 
and the diamond stomacher of Prince 
Esterhazy, whose outer man on this 
day, I understand, has been valued by 
the authorities on such subjects at a 
quarter of a million sterling. Never 
was a noble so well worUi running 
away with. Never was a prince 
whose value would be so vexatiously 
diminished by his returning to those 
times of simplicity when coats and 
waiscoats were unknown. However, 
he is a favourite here, for reasons less 
sparkling, perhaps, than his wardrobe, 
but not less important to his mission. 
The newspapers will tell you all the 
formal proceedings of the day. The 
ceremony is the same in all its chief 
features with our own. The Pope, 
however, neither comes across the 
Alps for it, nor are the Cardinals an 
essential part of the performance. 
But the whole is ecclesiastical in the 
highest degree. The prelates are the 
managers — every part of the crowning 
is performed by the hands of archbi- 
shops and bishops. The laity, peers. 
Privy Councillors, and even Ministers 
stand at an awful distance while the 
Sovereign receives the diadem from 
the hands of the Church, and pledges 
herself to its privileges for ever^nd 
ever. When the golden circlet is laid 
on the royal brow the Peerage place 
their coronets on their own, and shout, 
having nothing else to do. A roar of 
artillery announced the auspicious act 
to the multitude without, and was an- 
swered by acclamations. We next 
heard the answering roar of cannon 
from their different positions round the 
city ; and then the day of pomp was 
done. The Queen retired, followed by 
the coroneted crowd, the pageantry 
disappeared like phantoms, and a phi- 
losopher, looking at the sudden clear- 
ance of the scarlet benches, might 
have moralized on the vanity of human 
things, though at the imminent hazard 
•6f being locked in for the night. 
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If he had, his philosophy would have 
cost him more than his supper— for 
the night was even more amusing than 
the day. London was one hlaze of 
illumination. Stars that eclipsed all 
their namesakes In the skies, dashed 
from the fronts of numberless build- 
ings. Inscriptions of tire, portraits 
framed in flaming rainbows, all the 
miracles of lamps and gas were in full 
vigour, and the night closed with 
fireworks from various commanding 
points, which, at a distance, gave the 
idea of a general confla£^ration of the 
metropolis, and which. If the astrono- 
mers of the moon happened to have 
been awake at the hour, must have 
given them materials for manpr a paper 
of erudite absurditv in their " Me- 
moires de Tlnstitut, or immortalized 
some Lunarian Buckland. 

I am now writing at midnight. A 
million or two of sleepers are dream- 
ing of the day, within the horizon of 
chimneys from my window. All now 
is still. How curious a magic is it 
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which, shuttmg at once the heart, the 
brain, and the eyes of an empire, makes 
ambition innocent, pleasure stlngless, 
gaming dull; artd money light as air ; 
makes the young Queen forget that 
she has this day worn a crown worth 
three millions of francs, and that a 
hundred dukes and princes are sighing 
to lay their caps and coronets at her 
footstool; hushes evcnGrisi's trumpet- 
tones ; makes Taglionl's twinkling 
feet as stiff as marble, and extinguishes 
all things for the time but policemen 
and parliamentary orators, the peace- 
makers and peace-breakers of that sys- 
tem of refined barbarism which we 
call civilized society. Thus In soli- 
tude, and reflections worthy of an 
ultra-philosopher, have I finished one 
day. I think the ghost of Titus stands 
before me, and bids me go to bed. 
Or Burrhus himself. Inspired by our 
immortal bard, exclaims, 

" PlQt anx dleux, que ce fut le dernier de 
ses eritneB V* 



THE BEV1£W. 



July 5. 



Dear ALtHoNSfi — 

Since the coronation London has 
been a round of entertainments — bal- 
loons in the public gardens — fetes at 
the palace — and dinners at the ambas- 
sadors'. The eternal succession has 
absorbed all our faculties. The life of 
a diplomatist in this country is no 
trifle. Between trying to recollect the 
faces of the well-dressed multitude to 
whom you are perpetually introduced, 
and to whom you must afterwards bow 
on pain of death; sitting out three inter- 
minable courses every day ; and after- 
wards either doing the honours of the 
embassy at home, or doing your own 
abroad, in the midst of some nightly 
thousands, with the thermometer at 
90 degrees, and Musard's band stun- 
ning you with Polonaises for twelve 
hours together, I have had serious 
thoughts of abandoning all hope of 
beincf minister for foreign affairs in 
my time, and retiring to the compara- 
tive solitudes of Paris. 

But, to-day, we have had something 
of a higher Kind to take off* a little of 
our ennui. The English artillery, 
taken as a whole, la known to be one 
of the finest corps in their army. The 



English themselves speak of it as the 
finest corps in Europe. 1 had, accord- 
ingly, some curiosity to see its per- 
formances : not that I have quite 
got rid of that salutary idea which 
makes a Frenchman in every part of 
the globe think that France can do 
every thing better than any other 
people, but that the remarkable calm- 
ness with which an Englishman gene- 
rally makes an assertion has some ef- 
fect in making you believe it to be a 
fact. The want of this calmness does 
us prodigious harm in the matter of 
imposing on mankind. We throw too 
much passion into our statement to 
win creduli^. I never could fully 
believe an Italian upon any sulgect 
whatever 5 his visage worked too 
strongly for the purposci his arms and 
legs were in too much muscular con- 
vulsion, his voice was too high ; in 
short, he made my conviction so much 
an affair of his soul and body, that my 
confidence instinctively hung back ; 
but when he proceeded to tear his 
hair, screamt and dance about the 
room, I set it down for a fiction at 
once. Why should any man put all this 
machinery in motion when the fact was 
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strong enough of itself? Here the 
composure of the Englishman has all 
the advantage. If he acts the knave, 
he does it with all the look of perfect 
indifference to the effbct $ he tells his 
tale, and leaves you to take it just as 
you may ; he suppresses all the advo- 
cate, and you accept him as the his- 
torian. But — d, nos moutons. 

As the review was to he some miles 
from London, at the chief station 
of the artillery in England, I rose 
two hours before my time, breakfasted 
with unusual despatch, and, after dis- 
charging those petty cares of the toilet 
Widen form so important a part of 
our duty, 1 ordered my horse, and, 
exactly at an hour before noon, gal- 
loped towards the scene. You will 
have to learn that, though Woolwich, 
the place of rendezvous, is perhaps 
three leagues from what is called Lon- 
don, it Is actually almost a part of this 
monster-metropolis — a monster which 
is evidently proceeding to devour every 
field for fifty miles round ; and which 
will soon make a blade of grass as re- 
markable a curiosity to the eyes of the 
citizens as a rhinoceros. The road, 
though broad, level, and admirably 
kept m order, as are all the high-roads 
of this country, was lined through the 
chief part of the distance with houses^ 
some of those guinguettes, surmounted 
with full-length paintings of Welling- 
ton, Howe, Mi Lord Grey, and other 
warlike and civil lights and disturbers 
of this restless world ; the paintings, 
of course, wholly inferior to our French 
signs, for we are excellent In medio- 
crity, but exhibiting all the honour 
that could be given by remorseless em- 
broidery and gigantic epaulettes. At 
intervals rows of private houses, call- 
ed by the general name of terraces, 
stretched along, and now and then a 
pretty villa peeped from its boWery 
trellises and silvan shades, as if to re- 
mind the passenger that he was not 
still in the heart of the most inordinate 
collection of brick on the face of the 
earth. 

The visitants. Including all the fo- 
reign Ambassadors, all their suites, 
miStary and civil, a crowd of generals, 
and a following crowd of fashionable 
people, in dashing equipages, now be- 
gan to pour alon^. The inhabitants of 
the houses on both sides flocked to their 
windows in their l)e8t apparel ; we thus 
had a preliminary review of our own j 
and if popular curiosity could stamp 



popular distinction, matiy a man, as 
simple as your friend, became uncon- 
sciously a public character. The ca- 
valcade continued to rush on, now and 
then a little impeded by "the obstinacy 
of some noble driver of a barouche and 
four, who insisted on taking his own 
way, and overtaking every IkkIv** else ♦ 
the sight of a dtagoon posted across 
the road to prevent our running out of 
the train; or the approach of some 
supereminent personage to whom all 
the inferior world were bound to yield. 
I myself drew up In succession to a 
shoal of Ambassadors, took off my cap 
With all humility to hhi Highness of 
Nemours, who rushed by me on a 
fierce, fast-trotting English horse, too 
rapidly, I fear, to have been sensible 
of ray loyalty in a strange land, and 
made a salaam, worthy of a dragoman, 
to his Highness Mahommed Ben Ali 
Ben Uglou, representative of the Sub- 
lime Porte, and through him represen- 
tative of the Sun and Moon. He was 
Worthy of the magnitude of his mis- 
sion ; long-beard^ and grim, equally 
vast and venerable, with the look of a 
dreamer and diplomatist of the first 
Water * the whole idea, however, much 
diluted by a pair of spectacles. What 
necessity catt those Tartars have for 
such contrivances of an effeminate civi- 
lisation ? The Turcoman sees a cara- 
van fif^y miles off, or shoots his man at 
a mile off without spectacles. The 
Tartar rides a hundred miles a-head, 
through swamp, sand, fbrest, and moun- 
tain, straight as an arrow ; finds his 
way from the Wall of China to the bat- 
tlements of Astracan, and fobs a pro- 
vince, or overruus an empire, without 
them. It Is only In cities, among the 
enfeebled sons of Europe, or this su- 
preme generation of elegance who 
love debility for Its own sake, that such 
appendages can become necessary. 
The Turk ought to wear them no 
more than the American Indian. Sd- 
vages alike, and difibring only by the 
difference between a cacnemere snawl 
and a painted skin, they ought to 
be alike contemptuous of every thing 
that can impair the original dignity of 
their nature. The Moslem^ spec- 
tacles spoiled my homage for the man 
of the scymitar. I looked Do more 
even at the head of Mohammed. 

The review ground lies beyond 
Woolwich, part of it along the banks 
of the Thames, which here are low, and 
part of it on an elerated plain inland. 
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The day happened to be remarkably 
fine; bright, without the intolerable 
heat with which the English summer 
generally qualifies its tine days, and 
which makes it a matter of prudence 
not to be too eager in wishing to get 
rid of its native fog and rain. This 
fog and rain, too, have the eflfect of giv- 
ing the soil that proverbial verdure, 
which I am beginning to think the 
most delicious feature of any landscape 
whatever. My eyes have been so 
burned out with the hard, dry, turme- 
ric-coloured fields of the Continent, 
from the first day when the primrose 
peeps from its leaf, to the day when 
the trees of the forest, like our belles 
of Paris, dress for winter, by undress- 
ing themselves of all their vegetable 
draperies, that the sight of grass ex- 
isting beyond the first week of sun- 
shine is an absolute relief to my angry 
imagination. I, who have seen the 
far. filmed Slopes of Lausanne, re- 
sembling nothing but a colossal brown 
loaf, the Pyrenees, as if they had been 
covered with a tanned bull's hide, and 
looked from the Rhigi itself on a circle 
of hills and valleys that might have 
rivalled the ash-hole of a furnace a 
hundred and fifty miles round, see the 
English landscape with a delight 
which I shall not pique your nationa- 
lity by attempting to describe. Now, 
as far as the eye could stretch, the 
earth was covered with a carpet green- 
er than ever was wrought in the looms 
of D'Aubuisson, and nearly as soft ; 
light and elastic to the tread ; breath- 
ing the very air of health, and second- 
ing with infinite effect the surrounding 
picturesque residences of the richer 
English, who certainly, in those mat- 
ters, have the luckiest taste of any 
people alive. 

The display began: — we, that is 
all who, like myself, were on horse- 
back and wore uniforms, and, to the 
credit of the national politeness, first 
of the first, all who wore foreign 
uniforms ; then some of the ambassa- 
dors, the Russian in the scarlet live- 
ries, which looked as if he were a com- 
petitor for the British throne; the 
Austrian, with hb huge vehicle, stuffed 
with Hungarians and Transylvanians, 
bilious-looking men, with their noses 
and chins buried in bunches of yellow 
hair; the Swedish, with the pallid 
visages of hyperboreans who had been 
frozen during the last winter, and who 
"were yet scarcely recovered, — with 
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half-a-dozen other specimens of grim- 
ness from the line to the pole, — and, 
finally, a vast concourse of specta- 
tors on foot, — were admitted within 
the singularly narrow gate of the in- 
closure. Apropos, if I shall, in the 
course of the next war, be appointed 
to take the command of the invasion 
of England, I shall wait for some 
field-day of the British artillery on 
this very spot. I should infallibly 
capture every man and gun of them ; 
for it would be utterly impossible for 
them to get out of this gate, in case 
there was to be the slightest necessity 
for getting out, more than one at a 
time. I myself was in the greatest 
possible hazard of being jammed in 
the defile to this hour, from accident- 
ally coming in contact with a citizen 
only a little above the ordinary di- 
mensions. There we stood back to 
back : it required the aid of a dragoon 
to extract me. 

All the mounted party then ad- 
vanced in a thick group, led by Sir 
Hussey Vivian, the present Master- 
General of the Ordnance, to the spot 
where the performances were to be- 
gin. The practising-ground forms a 
parallelogram about three-quarters of 
a mile long, with the Thames at its 
extremity ; a mound about 1200 
yards off to receive the shot whicii 
fell round the target, and the ships 
and steamers on the river to receive 
any which disdain the ground. This 
must so oflen occur, and the passing 
vessels are so happily placed to be 
struck, that nothing seemed more won- 
derful, in this day of wonders, than that 
the batteries had not the honour of sink- 
ing every thing that steered in sight. 

At length the rocket-practice be- 
gan. The target was instantly 
knocked down ; and the discharges 
followed each other so fast, that, as 
whoever attempted to plant it again 
would have been inevitably pierced 
like a bleeding heart on a seal, the 
rockets had nothing to do but to beat 
it about, and treat it as Achilles did 
Hector when he had him fairly on 
the ground. 

You have seen the rocket-prac- 
tice at our camps. But I, at least, 
have seen nothing comparable to the 
skill, rapidity, and precision to which 
the service has been brought here. 
Our artillerists are quick, clever, and 
brave ; this is only saying that they 
are French. But the Englishman's 
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quietness of moTement> dexterity, and resulting from all those, the tenm-. 



attention to things which our impa- 
tience overlooks as trifles, give him 
the true qualities for an artillerist. 
The rocket, which wo have found so 
difficult to manage, and which even 
the diligence of the German has often 
found so dangerous, is here a weapon 
as much under command as the bayo- 
net. In the discharges, whether 
single or in volleys, no failure, no re- 
coil, no disaster of any kind took 
place; and those tremendous fire- 
works continued sweeping over the 
field with a steadiness and a strength 
wliich, against troops, must have been 
desolating. The very flight of the Con- 
greve rocket is startling ; it springs 
from the ground in a volume of flame, 
and then rushes along with a conti- 
nued roar, with its large head blazing, 
and striking point-blank, and with 
tremendous force, at the distance of a 
mile or more. In a siege it is alrea- 
dy extremely formidable. It bursts 
through roofs ; it fixes itself wherever 
it can bore its way ; and it inflames 
every thing that is combustible. 
Stone walls only can repel it, and 
that not always. This weapon may 
be regarded as almost exclusively 
Englbh in. its use, as well as its ori- 
gin. It will be like the English bow 
in the fifteenth century. 

In the next war what an extraordi- 
nary change will take place in all the 
established instruments of putting 
men out of the world ! We shall be 
attacked at once from above, around, 
and below. We shall have the bal- 
loon showering fire upon us from 
miles above our heads ; the steam-gun 
levelling us, from walls and ramparts, 
before we can come within distance 
to dig a trench ; the Congreves setting 
our tents, ammunition- waggons, and 
ourselves in a blaze in our ftrst sleep ; 
and the steam-boat running and doing 
mischief ^y^ty where. But of all 
those mischief-makers I should give 
the palm to the rocket. No infantry 
on earth could stand for five minutes 
within five hundred yards of a well- 
served rocket-battery. Half-a-dozen 
Volleys of half-a-dozen of these fiery 
arrows would break the strongest bat- 
talion into fragments, lay one-half 
dead on the ground, and send the 
other blazing and torn over the field. 
The heaviest fire from guns is nothing 
to their etl'ect. It wants the direct- 
ness, the steadiness, the flame, and, 
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If the British troops shall ever come 
into the field without an overwhelm- 
ing force of rocketeers, they will 
throw away the first chance of victo- 
ry that ever was lost by national ne- 
gligence. Nothing can be more ob- 
vious than that this tremendous wea- 
pon has not even yet arrived at its full 
capacity for war on a great scale. 

We were next shown the efiects- of 
the other branches. Galloping back on 
both sides, to give way to the huge 
muzzles of a range of howitzers, we 
witnessed the precision with which 
the shells were thrown. Still open- 
ing our files, we gav» way, with all 
due deference, to another range. 
Then the siege-artillery, twenty-four 
pounders and eighteens, roared away, 
and shook the mound into dust a 
thonsand yards ofi^. Then, advancing 
again down the parallelogram, which 
was lined on three sides with the 
crowd, fourteen field-pieces set oflT, 
playing, ia rapid succession, against 
the targets, at the distance of' a third 
of a mile. Then, as a grand finde to 
this operation of the day, we had the 
rockets again. A troop of cavalry, 
more formidable than cavalry ever 
were before, a dozen of whom woidd 
have put to flight the whole army of 
Xerxes, or turned the fortunes of 
mankind at the battle of the Granicus, 
for they were loaded vnth irresistible 
fire, bojinded forward with their 
rockets fixed at their sides, rode to 
the front, and began their conflagra- 
tion. At night this must have been 
sublime. With its fiery trains, and 
its eccentric sweep, nothing could 
have surpassed it but a flight of co- 
mets. Even in the broad day it was 
superb. Volleys, by tens and twen- 
ties, were thus launched out upon the 
sky, till a hundred rockets were con- 
•sumed. 

The Master- General then turned 
his bridle, and led us to the model- 
room and repository of the arsenal ; 
here we looked over specimens of 
every species of aim, till we mounted 
our horses )igain, in front of this fine 
building, and rode to the field. 

We were now on elevated ground, 
with a wide view of the surroundiug 
country, and that country the true 
English landscape, and in the fina^^t 
jseason. Switzerland may have more 
romantic scenery, and there are even 
in France valleys of pastoral beauty ; 
2b 
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but the look of perfect cultivation be- 
longs to the landscape of this country 
alone. The fences, the distribution of 
the grounds, the planting, the various 
colours of the cultivation, all make it 
delightful. One impression is univer- 
sal ; however solitary the champaign 
may be, in England it seldom has tiie 
look of solitude. Of course, I do not 
speak of its regions of lake and moun- 
tain, but in all its more level pro- 
vinces, even if neither husbandmen 
nor cattle were to be seen round the 
horizon, the aspect of cultivation is so 
clear, that you instantly fill the soli- 
tude with the associations of man, of 
all associations the most touching, 
constant, and animating. 

Our cortege, as we rode up, found 
the field, which is of vast extent, 
wholly encircletl by carriages, horse- 
men, and multitudes on foot, who had 
been waiting for some time for our 
appearance. We evidently made a 
prodigious sensation, and, I presume, 
deserved it, if epaulettes and shakos 
of every colour and plumage, showy 
uniforms, and horses coVered with ca- 
parisons of every kind, Turk, Tartar, 
Ru88, Spaniard, German, and French, 
coudd reward so many thousand pairs 
of brilliant eyes for the trouble of ad- 
miring us. But if I had any personal 
vanity to torture, it must be acknow- 
ledged that the Marshal was the grand 
point of attraction. Every one pressed 
forward to see « SouU." The old 
soldier's fame had palpably carried off 
the eyes and plaudits from us all, di- 
plomatists included ; an affair which, 
on this and other occasions, has, I un- 
derstand, thrown tlie whole corps di- 
plomatic into that kind of jealousy, 
which is the more vexatious from its 
refusing any legitimate outlet, being 
utterly beyond remedy, and being only 
the more laughed at the more it is 
known. 

The batteries were formed in small 
separate troops in the diameter of tliis 
plain. In a few minutes tlie trumpets 
sounded, and they were all in motion. 
.The mana^uvros were those which 
now form the artillery servico of 
Europe ; attack and retreat, the cover- 
ing of columns in movement, and 
the change of front. But n\\ were 
done witli extraordinary exactness. 
The French artillery move as quick, 
and. fire as fa^t as any corps in the 
world ; hut all continental services are 
apt to overlook niinutia*. Nothing 
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was overlooked here. Yet nothing 
was tardy, loose, or unfinished in its 
performance. The moment when the 
word was given all was ready ; the 
whole line had limbere<l up their guns ; 
the next they were seen half a mile 
off, with their guns in position ; in the 
next they rolled out a rapid and well-' 
sustained fire, and before the smoke 
ha«l cleared away, they were another 
half mile off, and in position again. 
Then came the roar of their volleyp. 
They left the smoke standing, and 
under its cover had dashed to the 
opposite extremity of ^e field. The 
light artillery were, if possible, still 
more complete ; mounted on quick and 
powerful horses, they did every thing at 
the gallop. They were evidently quite 
equal to the most rapid cavalry move- 
ment. And their loosing the tackle 
of their guns and horses was done 
with unfailing dexterity. In one in- 
stance, perhaps in many, for the smoke 
sometimes hung heavy, a troop sud- 
denly dismounted, pulled their gims to 
pieces, and fiung themselves on the 
ground beside the fragments. As 
rapidly again, at a signal, they sprung 
up, reunited the whole, and with the 
guns were in full speed across the field. 
The only point to which. I could at- 
tikch a fault was one which they had 
beyond question adopted from our- 
selves — the caps of the light artillery. 
They are our hot, heavy bearskin 
mufis, enormous things, which, wiUiout 
protecting the head from the rain, ex- 
pose tho head, and the man with it, to 
be blown off the horse by apuff of wind. 
In bad weather they are thus an en- 
dumbrance, and in heat they melt the 
wearer to the bone. The Hghter the 
head -gear of the soldier always the 
better. Even if helmets wore made 
of straw it would be better for him 
than any of those cumbrous Baleries 
of brass and iron, horse-hair, or bear's 
hide, which always fatigue, -alwaysgive 
headaches, and whose weight, when 
the matter comes to cotips de aabre, is 
more apt to give force to the enen^y's 
sabre than to ward it off. It is not to 
be forgotten tliat all nations who fol- 
low nature wear the head as lighfly 
covered as possible 5 the Indian of the 
West, tlie Tartar, and all the natively 
warlike tribes, trust to little more tlian 
a U\i\ of their own hair. But fashion, 
imitation, and the love of finery, load 
us and our troops with bunions ; and 
those, too, on the roost delicate portion 
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of tbe human structure, which the 
most muscular would be uu^ble to 
bear. As to (lefence, a soldier gets 
a hundred headaches for one blow in 
fair fight ; and the soldier whose arm 
cannot protect his own skull, will not 
find protection in a cap of adamant. 
After tbe review came the hospi- 
tality. We were handsomely enter- 
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tatned by the General commanding 
the Ordnance ; drank loyal toasts in 
excellent wines ; went out to see the 
regiment with its saj^rs, to the 
amount of some thousands, dining in 
the open air ; and, in a serene evening, 
perfiuned by the smell of new-mown 
hay and a tliousand flowers^ rode home 
after a spirited and instructive day. 



THE REVIEW OF THE GUARDS. 



I have just returned from, another 
brilliant scene. The young Queen, at- 
tended by a whole host of the nobility, 
was present in Hyde Park, to see the 
mantjeuvres of the Royal Guards. All 
the diplomatists were, of course, in- 
vited to be on the spot ; for English 
civility seems determined to know no 
bounds ; and, after dininf ont day after 
day, in a succession of the very sump- 
tuous hotels of the English patricians, 
and dancing until we are dnven home 
by the recollection that the next day 
is far gone, and that wo must dress for 
dinner again, we are continually sum- 
moned to some fefe champetre, some 
public show> or the celebration of the 
anniversary of some great public esta- 
blishment. 

Thb morning was devoted to attend- 
ing on the Ambassador, in whose train 
we exhibited ourselves in Hyde Park, 
The Park is a large space, open to the 
citizens, who scatter themselves about 
its walks and rides in profusion on 
Sundays ; ten times the size of the 
Champs Elys^es, and more than ten 
tiroes the beauty, notwithstanding the 
inferiority of its name. 

It is covered by the matchless verdure 
which belongs to England alone, un- 
dulates just enough to relieve the mo- 
notony of an absolute plain, and from 
its fine groups of trees, and broad sheet 
of water gleaming through them, has 
the quiet aspect of a magnificent park 
attached to a private mansion. But 
on this day all was tumult, glitter, 
tnd multitude. When we entered the 
field, we found the troops drawn i^ 
in a line from north to south. The 
Foot Guards in the centre, cavalnr on 
the flanks and rear, and troops of field- 
artillery forming the extremes of the 
wingfs. Handsome houses surround 
three sides of the Park, and they were 
crowded at every window, and even on 
the roofs, with fashionable spectators. 



The whole looked not unlike a colossal 
amphitheatre, of which the Park was 
the arena, and we and the troops bad 
the honour to be the performers. 

In front of tlie centie a guard of 
honour surrounded the Royal stand- 
ard, and there the Queen took up her 
position. She entered the Park about 
eleven, announced by the firing of 
cannon. The troops then stood to 
Uieir arms ; and the whole cmiege 
followed her Mi^esty along the line. 
This aight was striking. You already 
know my opinion of the appearance of 
British troopa on the ground. But 
these were the elite of the Britbh 
troops— the Life Guards and the In- 
fantnr of the Household. Nothing 
could be more adnurable than their 
tenue. The infantry, well set up, 
steady, and alert — the cavalry, giants, 
without the lourde look that great 
height so often gives. Their swords 
are longer, broader, and altogether a 
more effecUve weapon than ours. But 
they have adopted, in compliment, I 
presume, to France and bad taste»*the 
enormous bearskin cap, which places 
the face of the wearer as nearly as 
posdble at the middle of his figure ; 
and for grace or utility he might as 
well wear one of the regimented kettle- 
drums. As the cap ia too heavy for 
the man, the man is too beavyfor the. 
horse, powerful and spirited an animal 
as the English dragoon horse is. The 
weight of cuirass, carbine, accoutre- 
ments, and rider, cap and alt Ib enough 
to crush anv thing less than the bone 
and bidk of an cuephant. Suoh sol- 
diers may answer the purposes of pa- 
rade, or ride through a field-day ; but 
compaigning is out of the question. 
Even the Belgium campaign of 1815 
is not an answer. It was but a three 
davs* evolution. And though on our 
ride the deplorably heavy oavaky were 
thrown away against the miglish 
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squares, and scarcely less than devoted 
to ruin by the unaccountable rashness 
of Napoleon himself, the English ca- 
valry were chiefly reserved, and brought 
forward only at the close of the day, 
which was clearly the only and the 
fitting time. 

As we moved along, we had a fur- 
ther opportunity of surveying the peo- 
ple, who, in all the displays of this 
country, form one of the most inter- 
esting portions of the entire spectacle. 
The multitude was incalculable, and 
its numbers were brought still more 
forcibly before the eye, from the limits 
within which they were compressed. 
The mass of human beings was solid 
on three sides of the circle. On the 
fourth, and in rear of the troops, it was 
more scattered over the plain, or 
grouped up on the rising grounds 
which gave a view of the movements. 
This coup dceilyr^ the more novel 
from the odd erections on which the 
populace took their places ; benches 
placed on chairs ; baskets and barrels 
for the foundations ef structures equally 
frail ; and every kind of slight scaffold 
sustained the " Sovereign people." 
Fortunately they were liot far enough 
from the ground to break legs and 
arms, otherwise the public loss in these 
points must have been considerable, 
for we heard their crashing every 
moment. The trees, too, were thickly 
loaded with that forbidden fruit, spec- 
tators ; 80 thickly, indeed, that the 
branches often broke down with their 
crop. Those were especial objects of 
attention to the police, and a sort of 
petite ffuerre was kept up between the 
parties below and the parties above 
during the day. The police had the 
worst of it. It was the war of the 
Pygmies and the Cranes. 

The' troops then, on the discharge* 
of a gun, broke off into companies and 
squadrons, and passed the royal stan- 
dard, the officers saluting as they 
passed. The actual manoeuvres now 
commenced, and for nearly two hours 
a succession of active field movements 
were gone through, and, I must ac- 
knowledge, gone through with admir- 
able finish, skill, and rapidity. The 
line advanced, throwing the skirmishers 
in front, two battalions of rifles. The 
skirmishers were recalled after some 
rounds, and the line commenced firing, 
by volleys of regiments, from theriffhc. 
Nothing could be more perfect tlian 
this fire, Its precision was complote. 
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The line then faced about and retreat- 
ed, forming columns on halting. The 
superb cavalry of the Life Guards, 
flanked by Hussars and Lancers, now 
moved up by squadrons through the 
intervals, formed line, and charged. 
This was by far the finest part of the 
spectacle, the grand jeu of the day. 

The whole plain was covered with 
the two finest animals on earth, men 
and horses, and both in their finest 
caparison, spirits, and action. Forbid 
. it all the genius of my native country, 
that I should give any thing on earth, 
or under it, precedence of the sex ; 
though, perhaps, I may be forgiven 
for presuming their ambition not to 
deal in charges of cavalry. But be- 
fore we came, an absolute forest of 
swords, spears, and banners, rushing 
on with the speed of the whirlwind, 
shaking the very ground with the 
thunder of their tread, and rending the 
skies with the blare of their trumpets; 
— seeing these things, I wonder no 
longer that Jacques, or Hyaciuthe, or 
any of our eaters of brown bread, 
delvers of ditches, and dressers of 
vines, feels the love of lace and man- 
slaughter suddenly spring up within 
him, fiin^s down the spade for the 
sabre, and goes forth determined to 
eat, drink, and be merry, to ride fine 
horses, wear fine clothes, and be a 
field-marshal. It is* true that a 
Prussian six-pounder, or the bayonet 
of an Austrian grenadier, may come 
seriously in the way of tliis consum- 
mation ; but the brains of heroes are 
made for any thing but clo&e reasoning, 
and if Jacques has the true material 
for the bivouac within his configura- 
tion, he will think of nothing but 
boot and bridle, the glitter of his 
helmet, and the glories of a campaign. 
In France we have a ridiculous trick 
of driving the peasantry from our 
reviews. From this comes the neces- 
sity for the conscription. I shall 
pledge all my military fame, present 
and to come, that a regiment of showy 
hussars, quartered judiciously, and 
allowed to exhibit itself and its 
chargers from time to time in a gallop 
across the fields, would carry away 
with it as many followers as an Indian 
army. Even in England, where they 
raise their soldiers by enlistment, 
they have not yet attained full kn<5w- 
ledge on the subject. They clumsily 
scjid down a drummer or two to a 
country fair, with a sergeant to corn- 
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plete (be process, as if the drum were 
a spell> and the tastes uf ploughmen 
and eattle-drivers were to be re- 
fined into a love for shooting and being 
shot by beating the tattoo. The 
actual reverse is, I am told, the case. 
The sound of the drum kcts like tho 
tail of the rattlesnake. Johir Bull 
gathers up all his sagacity at the first 
tap, and flies the field. The recruit- 
ing for the cavalry is actually attempt- 
ed by dragoons without their horses, 
as if a dismounted dragoon were not 
the very name for helplessness, awk- 
wardness, and discontent. But, let a 
couple of squadrons, or even of troops 
of some brbk regiment, take up its 
quarters in the centre of some neigh- 
bourhood overstocked with athletic 
idlers, gallop about in all directions, 
keep the village alive with their trum- 
pets, throw the rustic costume into 
utter contempt by their scarlet or 
blue, their worsted lace, and their 
brass, whether in countenances or 
caparisons, and the result would be 
irresistible. The possession of a horse, 
the wearing of a uniform, and the 
mastery of all female hearts, would 
have moved tlie philosophy of a Dio- 
genes ; can we doubt that it would 
move tho passions of John Bull, who, 
if he is slow, is susceptible, and if hp 
talks more solemnly than other men 
upon occasion, can act the fool as hotly 
as any Italian or Frenchman under 
the moon. 

On the retreat of the cavalry, the 
field-batteries advanced, and kept up a 
jierpetual roar, till the retreat was ef- 
fected, aiid a position, half a mile to 
tho rear, had been taken up. The in- 
fantry were thrown into sc|uares, to 
receive the attack of the supposed ene- 
my's cavalry in pursuit. After firing 
from tlieir several places, and the sup- 
posed repulse of the enemy's horse, 
the rifles were poured along the whole 
front, and while they kept up an in- 
cessant fire to mask the movement, the 
squares wheeled into line, and the 
wnole force advanced. Nothing could 
be finer than the wheeling, the steadi- 
ness which the line adbpted at the in- 
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stant^ and the solid regularity of the 
advance. After moving some hun- 
dred yards to the front, smooth and 
even as a wall, they halted, and began 
file-firing along their whole extent. 
This, from its nature, was the most 
effective and brilliant specimen of fire, 
as it Is the most destructive in actual 
use. It was a continued explosion, 
without a moment's pause. The blaze 
was perpetual ; I could not perfectly 
comprehend what I had so often heard 
of the weight of the Britbh fire in ac- 
tion. While the smoke still lay on 
the battalions, the general salute was 
given, the bands and trumpets of the 
infantry and cavalry sent up ** God 
save the Queen** to the clouds. The 
Marquis of Anglesea, commakiding 
the troops, rode to the front, dropped 
hb sword-point before the Queen, 
and the line presented arms. Popu- 
lar acclamations followed, and the day 
was done. Thus finished the thiM 
ceremonial of the Ck)ronation. 

I am now writing once again at 
some miles' from the heat and confu- 
sion of London. I have abjured half a 
Aoii&abals pares iBJiA am trying to coun- 
terbalance the volumes of dust and 
smoke that I have swallowed within the 
last dozen hours, by the largest possible 
influx of air from the fragrant fields 
round me. My military ardour has 
already died away, and even Soult's 
ribbons and stars do not reconcile me 
to the thought of being hunted through 
life, and, like a wolf, shot at whenever 
I appea% simply to be huzzaed, after 
all, by a mob in a buniing day, in the 
hottest metropolis of the earth. I shall 
end by taking a hut in the heart of 
the valley of Montmorenci, and extin- 
guishing Rousseau as the tutelar deity 
of the place ; or make a voyage to some 
South Sea island, sit under my own 
vine and my own fig-tree, and read 
Milton before going to bed. 
" ITiunuffle, yc fiiint stars, and thou, fair 

moon, 
That wont'st to love the traveller's beni- 

8on, 
Stoop thy pale visage through an amber 

cloud." 
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England is the worst place in tlie 
wofid for peopfe m bad health. In 
other countries the invalid has as many 
of the comforts of home heaped" about 
htm as possible. Decay loses half its 
misery when it ^adndly creeps upon 
him amid old familiar tWoes, in the 
hearings of wdl-ltnowB voices, and in 
scenes that he has known from boy- 
hood. Fatigue and anxiety are care- 
fully avoided, and at laiA he is buried 
in his own parish, and wejA over by 
his own fricmds. But in this extraor- 
dinary country of ours things are very 
differently managed. A man nay as 
w€31 commit a felony as show symp- 
toms of a cough . Sentence of bimisii- 
ment b immediatelypassed on him — 
he is hurried off from his own valleys 
from hn own stout walls and shel- 
tering plantations to inhabit some 
marble half-femishod palazzo, in ^ cli- 
mate where the winter is so short that 
it has not been provided against :at 
all ; and where, therefore, when It 
does come — and even Naples is some- 
times deep in snow — it comes, as the 
vulgate hath it, with a vengeance. 
Far away from home, with strangers 
around him, a language be does not 
imderstaud — doctors in whom he has 
no confidence — scenery he is too 01 to 
admire — religious comforters in whom 
he has no faith — with a deep and 
every-day more vivid reotdlec^n of do- 
mestic scenes — ^heart-broken — ^home- 
sick — friendless and uncared fbr — he 
dies. And why — why, in heaven's 
nante, is a man hurried across Europe 
for the chance of meeting with a mUd 
climate, when any one can see in a 
moment that climate €thne can be of 
no possible use, but that, in order to be 
efficacious, it must have accessories 
wiiich the aofleit of Italian skiee can- 
not compensate for the want of? But 
besides all these — and leaving o«it of 
consideration altogether the enormous 
expense of so long and painful a jow- 
ncy — ^is it absolutely indispensable that 
the suflferer (if change of scene and 
atmosphere be recommended) should 
bo dragged over foreign roads, and 
pillaged and neglected at foreign inns ? 
England has in its own boundaries 
varieties enough of climate and tcm- 
peratum to suit almost any complaint 
— the coast of Devon, beautiful and 



romantic — Malvern, splendid and airy 
— Dawlish^ Hastings ~ Shanklia — 
Bowobnrch — some one or all of these 
plaeel within easy journeys of any 
pait of England — all of them wkbin 
reach of moderate fortunes, and what 
is. In otir estimation, the greatest re- 
oommendation of jdl, all of them with- 
in the sound of ''tlie church-going 
beH." There are some symptoms of 
returning sense on this subject to bo 
perceived in the iaereafling size of all 
the villages along the southern coast. 
From Dover to ^ Land's- End there 
are little aests of «ottage6 studding all 
the bays and inlets, provided with 
wide green verandahs against the sum- 
mer Mm, and placed in the middle of 
little gardens and green fiekls running 
close <iown to the sea. There will 
very soon be no such thing as '< a rap- 
ture on the htiehf shore.** People 
who enjoy a sea-view miist he content 
to do to in eompany of half the world ; 
for it is not to be supposed (however 
much those shehercd situations owe 
tlieir attraction to the salubrity of 
their diraate, and its adaptation to the 
iDure of certani complaints), that their 
visiters are limited to those who re- 
quire their assistance in restoring them 
to heaMi. From June tiU the end of 
October all the seawai'd roads arc 
choked with whole families, whose 
jocund faces and loud laughter show 
that the journey forms no j>art of a 
medical prescription — rolling down- 
wards in one continuous stream, in 
«* whiskey, buggy, gig, and dogcart, 
curricle and tandem,*' not forgetting 
coaches, railways, and all manner of 
ehaises, to spend a few weeks at the 
sea* side. Rooms are engaged for 
da}^ and days before — cockloAs are 
emptied of old potato-sacks, and ^ed 
up with nice French beds — chhitECur- 
tains are hung np at the windows, And 
the deg-keunel m the back- yard cou- 
vei^ed into an arbour, with honey- 
suckles creeptiig over (he roof. The 
habits of simple villagers are entirely 
changed ; the geography of the parish 
becomes a study of some difBciilty to 
the oldest inhabitants ; walks are cut 
.through plantations where walks were 
unknown before ; flag-staffs about ten 
feet high arc erected on hillocks, and 
ornamented with Uuiou- Jacks about 
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two feet square ; booths are opened 
with a few shells appearing at the 
whidow, an4 dignified with the name 
of Imperial bazaars ; — for the nomen- 
clature is no less changed than the 
topography. What used to be Bill 
Newnham s pig-stye is now Belvidere- 
hall ; Tom 8ymmonde*8 cottage is 
Pomona's Bower ; and for fonr months 
in the year the quiet hamlet Is in a 
'complete masquerade. As the winter 
approaches^ a recurrence to the ordi- 
nary state of things is gradually per- 
ceived. The real invalids— thtse for 
whose ostensible benefit all these 
changes have taken place— stay peace- 
ably in the warm parlours which the 
rioters have left — afl January, Febru- 
ary^ and even in the bleak days of 
March, they wander among the deep 
lanes and scarcely leafless hedge-rows, 
and after theLr walk or their well 
wrapt- up ride in the donkey-chaise, 
they come back to their blazing fire 
in the ivy -covered cottage that yields 
their wasted form health in the breeze 
and shelter in the storm. 

Such are the transmignrations through 
which the villages on the south coast 
annnallT.pass, and more benefit, we 
will be bold to say, is experienced by 
a winter residence in one of them than 
by a tdlsome pilgrimage to Nice or 
Naples. But however desirable this 
influx of visiters — from whatever cause 
— may be to the proprietors of the 
aforesaid cottages, there are many oc- 
casions when this incursion of the hale 
and of the sick is looked npon with 
little less horror than would be an in- 
vasion of the Goths and Vandals. The 
old inhabitants of the soil are hustled 
aside — their usual course of life inter- 
rupted — and no more notice taken of 
their polite intimation that ** Stran- 
gers are not allowed to enter these 
grounds** — or " Trespassers will be 
prosecuted with the utmost rigour of 
the law,'* than if the said grounds were 
a part of the Queen's highway, and 
the law had no rigour whatsoever. 
Ten or twelve years ago any one who 
should have stood on the siunmit of 
the steep road or ** shoot," as it is 
called, that conveys the wayfarer 
down to the lower shore about three 
miles to the west of the fiourbhing 
town of Nalston, would have seen be- 
fore ^m a district of exceeding calm- 
ness and beauty. Cliff's of prodigious 
height, and clothed to the very top 
with luxuriant brushwood, which sof- 
tened the ruggedncss of their precipi- 
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tous face without detracting from its 
grandeur, seemed to inclose a rich and 
well- wooded valley, and to shut it out 
entirely from the world. The wild 
indentations of the bays, into which 
the wear and tear of the storms of cen- 
turies had wasted the rocky coast, 
g^ve a diversity to the scene by open- 
ing new views of the sea at each suc- 
ceeding ^tep ; and the landscape receiv- 
ed its crowning ornament from the old 
chimney of some half-hidden cottage 
sending up here and there its long 
wreath of blue smoke from among the 
thick foliage of the trees. An opening 
of the road occasionally brought the 
traveller in front of onp of those 
humble dwellings ; and the wonderful 
richness of the soil and mildness of the 
air gave to it a plcturesqueness which 
the architect had never anticipated, by 
clothing its rough stone walls, and 
hiding its straw-covered roof with 
plant) and flowers unknown to less 
sheltered situations. Fig-trees trelliscd 
over the door, and enormous gera- 
niums and myrtles clustered round the 
windows, possessing tho full vigour of 
health and colour which, by flower or 
man, can only be gained by being 

** A dweller out of doon ;" 

cast an air of Italian profusion over 
the scene, which was only dispelled by 
tho joyous and true English faces that 
peeped out on tho traveller through 
the open casement. But, as if on the 
principle of adding to one*s enjoy- 
ments by the diflkuJty experienced in 
attaining them, the roads seemed to be 
kept most studiously in disrepair ; 
unnumbered gates spread their inhos- 
pitable barrier across the way (for in 
those days there were no fences sepa- 
rating the road from the fields through 
which it passed), and furnished a lu- 
crative employment to a host of urchins 
who hurried on to open them, as the 
traveller approached, and took ofi^ their 
caps, or smded and curtseyed, as the 
case might be, as the penny was thrown 
to them in reward of their politeness. 
Occasionally a quarter of a mile of 
better road — fences in good order — 
and " trees of statelier growih," gave 
notice of one*s approach to the domains 
of some gentle squire ; and not unfre- 
queutly four or five mansions of this 
superior description, clustered together 
within the space of twenty minutes* 
walk, gave an appearance of ueigh- 
bourhcHod which took off from the 
otherwise too solitary lock of the 
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manor-house or hall. A jilace so 
beautiful and so secluded realized all 
the fictions of the Happy Valley, except 
the desire to get out of it ; and this 
was, perhaps, the reason why the reads 
were left to nature. No wonder, 
where nature had done so much, that 
she should have been expected to do 
more ; but amid all the performances 
of nature we never heard of her filling 
up a rut or mending the spring of a 
carriage ; and accordingly a wheeled 
vehicle on springs was a rare occur- 
rence, and the ruts were left to the 
undisputed occupation of the hay- 
waggons and dung-carts. 

Such was the state of affairs, and 
the aspect of the country t^n or fifteen 
years ago ; but, owing to the causes 
mentioned in thD-begiuning of this ac- 
count, a change has come over the 
spirit of the scene. The " Happy Val- 
ley,'* though difficult, according to 
Rasselas, to get out of, was easy 
enough to get in. People In good 
health had taste enough, and people 
iu bad health had sense enough, not 
to leave such a position a monopoly in 
the hands of cottagers and squires. 
They bought or hired patches of land 
— they built villas —and the influx of 
visiters of all kinds and degrees pro- 
duced the effect on the hitherto simple 
hamlets. and straggling villages that 
skirt the shore which we have endea- 
voured to describe. 

In one of the mansions — forming 
one of a group of four or five which 
had !»tood within a couple of gun-shots 
of each other time out of mind — ** each 
in itself retired,*' but which were now, 
as if by the genii of Aladdin, connect- 
ed with each other by rows of hoiuscs, 
and, in fact, transmogrified into the 
principal residences of a country town ; 
— in one of those old mansions, we re- 
peat, the coffee had been some time 
poured out, the toast was growing cold, 
yet neither of the two gentlemen who 
were sitting at table seemed to be 
aware that breakfast was ready. The 
old man was deeply intent on a news- 
paper, while the young one had folded 
up a letter he had been engaged in 
reading, and was sunk in a reverie. 

<« Charles,** said the old gentleman, 
at last, throwing the paper on the 8ofa» 
and stirring his coffee, f life is a bur- 
den to me ; I'll go into some foreign 
country and die." 
•• Did you speak ; sir," g^id Charlce, 



after a pause, during which the old 
luairs eyes were fixed on him with a 
look of ineffable rage. 

*' Speak, sir?'* he roared at the top 
of his voice, « to be sure I did ! Tm 
going to die, I tell you, sir ! '* 

** Have ^ou sent for a medical roan, 
sir ?'* enqmred the youth, dropping an 
additional lump of sugar into his cup. 
" What for, sir ? To be cheated by 
a silly fellow feeling my pulse and 
looking wise ? Why should 1 need a 
medical man» sir? Never was better 
in my^ifc. Give me another slice of 
ham^ sir ; and don't be so absent when 
you're spoken to. I tell you I am 
going to Swan River or Newfound- 
bnd.** 

" I have a friend there newly appdint- 
ed Chief Justice. Any introd'* 

** Now don't be so cursedly calm 
and civil. — I tell you again that I can 
no longer live in this coimtry. Soli- 
tude is my delight — I am made for 
solitude — calm philosophic seclusion 
from the world ; ' The world forget- 
ting,* as Pope says, * and not at all 
remembered by the world ;' but here ! 
— by Heavens, a man might as well 
live in a hackney-coach on the stand 
in Oxford Street. Charles I' where 
the devil is my gun ? There's another 
party of fellows with sketch-books 
scrambling over my hedge. 1*11 shoot 
them, as sure as my name is John 
Wallop.** 

Mr Wallop sprang up in a prodigi- 
ous passion ; and certainly there are 
few sights less conducive to a gentle- 
man*8 equanimit^r than the one that 
now regaled him. Three young 
gentlemen^ each in a flowing blooze, 
with a knapsack on his back — a sketch- 
book on his knee, and his head pro- 
tected from the sim by an enormously 
broad-brimmed straw bat, had forced 
their way through a fiourishing young 
hedge, and were now seated on walk- 
ing-stick chairs, busily engaged in 
sketching the very picturesque gable- 
end, with the fine old bow window at 
which the gentlemen were at breakfast. 
** Isu*t tliat too bad ? And Lion 
such a good-natured brute that he 
wouldn't tear them down though I* let 
him loose — and John so confoimdedly 
polite, that if 1 send him to turn in- 
truders off, he always presents them 
with ray rcipectful compliments — and 
you so abominably apatlietic tliat I 
don*t believe you would stir though « 
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legiun were sketching at the very 
door. I'll go to them myscKV 

" Do take breakfast in peace, my 
dear unclc^ and let the blockheads 
draw caricatures of the, chimneys as 
long as they like ; they*il soon grow 
tired of it. They do the same to every 
other house within five miles.'* 

" No, no, the dogs, they've a little 
more taste than that comes to," chuck- 
led the old man, somewhat mollified 
in his wrath ; ** no, Charies, 'tis an 
extraordinary fact that the lovers of 
the picturesque pay no regard, coinpa^ 
ratively, to any other place. Not a 
single gap is made from year s end to 
year's end in the hedges of our neigh- 
bours the Morrells." 

** They leave the gates always open, 
sir, and give permission to any one 

that likes" 

" To come gaping and gazing up 
to the very windows— poUng thdr 
noses, over the garden wall — cutting 
their initials on the very handle of the 
pump! I tell you, Cliarles, I can't 
staud it ; and if Sir Christopher Clack 
had held hb tongue about salubrity, 

beauty, and all that" 

" He would have deprived the world 
of a very admirable book." 

***Book? Who the devil cares for 
a book, sir ? He has deprived me of 
my peace of mind — he has robbed me 
of my neighbours." 

*< Well, sir, ho has given you a hun- 
dred new ones in their place." 

*< I hate them — can t endure new 
neighbours — especially aldermen pre- 
tending to be sick. Why, there*8 that 
guttling old hobgoblin, Mr Waddle, 
comes here, under pretence of being in 
delicate health, and eats two hundred 
prawns and a couple of lobsters for 
lunch. Then there's Sir Abraham 
Swipes, the London "brewer, has taken 
the Lortmers' cottage, and brings down 
his two carriages, six or eight horses, 
and five or six white powder-headed 
footmen. He's in bad health too, I 
suppose?" 

" Looks delicate, but, I hear, more 
beautiful than ever" 

** Who ? What the deuce are you 
talking of? How do you know Sir 
Abtaham Swipes is more beautiful 
than ever?" 

" I thought, sir, you spoke of~didn*t 

you say something of the Lorimers, 

sir? — Jane Lorimcr?" said Charles, 

looking a little confused. 

♦* No, sir, 1 didn't say a word of 



Jane Lorimcr — and never do say a 
word of Jane Lorimcr, sir, — and you 
know it, sir ; but you're always think- 
ing of Jane Lorimer, sir,— :and it's 
that that makes you so confoundedly 
thoughtful and bashful. She is a dear, 
sweet girl, but what of that, sir — eh ?" 

** Oh nothing, nothing," replied the 
vouBg man, ** only, as 1 said before, I 
hear she is more lovely than ever." 

'* ' Ah ! beauty is but a fading 
flower.' As the poet says — 

* What is the gilded (inctore of Ihe skin. 
To charity and internal peace of mind ? 
What the bright lostre of a beautiful eye. 
To the soft kindness of a gentle answer ? ' 

* that turns away wrath,' as Solomon 
says." 

" Well, sir ?" en(|uired Charles, as 
his uncle finished his somewhat con- 
fussed Quotation. 

** On nothing ; only as you are to 
marry Miss Sophronia Haggersbagge, 
you shouldn't trouble your head about 
Jane Lorimer, that's all. M^ friend 
Fuzby tells me she is astonishingly 
clever, and the queen of Cheltenham 
the last three seasons." 

** Ten, sir ! She has reigned with- 
out a rival since eighteen hundred and 
twenty-eight." 

" So much the better, boy. You've 
disappointed me twice before ; this 
time you shan't escape. You might 
have married that rich heiress from 
Yorkshire, who came down here by 
Sir Christopher's recommendation, 
with a feeble constitution " 

" And the consumptive Major in^ 
Madeira Arbour snapt her up in three 
weeks." 

*• Or the nabob's daughter with 
the cough — Miss Ingot — six thousand 
a-ycar at the least." 

" Ah I but the paralytic Scotchman 
at Montpelier Castle ran oft' with her 
to Gretna before she had been a week* 
here." 

" Confound all consumptive majors^ 
and paralytic Scotchmen— .they come 
here, looking prodigiously interesting, 
and carry off all the girls they can lay 
their bands on— but Miss Haggers- 
bagge, my boy, she's a sure card, with 
an estate, Fuzby says, of nearly two* 
thousand a-year." 

** And Jane Lorimcr is worth a mil- 
lion of her if she hadn't a shilling I " 

This remark was made in an inau- 
dible voice, and half- drowned* in the 
sigh that accompanied it, as Charles 
saw his uncle rush out of the roomr 
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a fresh bevy of. iatruders armed with the flower-beda to ^ei a view of a wa- 



camp-stools aud sketch-books having 
at that momeot made their way across 



terfall that tumbled over the cliff. 



Chapteb II. 



Charles Martin sat for some time 
immersed in the brown study from 
which Mr Wallop's fiery speeches had 
only half succeeded in awakening him. 
The subject fbr his meditation was an 
interesting one. Entirely dependent 
on his uncle^ whoj in every sense of 
the word, had supplied a father's place 
to him, he felt that it was his duly, no 
less than his interest, to gratify the old 
gentleman in as far as lay in his power. 
And as, in spite of the hot temper and 
occasional odd notions of the senior, 
the inclinations and sentiments of the 
Uncle and nephew were generally in 
accord, Charles found it less difficult 
than might have been supposed'to ex- 
hibit himself as a pattern to all per- 
sons similarly situated, of duty and 
obedience. In nothing did the two 
gentlemen seem more in unison than 
in the admiration they both entertained 
of the fair and fascinating Jane Lori- 
racr, alluded to in the preceding chap- 
ter. The sole daughter of a widow, 
whose property — beautiful, though 
small — lay next that of Mr Wallop — 
intimate with each other from child- 
hood, with the intimacy that is un- 
known to the nearest neighbours in 
towns aud cities, but which only flou- 
rishes, like other plants divine, in the 

* open air and under the clear eye of hea- 
ven, Jane and Charles, like the hero and 
herohio of some novel, had only made 
the discoverv that they were all the 
world to each other, when the young 
gentleman, about two years before 
tliis time, had taken leave of her to 

.finish his education by making the 
grand tour. The first winter in Ger- 
many, the second in Rome, had pro- 
duced no diminution in Charleses at- 
tachment — the names both of mother 
and daughter were mentioned as affec- 
tionately as ever in his uncle's letters 
— and it seemed sp natural a thing to 
Charles that Jane Lorimer should be 
his wife, that it never entered into hb 
calculations that any one — and especi- 
ally his uncle, who know her so well 
— coidd be of a different opinion. We 
are not prepared to deny that the party 
at Ehnhurst, as Mrs Lorimer's estate 
was called, had somewhat similar no- 



tions of the reasonableness of such an 
alliance ; aud as Jane, though quite as 
beautiful and accomplished as even 
the prejudices of her lover could re- 
present her, had a stock of good sense 
not often found in combination with 
such advantages, she and her raotlier 
looked upon the tide of population 
that overflowed their property -with 
very different feelings from those that 
agitated the bosom of the romantic 
Mr Wallop. An income, doubled in 
a short time, with every prospect of 
its doubluig itself each year, if the 
rage for dotting all the dells and 
dingles of Eln&urst with .invalid- 
tempting cottages continued as power- 
fully as it had begun, compensated for 
the absence of that blest retirement 
which we have seen the old gentleman 
valued so highly. Mrs Lorimer had 
even given up her own cottage, at an 
enormous rent, to a Londoner of great 
wealth, till a mansion, which he was 
building on the estate, should be ready 
for his reception, and had betaken her- 
self, about three miles down the coast, 
to a romantic cottage she po6£«ased 
in a small inlet, to which the house- 
building mania had not yet found its 
way. This completed the measure of 
Old Wallop's indignation. A huge 
tower, which Alderman Swipes had 
commenced on a hillock near his ra- 
pidly rising house, commanding a view 
of Mr Wallop's lawn, had lowered the 
Lorimers to tno lowest pitch in his re- 
gards ; but the fact of their having let 
their own oM mansion to the very 
Goth who was perpetrating that per- 
petual trespass on his premises was 
too bad. He tore both mother and 
daughter from his heart, and succeed- 
ed in persuading himself that ho hated 
tliem with all his soul. Some sort of 
suspicion lurked in his mind that there 
was some matrimonial compact — ex- 
pressed or understood, between the 
young peof^e — and out of sheer spite, 
and to punish the poor girl because a 
London Alderman had built a gazelio 
on her laud, ho resolved to marry his 
nephew, without a moment's warning, 
to somebotly else. He had accord- 
ingly entered into the agreement he 
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alluded to id the conversation we have 
recorded, with' his old friend Mr Fiiz- 
by, who was in nearly similar circum- 
stances with regard to his niece ; and 
Old Wallop, in the joy of his heart at 
so excellent an arrangement, had sum- 
moned Charles home, giving him no 
more particular intimation of his ob- 
ject than that he must be married on 
his arrival. Who could the parHe be 
except Jane Lorimer ? What other 
girl did he know that bis uncle could 
have engaged him to ? The whole 
thing was as clear as a sign-post, and 
without a moment's hesitation, he 
wrote off to sav be highly approved 
of all his uncle bad done, and hurried 
home, from the midst of the Carnival 
at Venice, to show bis submission to 
bis request. We shall not attempt to 
describe his feelings on hearing now 
the matter really stood. Tl^ first 
night of hb arrival had bees spent in 
mute ,wonder and despair, uld the 
figure he cut next morning at break- 
fast we have already seen. 

He again took out the letter that 
had made him so neglectful of his 
coffee, and read k over from begm- 
ning to end. 

** And who the denee can this free 
and easy fellow, Mr Slap, be ? He 
writes as if we had been intimate for 
a century. And who the deuoe is 
John Company ? Ha ! my good old 
friend, John Bammel, bow are you ?'* 
— he continued, stuffing the letter into 
bis pocket, and holding ont his hand, 
— ** how goes it, old fettow, eh ?** 

^ Thank your honour,*' replied the 
old man thus addressed, who was iia- 
bited in the sbort^bhie jacket, and higli 
oil- skin bbots that form the dress of tfio 
half-amphibious natives of that coast. 
" Hope yeur bo«our*s well after this 
long time from home. I've brought 
you some i>rawBS and lobsters, your 
honour.*' 

♦* Why, John," said Charfes, 
<< youWe turned mighty distant and 
respectfnl." 

<< Distant ! no. Master Charles', it*s 
you as went to such a distance ; and as 
to ray being respectsMe, tt*s what I 
tries to be with all my naigbt ; but it 
are a mighty tough job— jigged if it 
atn*t^ though. Trade dn't what it 
was afore all this iMMnpany oame.** 

*( No ! — I should have thought it 
would have been better.'* 

^ Lord, Master Charles, how can you 
shake the wind out o* your tfheet in tkat 



fashion? Why, they've doubled the 
look-out ; and who can tell but some of 
these fine quality may be tlie collector 
or supervisor himself, you know ?** 

« Whew I **— whbtled Charles— 
" that's the trade you meant ?** 

John Bammel winked very know- 
ingly. ** TlicPB*8 a tub or two to be 
had yet, and if you ever wants a little 
of any thing, and will only** 

<< Nonsense, John. I was in hopes 
you were improved by the lessons 
you've had before." 

" Why, yes. Master Chariei, I . 
can't say but it improved me summat 
—for the first six months I had in the 
big house at Winchester, ye see, 1 
learned shoemaking ; 'twas so woundy 
dull ; but that there mill they've got 
now ain't no go ; 1 had rather t^e 
another ^se y^un of sea.*' 

*' But don't you find serving the 
quality a better employment, John, 
tnan cheating the Queen ?'* 

*f Cheating the Queen, bless her 
littkheartl Wouldn't cheat her of a 
mackerel taiL No, no, there's cheat- 
ing eoough going on in one little place 
without my taldng to it in my old 
ago ; jigged if there aint, though." 

** FleeeiBg the visitef»-*8kinBing 
them, eh?" 

*' Some be main toogh in the hide," 
ropUed John ; ** jigged if they ain't, 
diosgh. A good many lawyers conies 
down now, yo see, to find bathing, and 
all that, for their families ; so a poor 
man has no chance of any thing ; jig- 
g^ if them 'toraies, and such like, 
don't carry off every thing as clean as 
a whistle." 

** So the now comers don't make up 
for the ioM of the old— eh, John ? ** 

John snigg^erod and laughed. *' No, 
no, 8i{. Lord ! what fun it used to 
be, to be sore, when you and I and 
Miss Jane used to go pouting off the 
High Ledge 1 Them was days, wasn't 
'em, sir?— What a hand she had for 
a nibble!" 

Charles looked as unmoved as a Stoic . 
** Yon*ve got die old boat, still?** 

** O yes, sir,— diare she is, sound 
as ever. I'm going dofrn at high-tide 
to Sbetiherd'« Cove— promised to carry 
the ladies some lobsters. Should you 
like to see if she's much altered, sir?" 

** Much altered— Good Godl " ex. 
dumed Charles — ^ is s^ indeed much 
changed ? '* 

«< Improved, if any thing, 1 tliiuk^f, 
sir," replied John, aonowliM aarprised 
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at the deep interest his old playfellow 
seemed to take id his hoat. ** She's 
half a foot wideued in tho waist, and 
a good deal spread out at tho stern 
since you saw her. Them big round 
sterns is certdnly tho best, after all." 
" You -scoundrel I" burst out 

Charles, "how dare you Oh! 

you mean the boat, do you ? — Much 
improved, is she? — I should like to 
try her." 

" I'm going off in an hour, sir," 
said John, no little amazed at the 
change two years had made in young 
master's manners, but convinced, in 
spite of all Charles's affected indiffer- 
ence, that the sail to Shepherd's Cove 
was the pleasantest excursion that 
could be offered him. 

*' Captain Slap, sir»" said tho ser- 
vant at the door, announcing a stranger, 
who nearly knocked over the old fisher- 
man as he rushed into the room. 

*' Got my note, eh? — thought it 
best to be eiplicit--get out of the room 
old Bammel, remember ouragreement, 
and you've another five pound tip." 

** 1 received a letter this morning 
signed William Slap, and" 

<« All right; thats me. Bill Slap of 
John Company's Snapdiragons ; and 
the contents of my epistle ?" 

« I didn't understand a word of it." 

" Well, there's no great loss in that ; 
for I can explain it all in the filling of 
a hookah. Here they are, all arrived 
last night." 

*• Who?" 

** Miss Haggersbagge, Dr Bubb, two 
waggon-]oa£ of stones, three parrots, 
a waiting-maid, and a collection of 
tq)ades and hammers." 

'' Indeed I" said Charles, looking at 
his visiter at the same time for some 
further explanation. That j^entle- 
man's visage, which seemed exactly 
copied, both in colour and shape, 
from a new copper halfpenny, was il- 
lumined with a smile of such prodigious 
good-humour, and contained such a 
mixture of open-heartedness along 
with its impudence, that Charles found 
it impossible to take offence at the 
freedom of hjs address. 

" Indeed ?" echoed the vbiter, " to 
be sure ; but I've set them on their way 
already." 

** They've gone, then? Thank Hea- 
ven 1" he added, but not so inaudibly 
as to escapo Captain Slap. 

" Give me your hand," exclaimed 
'lat gallant geutlcmani << 1 00? from 
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your thanking Heaven su religiously 
that you ought to be delivered from 
your woes. Here am I — heart and 
soul in the cause — old Fuzby has told 
me the whole concern, and the moment 
I heard of it I sent for old Doughty, 
of tho Swagdenapoonah hussars, who 
is providentiallv home in a dying state, 
and determined to shoot you without 
delay." 

" Oh, you did ?" enquured Charles ; 
'< really. Captain Slap, you are 
very'* 

*• Polite. I know it : but you 
know, in affairs of that kind, ceremony 
is out of the /juestion. Miss Haggers- 
bagge must bio Mrs Slap, or" 

" Ah, now I see," cried Charles, 
and joyfully took tho long bony hand 
that was still held out to him ; << an 
affair of the heart, eh?" 

" By no means," replied the Cap. 
tain — ** an affair of the liver entirely. 
You see India doesn't agree with me 
— hot climate, cold grog, tiffins, labobs, 
and all that sort of thing — get on the 
sick list continually, and stop all sorts 
of promotion. Now, this rhronsay 
Haggers is a very nice girl — knew 
her well, and liked her a great deal 
better, before old Bagge the attorney 
died and left her his name and fortune. 
And also, my leave is out in three 
months, and about an inch of liver 
left ; so you see it is absolutely neces- 
sary that I marry her without delay." 
• "But how?" 

" Oh, the usual way. I hate elope- 
ments ; it*s not respectable for a coun- 
try gentleman ; and as she has a verv 
good estate in Warwickshire, I consi- 
der myself a landed proprietor of some 
consequence, and conduct myself with 
dignity and decorum accordingly. 
No — we shall trouble old mother 
church, by way of setting a good ex- 
ample to our numerous offspring." 

" Then am I to consider it quite 
settled that you are engaged to this 
young lady ? ' 

" As far as human perseverance 
can insure any tiling — I am a capital 
sliot, and " 

** But have you the lady's consent? " 

" How can I, my dear fellow, when 
I tell you old Fuzby says she has given 
her consent to you, or rather to your 
linclo on your behalf ?" 

Charles looked somewhat puzzled 
at these contradictory pieces of infor- 
mation--" Then, in Heaven's name," 
bo said/ " what do you mci^i to do ? *' 
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" Oh leave that to me, — another 
voyage in prospect is a mighty sharp- 
ener of the wits. Before three days 
are over your uncle will be very happy, 
Tve a notion, to get quit of his bar- 
gain, and Frouny, poor dear ; what a 
nice girl she used to be last time I was 
home on sick leave, before she had 
got her fortune, or had her head turn- 
ed by Dr Bubb ! — How we danced at 
all the balls!" 

•' Has she taken a serious turn ? 
Is she religious ? Those Cantwells at 
Cheltenham ** 

" Religious ! — I wish she were f — 
No, this fellow, Dr Bubb, is our great 
lecturer at Institutes and scietitific 
associations. He explains every thing 
in the most lucid manner possible — 
was present at the creation, and recol- 
lects every stone eStactly as it was 
made. Then he writes many articles 
in philosophical publications, and is 
the author of the paper ** On the in- 
tellectual faculties of the Midge Tribe, 
with an Enquiry into the Conseien- 
tiousness of Fleas '* in the lialfpenny 



Cyclopsedia. He is now engaged on 
the words " stratum " and " shell " 
for the same compilation, and has 
made poor Frouny as ludicrons as him- 
self—that accounts for the cart-load of 
spades and pickaxes they carry about 
with them. 

** And how do you manage to con- 
verse with such learned personages ?" 

'* No need of conversation ; they 
wonH let one speak. I make a point 
of always agreeing with the lady, and 
hugging some words like * tertiary,* 
'granitic,' or ' stalactitic,* into what- 
ever I say. It makes very pretty 
mosaic work of my plain prose, and 1 
think it pleases very much. But as I 
see you*re fidgety, I'll tell you our 
plans in a single moment. In the first 

place we will " But as no man 

is worth a farthing who* can't keep a 
secret, we intend to have more discre- 
tion than the gallant captain, and pass 
on to the next chapter without telling 
the reader any more of their conver- 
sation. • 



Chapter III. 



Poor Mr Wallop, with his mouth 
stuffed with ham, and his waistcoat 
copiously bedewed with an oblation of 
coffee which he had offered to the 
infernal deities on perceiving the se- 
cond regiment of sight-seers effect an 
entrance into his grounds, rushed from 
one secluded nook of his beautiful 
domain to another, but found them all 
peopled. Parasols were as plentiful 
as leaves, and spread a shade over the 
whole dell, giving more umbrage to 
the proprietor of the soil than the 
maker of the foresaid parasojs had con- 
• tracted for. But a fiery old gentle- 
man, growling horrible imprecations 
from amid the mass of ham and muffin 
which he had yet had no time to swal- 
low, dispelled in a gp*eat measure the 
romance of the scene ; and one after 
another the groups folded up their 
books and pencils and retired to some 
other portion of tlys property, wonder- 
ing at the insolence of the ill-natured 
individual who denied to the universe 
at large free access to every square 
yard of his estate. The Hermit's 
Grotto was emptied of the giggling 
young gentlemen and misses who had 
been carving their initials on the stone- 
table and cruciftx, — the Naiad's Well, 



into which a pure spring nished down 
from a cleft in the rock, had been de- 
livered from the pic-nic party who had 
already taken the precaution of depo- 
siting sundry bottles in the water, — 
obscure giggles were heard in all direc- 
tions as the various retreating intru- 
ders expressed their indignation or 
surprise, or amusement, as the case 
might be, at the behaviour of Mr 
Wallop ; and that worthy gentleman 
having at last emptied his mouth, was 
beginning to fancy he had cleared the 
premises of all interlopers, when— oh 
earth, oh sky I what do his eyes be- 
hold? 

In the very heart of the little flower- 
garden at the foot of the cliff, whose 
little bed, shaped in all sorts of ways, 
had been so carefully filled with the 
choicest plants and flowers by his for- 
mer favourite, Jane Lorimer, where 
he and Charles and Jane had with 
their own hands reared, on a pedestal 
of turf, an exact copy of the Warwick 
Vase, which, with equal taste and in- 
genuity, they had taught a vine to 
clamber round the sides of, and shake 
its real clusters just over the brim, — 
there, in that hallowed spot, we say, 
which was dtar to the old man's heart. 
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as it bad reminded him of his nephew 
all the time he was from home, and 
recalled the days when Jane was " the 
fair spirit for his minister,** which only 
the demon of lime and mortar, ground- 
rents, and front elevations, had had' 
power to expel ;— there, we again 
.repeat — in the fairy land of his heart, 
which his soul had consecrated for a 
temple to memory and romance — he' 
perceived a gigantic cart-wheel fixed 
on a wooden stage, and zealously turn- 
ed round and round by a little plump 
gentleman with very bandy legs, while 
its gyrations wepe carefully watched 
by a lady in a bright green pelisse, 
who was standing in the very midst 
of a bed of lily of the valley. The 
plump little gentleman, who was dress- 
ed in a suit of sober black, had laid 
aside his hat; and by way of keeping 
it from the ground, had hung it, as on 
a peg, on the beautiful handle of the 
Warwick Vase — his face reddened to 
a preternatural depth of scarlet by his 
exertion, and his spectacles fallen for- 
ward on the very point of his flat broad 
nose, he could 6nd no time to answer 
the harangue of Mr Wallop, but kept 
on twisting the great wheel with the 
Fame impetuosity as before. 

*' Hallo I — stop, you infernal villain 
— who sent you here — what the devil 
are you doing ?" ^ 

" Sir,** said the young lady, in reply 
to these thundenng exclamations — 
** you are interrupting a ^philosophical 
- experiment of the highest value ; go 
on, dear Dr Bubb— what stratum are 
you in now ? " 

" Not yet come to the chalk forma- 
tion, miss, simple alluvial-^three feet 
four.*' 

The lady wrote with her pencil in 
a little green bound book—" alluvial, 
three feet four.** 

"Do you hear, sir?" again ex- 
claimed Mr Wallop, *' who sent you 
here ? — I'll prosecute you for a tres- 



Bnt the doctor and the young lady 
were too deep in the operation before 
them to take notice of what was said. 
A great cart-rope was twisted round 
the wheel, and kq)t in place on tlie iron 
by a ledge of wood nailed all round, 
and at tl^ end of the rope was a huge 
iron bar which the philosopher raised 
up by the turning of the wheel, and 
then let it fall wiAi the whole impetus 
of the height, by letting the wheel go. 
This operation, constaiftly repeated. 
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succeeded in boring a great hole ; and 
as the weiglit was increased every 
time by the additional depth the bar 
had to fall to, the progress became 
more rapid as the operation went on. 
In the mean- time, Mr Wallop looked 
round in search of the gardener, the 
groom, or any of the domestics ; what 
would he not have given for Charles 
in this moment of anger to have assist- 
ed in burying the experimenter in the 
hole he had made in the prettiest 
flower-bed in the garden ! 

" And pray, madam,'* he cried, go- 
ing up to the young lady, " what 
possible right have you to commit this 
devastation?** 

" Don*t trouble yourself, dear sir, 
about it, — I know very well by whose 
authority we act Wheie now, Dr 
Bubb?" she added, turning to her 
friend. 

" Marie, and imperfectly consolidat- 
ed limestone^-but it seems a very irre- 
gular formation ; we shall come to the 
chalk in two or three more turns." 

** There, sir, you hear what the 
doctor says — he seems a little tired 
with his exertions ; you will perhaps 
relieve him at the wheel." 

" No, madam, not at the stake !— 
What the deuce ! would you have mc 
help the ruffian to destroy my own 
ground?** 

The philosopher now paused in his 
labour, and, adjusting his spectacles 
and coughing to dear his throat, said, 
— " All objections to the march of 
science proceed from ignorance and 
prejudice. I will therefore, in few 
words, explain to this old* gentleman 
the order of formation, so far as tlie 
beds are already ascertained, and he 
will, I feel certain, no longer refuse 
us his assistance till the return of our 
friend and fellow-labourer, Captaii> 
Slap. You know what a s! ratum is ? " 

" I neither care for straitum nor 
crookum,** replied Mr Wallop; " what 
business have you here ?*' 

" I conclude you are Mr Wallop ?" 
enquired the Doctor. 

<* 1 am — ^but tlfat*s no business of 
yours ; but who tQld you you might 
bring all those concerns here ? eh ?" 

*" It is indeed as we were told,'* said 
the philosopher to his fair companion, 
aside ; '< we must sootlie him till the 
Captain comes. You will be pleased 
to observe, sir, the progress we have 
already made. This simple process 
is borowed from the system em- 
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ployed in the digging of the Artesian 
wells. With this I undertake to bore 
• any thing.** 

" Or any body, you may add,** said 
Mr Wallop, whom surprise at the 
effrontery of the stranger made appar- 
ently calm and resigned ; " Who are 
you, sir ?— gi?e me your name.*' 

" My name is Doctor Bubb— you 
have probably heard of me before.** 

'* Never, sir." 

Dr Bubb and the lady here look- 
ed at each other, and shrugged their 
shoulders in amazement at such pro- 
fundity of ignorance. The lady, 
liowever, by way of turning the con- 
versation, addressed the old gentleman 
again—* 

<< I shall turn tlib whole estate into 
a mineralogical museum.*' 
, ** Oh, you will, will you?** 

" With the Artesian process of Dr 
Bubb nothing can be so easy at to go 
down to the very centre. Before I 
have been here a month I shalf have, 
hot baths from the springs immediately 
above the internal fire. But perhaps 
you are not a Plutonian.** 

** Perhaps not," said Mr Wallop, 
who knew nothing of what die was 
saying, except that she intended to dig 
great holea all over his estate. 

'* A Neptunian then, perhaps?" in- 
terposed Dr Bubb ; ** 1 shall be happy 
to explain both the theories to you. 
Werner in Germany, and Hutton in 
Scotland, are the rival Demiurges in 
the mythology of modem science. 
The question to be resolved is this — 
Is water or fire the potentut genetrix, 
the vehicle, the organ, the substratum 
of all things ? A few words will ex- 
plain the conflicting statements of the 
different schools." 

*< Who cares about schools, or col-' 
leges either ? Here you have made a 
trespass on my land, — yon have raised 
a scaffolding on my property without 
asking my leave — ^you havedug a huge 
hole in my garden — and now you talk 
about fire and water. I'll have yon 
properly trounced, you chattering im- 
pertinent coxc ** 

"Mr Wallop !*•— interrupted the 
lady, horror-struck at such profana- 
tion; ** we feel for you— deeply, and 
sincerely feel for you — but suon lan- 
guage is not to be borne ; you speak 
to Dr Bubb." 

«« Dr Bubb or Dr Bubble, it*s all 
one to me — I'll have him in the 
^^tocks for a vagabond ; and as to yon. 
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young woman, unless yon give a good 
account of yourself, 1*11 commit you 
to the tread-mill for six weeks. What 
the devil ! is there no law in England 
— am 1 to be robbed and ruined in 
this way ?**— 

" Robbed sir?*'_said Dr Bubb, 
80othingly-r " we have taken nothing ; 
excepting, indeed, your cart-wheel, 
and the legs of your sideboard to erect 
our platform on.** 

" My sideboiffdiegs!— by Heavens, 
and so you have — ^my beautiful carved 
oak sideboard 1 I would not have de- 
stroyed it for a hundred pounds ; but 
Tm ^lad of it — very glad of it — It*s a 
hanging matter now ; and I shall have 
you both on the gallows yet.'* 

The looks of mutual understanding, 
which he had formerly observed, were 
again exchanged between the lady and 
grentleman. 

** Poor old man," whispered the 
lady — " Captain Slap was rightly in- 
formed — ^bjit Inckily Mr Martin, his 
nepliew, has fidl power over him. He 
shouldn't have taken off the waistcoat 
though. Yet he 'aeems' harmless 
enough." 

Dr Bubb made no reply^ but again 
mounted the platf(H-m, and was -pre- 
naring to set the wheel once more 
in motion ; but tbepatienceof Mr Wal- 
lop could stand this no longer. He 
took him by the arm. " Stir from 
thb spot, and I break every bone in 
your body." 

** Sur — remember the respect due to 
science "^-began tlie plulosopber, in 
huge alarm. 

" Unhand him, old roan,*' said the 
young lady — *' I tell you to do so, . 
and I have some right to command 
here." 

" He stirs not from this spot, nor 
you either, till the constable takes you 
to jail. Depend on that, young wo- 
man.'* 

, These words were said so sternly 
and calmly, that the lady also became 
frightened. 

** If there is any mistake here,** 
said Dr Bubb, •* a few words will 
explain every thinfl^. A search for 
fofirillzed -shells, and a desire to trace 
the layers of the different strata con. 
stituting the romantic seenery.of this 
neighbourhood, has been the gliding 
principle of all our proceedings. As 
this yonng lady also is so soon to be 
proprietor of this soil " 

A slap on the back, bestowed with 
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hearty good- will, hindered Mr Wal- 
lop from Ibtening to a syllahle more. 

" That's my calling-card, old boy," 
said the indiyidual who had thus salu- 
ted him ; '' Captain Slap of the cop- 
per-coloured Snapdragons. You don*t 
know me, I suppose — but Fm a sworn 
friend of your nephew's. Never mind 
this old fellow, Dr Bubb, but go 
on with your experimeAts," he added, 
turning to the philosopher. 

*' But he shall mind me, sir — and 
you shall mind me, sir ; and you too, 
madam ; by Heaven I if there's a pil- 
lory in England, Fll have every soul 
of you on it, if I die for it T* 

The curses, the threats, the denun- 
ciations of Mr Wallop were of no 
avail — and in a silence, such as he had 
never maintained in his life, be listen- 
ed to the conversation of the three 
scientific enquirers into the mysteries 
of nature. 

Round went the wheel, and down 
fell the iron bar. 

"Have yoy come to the chalk yet?" 
enquired the young lady, taking out 
her note-book once more. 

" Nearly — and then we shall see if 
the organic remains contained in it 
confirm the commonly received Mo- 
saic theory or not." 

" Moses 1" — exclaimed the young 
lady, with a sneer; "he was not a 
Dr Bubb. What remains have been 
discovered in this layer ?" 

" Of the perfect animals, my dear 
young lady," replied the Doctor, paus- 
ing in hb labour, and quoting, appar- 
ently, one of his lectures — *• very few ; 
some specimens of vertebral fish — the 
teeth of a species of shark, allied to the 
squalus galeus, and two varieties of 
the grinding palatal bones of some ge- 
nera unknown, vertebrse and scales. * 
But of the testaceous moUuscie, the 
order of multilocular univalves, has 
lefl many genera imbedded in this 
formation. Ammonites ; Scaphites 
and Belemnites; Serpulse also, and 
spirorbes are common. But our gal- 
lant friend, Captain Slap, has made re- 
searches into several classes of the 
multi valves," 

*< Ob, yes — granitic, of course, ter- 
tiary and supermedial" — blustered out 
the captain, who knew as much of what 
the learned lecturer had been saying 
as of Hebrew. 

" Isn*t the important family of Echi- 
nites numerous here?" enquired the 
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young lady of the military philoso- 
per. 

" Ton my honour — I don't exactly 
— what family did you say ? — old Mr 
Wallop knows more about such mat- 
ters than I can do." 

"The Echinites*' — she repeated, 
appealing to the still furibund old 
man. 

** No family of that name here — 
some people in one of the lodging- 
houses, perhaps." 

" The members of that family dif- 
for very much from each other," 
continued Dr Bubb, ex cathedra, — 
" some are heart shaped, spatangus 
for instance ; andotliers conical.** 

" They must be a rum-looking set 
of customers as they go to church of 
a Sunday" — said the captain — while 
Mr Wallop felt more and more per- 
suaded that the whole partv was mad. 

" But I hope," continued the philo* 
sopher, " you will go on with your re- 
searches, my dear Nfiss Haggersbaggie 
— ^thb b quite the spot for them." 

"I most certainly shall. Indeed, 
my great object in my projected 
change is to be enabled to pursue my 
geological studies." 

Mr Wallop started on hearing the 
name — but before he had time to say 
any thing Captain Slap had nudged 
him with hb elbow. 

"I say, old boy, there'll be rare 
workwitnthb Artembian well digging 
when she becomes your niece — and 
rules the roast up in the hall there?" 

"The first thing 1 shall do," pur- 
sued Sophronia — " b to make a sec- 
tion of the face of that cliff. It seems 
to me very like simple conglomente." 

** We can easily try," answered 
Dr Bubb, " for the vase ou which 
my h^t is hung is of the same material 
— I will chip off the handle and as- 
certain the fact in a moment." 

*' Tte deuce you will I" — cried Mr 
Wallop — " I tell you you shall do no 
such thing — here comes old John 
Bammel, and 1 11 have you all in tlie 
lock- up house forthwith." 

As he spoke, our old friend the fish- 
erman came up to the scene of action ; 
and after touching his hat to Mr Wal- 
lop, addressed himself to Dr Bubb. 

" Iv'e got it all ready, sir — spade 
and mattock — to dig half a foot down 
with ; you'U easily find them in the 
Cove on theshore — aud can carry (hem 
home at leisure." 
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« What's all this ?" enquired the 
eaptaio> as if he had scarcely heard 
what Bammel had said. 

" A few curiosities,*' said Dr 
Bubb, '< which this iutelUgent person 
has procured for me, and hidden in a 
spot Known only to myself. They are 
of inestimable value, and in great 
quantities — two casks are filled with 
them. For fear of other students of 
the noble science getting possession of 
the specimens, I haye had to adopt all 
these precautions ; and to-day, at one 
o'clock, when all the population of the 
village will be at dinner, I will go and 
take possession." 

"And Captain Slap and I will go 
on with the well," said Sophronia. 

** m be hanged if you do I " ex- 
claimed Mr Wallop—" John I I com- 
mand you to seize those people.** 

"Can't, sir — indeed — that there 
young lady is young master*s intend- 
ed,'* said Bammel, hurrying away. 

** Yes,*' continued Captaui Slap— . 
** as the property is hers.** 

** Hers ? who made it hers ? — 'tis 
mine, I tell you." 

" I told you how it was, Miss Frou- 
nay,*' said the captain to his compan- 



ion, " the poor old man vexy often talks 
in this way. His nephew humours 
him a great deal too much." 

"Hal" — exclaimed Dr Bubb— 
" 'tis near the time. I must go. Per- 
haps you had better delay f^ilher pro- 
ceedings till I return. In the mean- 
time, go into the house, as Captain 
Slap has kindly invited us, and order 
luncheon. I will join you as soon as 
I have deposited my two puncheons of 
fossils in a place of safety.'* Saying 
this the Doctor put on his hat, and 
agdn adjusting his spectacles, pursued 
luis way at a rapid pace from the gar- 
den, while Captain Slap, offering his 
arm to Sophronia, marched majesti- 
cally towards the house. 

*' Well, of all the infernal rascab I 
ever saw — of all the vain, conceited, 
insolent, intolerable gipsies I overheard 
of, these men and this woman are the 
worst — Marry her I — I'll write a note 
this moment to Mrs Lorimer, and ask 
her and Jane to stay for a- week.*' 
Such were the reflections of Mr Wal- 
lop, as, with melancholy steps and 
slow, he followed the pair of intruders 
into his own hall. 
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Over a sea, splendidior vitro — more 
intensely beautifully blue than the 
eyes of yoimg ladies, or the stockines 
of middle-aged ones, glided a light 
boat, propelled by a gentle wind, that 
only sufficed to send her on her way, 
without causing a ripple in the water. 
Under the wild headlands and great 
chalky promontories that rose in per- 
pendicular ascent many hundred feet 
from the dark and deep waveless ex- 
panse at their feet, the little " Fairy" 
slipt noiselessly along, scarcely dis- 
turbing the sea-mews that were rest- 
ing halfway up the cliff, or looking at 
it from the rocks that studded the 
shore ; and it is equally certain that 
its motion, beautiful as it was, and the 
gleaming of its white sail, picturesque 
as it appeared to any one who may have 
looked at it from the land, attracted no 
notice whatever from the two per- 
sons whom it contained. In fact, they 
seemed to be so occupied with each 
other,' that it is to this hour a marvel 
and a mystery how Charles Martin 
managed to steer clear of the numer- 
ous rocks that blocked up the passage, 
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or how, above all, he contrived with 
such skill and dexterity to shoot 
round the west point of land, and glide 
into the open bay that formed the 
landing-place on his uncle's estate. In 
this effort of seamanship he obtained 
no assistance from Jane Lorimer, who 
sat bc^de him ; and old Bammel, the 
owner of the boat, had made his way 
by land, and had left Master Charles 
to bring the ** Fairy" roimd when his 
visit to Shepherd's Cove should be con- 
cluded. Jane, it appeared, had requir- 
ed to run over to her late residence to 
arrange some exchange of plants in 
the conservatory, and nothing could 
be more natural than for her to accept 
Charles's offer of a conveyance in the 
boat What the conversation might 
have been we have no means of judg- 
ing, except that it must have been very 
satisfactory, for two handsomer faces 
more filled with happiness are sel- 
dom to be met with than those of 
the two navigators as they sprang 
on the sand. Winding their way 
slowly along the steep road that led up- 
wards firgmthe bay, they were surprised 
2c 
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to see two sailon of the eoast-gnardy 
armed with sword and pistoU stealing 
quietly among the thick broshwood 
that covers the ohine^ and making 
their way to the care which the lovers 
had so often visited in their childhood. 
Their path> if they chose to enter 
Mr Wallop's domain by the little 
wicket^ instead of following the main 
road, conducted them very near the 
cavern ; and urged on by curiosity, 
which seemed mingled in Charles with 
a strange feeling of gratification, they 
resolved to take the shorter, though 
steeper ascent. On passing £e 
mouth of the cave they perceived a 
fat gentleman stripped to his waist- 
coat busily plying a pick-aze, and so 
deeply intent on his employment, that 
he never perceived the spectators of 
h IS proceedings. At last, with a g^oan, 
partly of fatigue and partly of de- 
light at reaching the object of his 
search, he stooped down, and after 
some manful tug^, succeeded in lifting 
up two moderate-sized tubs, connected 
with each other like chain-shot by a 
leather thong. This he put over hb 
neck, and with a tub dangling from 
each side was hurrying out of the 
cave — our two friends having slipt 
aside to leave him free exit — when 
the sailors, each with a pistol at his 
head, commanded him to stand, or they 
would drive a bullet through his 
brains. 

<• No use making any resistance ; 
we got notice of this, this morning, 
and have the rest of our force sta- 
tioned within call." 

This was said in rather a growling 
tone of voice by the boatswain, who 
had the pistol still pointed within half 
an inch of the prisoner's right ear. 

" Hawl him along to Mr Wallop's, 
and get him committed for trial. 
' Twill be five years before the mast, 
and a month or two of Winchester 
tread-mill." 

This was said by the other assailant, 
whose pistol was within an equal dis- 
tance of the left ear of the sorely puz- 
zled Doctor Bubb. 

" But, gentlemen," said the pri- 
soner, " in Heaven's name, what is the 
meaning of this ? I will explain in a 
few words the provisions of Magna 
Charta." 

" You may have your provisions in 
a cart or a waggon if you like ; but 
in the mean-time, them two little tubs 
is good evidence against you." 
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" For what ?'* enquired the Doctor. 

« For runnhog a rig on the Queen ; 
I wonder you ain't ashamed on't,'* 
answered the boatswain. 

** March him along," added the 
other, giving the prisoner a push on 
the shoulder that nearly sent him over 
the cliff. 

<« Let me understand this ; you come 
here and forcibly seize my person, 
and ol]ject to mv carrying off these 
tubs of geological specimens. Is there 
a rival philosopher in the case ? Is 
there a collector here ?" 

" To be sure there is, and a super- 
visor too ; but come along, Mr Wal- 
lop will soon set you to rights— 
come"— 

** Mr Wallop, did you say ? You 
must mean his nephew, Mr Martin ; 
the old gentleman is non compos." 

^* Oh, curse Uie compass," said the 
men, " it's all plain sailing here, so 
shut-to your clapper and come on." 

" will they indeed carry the poor 
gentleman to your uncle?" enquired 
Jane Lorimer in an anxious voice, as 
they hurried up the path, and cut into 
Mr Wallop's grounds. 

" To be sure they will, and, by 
Jupiter I the old fellow will take his 
revenge on this pedantic booby, and, 
perhaps, Jane, it may be a lucky inci- 
dent for ourselves." 

" How, Charles ? Who is this old 
man with the tubs ?" 

" A Doctor Bubb ; but I'll tell you 
more as we go on ; you must positive- 
ly come in for a few minutes — my 
uncle will be delighted to see you." 

" Oh, Charles ! not now-^ot till 
he knows— not till" 

But before her objections to paying 
the old gentleman a visit could be con- 
cluded, the door was opened, and she 
only finished her full reasons for not 
being able to enter the house when 
she had arrived in the drawing-room. 
A noise of loud talking in the library 
had almost alarmed her as she passed ; 
and she was glad to have a few mi- 
nutes to herself to prepare for her 
interview with her former friend. 
The passionate old man had quarrelled 
with ner mother, and had been harsh 
and angry with the poor girl herself; 
but she kiiew that, along with all his 
bad temper, there was a great fund of 
goodness ; and she, therefore, had great 
confidence in what Charles had told 
her about his uncle's change of senti- 
ment in her favour. The noise in the 
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next room increased fn a few minutes 
so prof^iousljy that Charles rushed 
off to ascertain what was the matter. 
On entering the library^ he saw 
Doctor Bubb closely guarded by his 
two captors— Mr Widlop sitting in 
his arm>chair with a grin of the most 
diabolical triumph on his rubicund 
visage, and Sophronia and Captain 
Slap in a recess of the window ia ear- 
nest consultation. 

" This old man is not in the least 
insane," said Sophronia. 

'^ No more than a miA dog/' groan- 
ed Captain Slap, sympadiizingly. 
** He'll certainly send the Doctor as a 
common saUor on board the fleet, and 
flogging's not abolished yet,** 

'* Good Heavens! he has often told 
me that persons bom on a chalky for- 
mation are hot and violent. It seems, 
indeed, too true — I must exert myself 
in his favour.*' Saying tlus, she 
walked forward and said, " Mr Wid- 
lop, you must allow me to have some 
right to interfere here, as soon about 
to be an inmate in your house.*' 

" That's no evidence," interposed 
the magistrate, with all the dignity of 
power, "you saw this person, who 
calls himself Bubb, in possession of 
two tubs of contraband spirits ?** 

** Yes, sir,*' answered Doth the men. 

*' You received intimation of a 
projected run on this coast, and set 
watch accordingly ?" 

«♦ Yes, sir.** 

" And this is the man ?'* 

" Yes, sir." 

** There can be no farther doubt on 
the subject. I must commit him for 
trial; and in the mean-time, I can 
give orders for a prosecution fbr the 
wilful damage done to my land.** 

" This lean explain in a few words," 
began the lecturer. 

«* I advise you to say nothing, sir,'* 
said the justice ; '♦ your words will be 
taken down.*' 

" But I—/, sir,** exclaimed So- 
phronia, " am answerable for the 
opening of the soil ; and as wife of this 
gentleman,** seizing at the same time 
the hand of Charles Martin, who, at 
that moment, entered the room, '' I 
conclude I had a right to do as I 
pleased with the estate.** 

** Is she your wife, Charles?" roared 
Mr Wallop. 

" You have so arranged it, sir," 
meekly replied the nephew ; <' but as 



we are to reside along with yon, it 
will make no*' 

The dignity of the bench was for a 
moment forgotten, and some epithets 
by no means complimentary to his 
nepliew*s intellectual accomplishments, 
were showered on him in a voice of 
thunder. 

" Marry her! — ^have my whole es- 
tate riddled with deep holes by iron 
bars and cart wheels — perpetual grub- 
bings for sheUs and fossils — Doctor 
Bubbs lecturing all day about chalks 
and strata !" 

*' And why not, sir ?*• triumphantly 
enquired Sophronia ; " I shall teach 
your nephew the science of geology ; 
we shall ransack the very centre of 
the universe for specimens — concho- 
logy will be our study also-^ou al- 
ready know something of shelu ?" 

" A little," replied Charles ; " my 
uncle will &id a specimen of a very 
lovely one, if he wul go into the next 
room. If he will bring it in, I'm sure 
it will reconcile him to every thing.'* 
The uncle, at Charles's request, ac- 
companied him to the drawing-room ; 
and in the mean-time Captain Slap 
made a proposal to Sophronia, as it 
was evident old Wallop would never 
agree to have his estate made into a 
mineralogical museum ; and as with- 
out that the match was by no means 
desirable, he would undertake to free 
Doctor Bubb from his unfortunate 
predicament, if she would reward him 
for such a favour with her hand." 

" For Heaven's sake. Miss Sophro- 
nia," whined the Doctor, ** consider 
the miseries of five years' banishment — 
away from science and literature !** 

" With the cat-o*-nine.tdb in full 
play,** chimed in Captain Slap. 

" 'Twill be a Roman sacrifice to 
friendship and geology.*' 

*' Enough f ' said Sophronia, " I 
yield. Deliver Dr Bubb from his dis- 
astrous condition, and I am yours !" 

" Have the goodness,*' said Captain 
Slap to the sailors, '* to open one of 
the tubs.** 

'* No use o* that, sir ; we knows 
'em by the look.*' 

" Open it, nevertheless ; if I am 
not gpreatly mistaken there is no pe- 
nalty for a man carrying a few gal- 
lons of gooseberry wine; and if all 
was done as Bammel promised, it is 
nothing butsome British Champagne." 

The men looked rather crest-fallen. 
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but on doing as they were requested, 
they found it was too true. 

*« Hurrah I hurrah 1*' at this mo- 
nient exclaimed old Bammcly coming 
into the room, ** weVe nicked you, 
lads— jigg*d if we han't tho' — we've 
bad a nice run in Shepherd's Cove all 
the time you were watching this old 
gentleman in Fisher's cavern. Too 
iate, boys — all saved! — tlie whole 
crop ; jigg'd if it aint." 

Some communication of the same 
8 )rt must have been made to Mr Wal- 
lop, for a smile had replaced the for* 
mer stern expression of his counte- 
nance, as he brought Jane Lorimer 
into the library, and presented her to 
the party. 

'* 1 thought you had gone for a 
specimen of a shell !" exclaimed So- 
pnronia, disappointed. 
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** And so I have,*' replied the old 
man, " as perfect an example of the 
Venus Rustica as ever I saw ; but not 
a word more. There has been a great 
mistake here, — Charles, show Miss 
Haggersbagge and her crew out of the 
premises, — lock all the gates, — send 
for Mrs Lorimer without loss of time, 
and marry Jane within this week, if 
vou don't, hang me if I don't marry 
her myself!" 

« That's the trick," said Captain 
Slap, as he hurried the party off ; « I'll 
keep the rest of my liver, and send 
Bubb to the right about — geology 
aint such a bad study after all — at 
all events, it has done me more good 
than my troop of brown heroes in 
John Company's Snapdragons." 



SOPHOCLES^— TBACHIKI.C, 



Venus swayeth all below,^. 
E'en the gods to Venus bow ; 
Wondrous might, I trow, liath she I 
Ever hers the victory ! ' 
How by many a luring wile 
Chronos* son she could beguile, 
Not mine the task to tell ; 
Or him, the God whose force can make 
The solid earth's foundations shake, 
Or the dark Lord of Hell : 
Mine to sing a fiercer strife 
That the Goddess woke to life. 
Came there for this bride of old. 
Suitors two of giant mould : 
Wrestler's feint, and warrior's blow 
Well I ween their fight could show I 
Rushing, trampling, from afar. 
Like a goring bu^, to war, 
From his dwelling by the sea, 
From the far (Eniade, 
Came the river- warrior on, 
Achelous, Tethys* son I 

Glorious Thebes his rival bore, 

Thebes whence Bacchus sprang of yore, 

With the bow, and with the spear. 
With the mighty club of fear 
Brandished high his pow*r to prove, 
Dreadful came the sop of Jove I 



Fir*d by love, in act to close, 
In the midst the waniors rose ; 
While above them, all unseen. 
Blue- eyed Venus, beauty's Queen 
Hover'd, with unshrinking eye, 
Arbitress of destiny ! 
Sounded then tho forceful blow 
From clench* d hand, and pondrous 

bow ; 
And from off his forehead torn, 
Crash'd the monster's spUnter'd horn ! 
Sinewy limb with limb was coil'd, — 
Haughty brow with blood was soil'd. 
And the groan, but ill reprcst. 
Burst from either lab'nng breast 1 
But where Phoebus' glories bright 
Bath'd the distant hiU in Ught 
(Thus my mother's legend said). 
Trembling sat the dark-eyed maid : 
Motionless in deep suspense. 
Piteous was her gaze intense ! 
Destined to the mightiest sword, — 
He who conquered was her Lord I 
Mournful as a timid lawn 
From its gentle dam withdrawn, 
Soon she left her mother's side. 
Great Alcides' hard*woo bride ! 

H. K. 
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LINES^ SUGGESTED BT A POEM CALLED THE '' FLIGHT OF TOCTH/' 
AUGUST NUMBER OF BLACKWOOD's MAGAZINE. 



IN THE 



!^InfST&iL I thou hast poured a stndn 
I could list, and list again, 
Drinking aye a deeper pleasure 
From the oft-repeated measured- 
Such a harmony divine 
Dwelleth in that di/ge of thine ! ' 
In the mom of yesterday 
Fell I on the witching lay» 
Whiling by the noontide hour, 
In my solitary bower, 
Reading little, thinking less, 
In my summer idleness ! 
Suddenly, as with a spell. 
On my soul its music fell ! 
Ever since have I been haunted, 
In my waking, in my slumbers, 
]3y its melancholy numbers. 
Like one that is enchanted. 
Yet I may not all agree 
With its deep despondency. 
He is mine whom it bewaileth ; 
Lightsome limb, and laughing eye. 
Health and Hope, and Courage liigh, 
Of this goodly company, 
Fainteth none or faileth ! 
Seven years of sunny weather 
Youth and I have spent together ; 
We have traversed, hand in hand. 
Many a sea, and many a hiud— 
Roamed o'er many a giant mountain-* 
Drank of many a hallowed fountain ; 
Singing, laughing, as we went. 
In our gladness innocent. 
Such the vows he swore at starting, 
Who could dream of his departing ? 
Is it, is it so ? 

Hath the Minstrel spoken truly ? 
To some other limb more light — 
To some other eye more bright— 
To some heart that beats more new 1y, 
Love forgot, and promise broken ; 
Not one little parting token, 
Not one kindly farewell spoken. 
Will the false one go ? 
Joy ! joy 1 it is not thus I 
Minstrel 1 thou hast wronged him. 
When thou saidest life was dim. 
Sad, and dark, and deadly cold. 
And all full of woes untold. 
When he leaveth us. 
True it is my heart*s best brother 
Soon must part to glad another — 
True that Time, that despot strong. 
Will not let him linger long ; 
Yet he will not take his flight. 
Like a traitor in the night : 
Erelong a warning will he give. 
Many a little token leave : 
Many a farewell will be spoken 
Ere the cherished bond is broken ! 
Softly, kindly, gentle Sprite 1 
Will he vanish firom our sight : 
Oft win he look back and sigh 
For the pleasant days gone by. 
Slowly i«cing, often turning, 



Once again to clasp as, burning. 

Fearful, sad, and broken-hearted. 

From our bosom to be parted. 

Is he, is he gone ? 

Time, ahis ! hath iron sway : 

In some region far away. 

In a dungeon old and gray. 

Will he watch him all the day ; 

Night is still his own. 

Dull old Time ! he little knoweth 

All the strength that love bcstowoth. 

Never chain was forged may bind him ; 

Distance vanisheth behind him. 

From his broken den. 

On the night-breeze riding free. 

To our chamber cometh he,— 

Telling in our sleeping ear 

Tales of many a bygone year, 

Quafling now the hallo w'd fountain. 

Roaming now the giant mountain. 

Over land and over sea 

Once more wand*ring merrily. 

Youth is with us then. 

Minstrel, saidst thou, *' Youth is gone. 

And hath left us to our moan. 

All unfriended and alone ? *' 

Nay, and if thou speakest this. 

When he dwelt with thee, I wis 

Thou didst wrong him sore. 

Never else to wo and sadness. 

He that was so fond of gladness, 

Would he give thee o'er. 

Hark ! in silvery tones, and clear, 

He is whispering in mine ear, 

** Brother! might he always dwell 

With the souls he lovelh well. 

From one true and faithful heart 

Never more would Youth depart ! 

Grieve not, for the tear-drops flowing 

Nought avail to stay my going : — 

Yet, though they may nothing aid thee, 

Shall thy love l>e well repaid thee ; 

For to-day and for to-morrow 

Tliou maycst feel a pang of sorrow ; 

"Bni the gen lie one I send 

Soon shall bid thy weeping end. 

Every pure and kindly spirit 

This my blessing doth inherit : 

Comrade sweet, I ween, is he ; 

He shall tell thee tales of me ; 

He shall paint me to thine eye 

With all love's fidelity. 

Thou hast but to summon him 

When thy spirit waxeth dim. 

And in memory, at thy will, 

Shall thy youth be wiih thee still ! " 

Minstrel, to mine inward hearing 

Thus he breathes his tones of cheering : 

Ay, and in my heart I know 

He hath spoken truly 1 

Therefore will I not to wo 

Yield myself unduly ; 

For when Youth his flight hath taken. 
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THE ABBEY. 

Within the Minster's venerable pile 
What pomps unwonted flash upon our eyes ! 
What gorgeous galleries o*er each other 

risel 
But less with gold and crimson glows the 

aisle 
Than with fair England's living splendours ; 

while 
Beneath the pavement sleeps her buried 

glory — 
While o'er the walls yet breathes her 

deathless story. 
And not of living loveliness the smile, 
Still less of costly robes and jewels sheen. 
The soulless grandeur, can our thoughts 

beguile 
From dwelling on those hallowing recol- 
lections. 
Which chiefly make this spot the fittest scene 
Wherein to consecrate those new affections. 
We plight this day to Britain*s Virgin 

Queen. 

THE QUEEN. 

How strange to see that creature young 

and fair, 
The ensigns dread assume of sovereign 

power : 
And claim a mighty kingdom for her dower. 
Oh I crowns are weighty less with gems 

than care ! 
Shall one so slight such stately burthen 

wear? 
And in those femininely feeble hands 
The orb of empire how shall she upbear ? 
How wield the sceptre of those wide-spread 

lands. 
Whose strength and wisdom kneel for her 

commands ? 
Yet that calm brow bespeaks a placid breast 
As there in innocence august she stands ; 
Perchance that weakness may protect her 

best, 
Which doth suffuse our gaxing eyes with 

tears 
Of joy that is intenser made by fears. 



THE CBOWKING. 

How dazzling flash the streams of coloured 

Ught, 
Wheif on her sacred brow the crown is 

placed! 
And straight her peers and dames, with 

haughty haste. 
There coronets assume, as is their right. 
The sudden blaze makes all the temple 

bright. 
As if the temple smiled to see her crowned. 
All eyes dilate with that imposing sight — 
All voices nukke the vaulted roof rebound 
With shouts, in which the cannons* roar is 

drowned, 
That burst in thunder on the startled car. 
The lofty anthem swells the pomp of sound. 
It is no slavish clamour that we make. 
Who, bom ourselves to reign. In her revere 
The kingly nature that ourselves partake. 

THE HOMAGE. 

Before an earthly throne, as erst in prayer. 
In earthly worship Heaven's own servants 

kneel; 
They swear they will be faithful, true and 

leal, 
And faith, and truth, and loyalty will bear. 
And earthly worship render ; so they swear. 
Princes and peers like stately homage ten • 

der — 
Each knee is bent, and every head is bare. 
And life and limb are plighted to defend 

her. 
But one who owns the majesty of years. 
His venerable limbs may scarcely bend. 
See the young Sovereign from her throne 

descend, 
'^th graceful kindness that so much en- 
dears— 
Till tenderness and veneration blend. 
In hearts whose generous glow can mock 

at sneers.* 

J. H, 

Nkw York, Avg. 4, 1838. 



• Some did sneer (strange though it seem) at the incident which rendered Lord 
Rolle's homage an occasion of displaying the amiable character of his gracious Sove- 
reign. But ♦* the vile will talk villany.^' 
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THE SENTIMENT OF FAMILY ANTIQUITY. 



Among the iDany phenomena which 
present themselves to the student of 
the philosophy of the human mind, 
there are few more interesting than 
that which may be called the Senti- 
ment of Family Antiquity ; by which 
must be understood^ m the following 
notice, that respect which individuals 
feel for themselves and others from 
the circumstance of descent from a 
family or persons of note. The times 
in which we live are such as to make 
a speculation on this topic any thing 
but unprofitable. 

It is evident that all notion of family 
consequence takes its origin from the 
fiict of some one person having been» 
at some time more or less remote as 
may be> distinguished in some way, 
from whom persons derive their no- 
tion of family consequence together 
with their birth. And in saying 
** distinguished,** we mean to exclude 
the notion of persons being necessarily 
virtuous or successful, t. e. distinguish- 
ed wdl : for, in course of time, de- 
scendants may obtain a notion of fami« 
ly consequence from the circumstance 
of spiinging from an ancestor who was 
vicious or unsuccessful, only because 
he was known (notus, nobilis) or dis^ 
Hnguished frovEL other persons. And 
so, too, we hold it no proof against 
the truth of our position, that there 
are families— like that of the yeoman 
in'the New Forest, whose ancestor was 
there when King Rufus was killed — 
who have nothing to show but long 
existence, without a rise, in a hiunble 
condition of life ; because the faet 
that the existence of their ancestor, at 
such and such a remote period, if well 
ascertained, is, of itself, a distinction 
of him and them. 

In the Greek and Roman story we 
find all associations looking this way. 
The GredL, for example, teeming with 
patronymical designations, all telling 
the tale of some ancient hero and his 
glories — the Danaidse, Heraclidse, 
Erectheidfls— with what heightening 
of poetical eiect the readers aad lo- 
vers of Ae Attic Tragedy well know. 
The chorus at line 820 of the Medea* 
opens with 

a beautiful apostrophe to the Athe- 
nians, in which we see at once the 
principle which has been stated, and 
also who those were who made up 



their system of Polytheism ; who, in 
fact, their diw were — namely, their 
heroes, whom length of time and dim- 
uess of tradition at last invested with 
the honour of divinity, removing all 
the palpable evidence of their huma- 
nity, and leaving to an admiring pos- 
terity only the shadowy record of their 
services, flieir virtues, and their valour. 
The modem genealogist finds the roots 
of an ancient tree finally elude his 
grasp in some crag, built tower over- 
hanging the Rhine, and is content to 
say that the "early history of tho 
house loses itself in the mist of anti- 
quity ;*' the Athenian, looking up the 
long ancestral line, and seeing an end 
without any reason satufactory to his 
pride, linu it on to Olympus, and 

bursts out with '' du»y waihs fiaKafen/* 

And in like manner the Romans, in 
their national name, " Quirites,** and 
in their Gentilitial names, as the Gens 
Horatia, Julia« Sempronia, brought 
out the unvarying principle of the 
human mind; differing in its deve- 
lopements, only as far as language and 
manners make all developements of 
the same process of the mijid, in seve- 
ral nations, to differ from each otiier. 

Holy Scripture, with reverence bo 
it said, shows us how the feeling ex- 
hibited itself in the original people of 
Genu They are specifically called 
'* the children of Israel," or " Israel- 
ites," in noemory, as it were, of the 
distinguishing epoch and person from 
which and whose day they began to 
be the great nation, '< like the sand on 
the sea- shore in multitude,'* to whom 
the great promise of the future bless- 
edness of all nations was made. 

And thus much of primeval antiqui- 
ty. The object of the present paper 
is chiefly to draw some attention to 
the subject of British Family Anti- 
quity. If we had any copy of the roll 
of Battle Abbey, on wMch relianco 
could be placed, or could satisfactorily 
reconcile the several copies given in 
print, we should be much nearer than 
we can now ever be towards under- 
standing the real state of William 
Duke of Normandy's attendants upon 
Ids pmlous venture for the English 
crovm. But if the good monks of the 
Abbey of " Batayle** (so called, it will 
be remembered, as related by Dug- 
dale, because founded for the health, 
omnium ammantm que in preUo red* 
derant, of all the souls which had fal- 
len in the '< batayle") falsified the ^ 
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gister originally kept there in yera- 
cious record of William's gallant com- 
panions, we find, in this circumstance, 
a proof of the estimation in which 
was held an ancestry ennobled by so 
signal a passage of arms as the Con- 
queror's conquering field. We have 
a few families, but very few, whose 
descent is undoubtedly known to be 
in unbroken line above the Conquest. 
Of these, one is the time-honoured 
knightly house of Trevelyau of Nettle- 
combe, whose estate of Trovelyau in 
Cornwall has never been out of their 
hands since the reign of Edward the 
Confessor. But while the Normans 
left but few Saxon houses — none, in- 
deed, probably, but such as were too 
powerful to be dispossessed, — in the 
enjoyment of their fiefs, and so effec- 
tualfjT removed them out of the station 
in which a remembered continuance of 
their line and honours was likely to 
ensue, they themselves were, it would 
seem, sing^ularly careful of their own 
lines and honours* The pedigrees of 
our elder noble houses are, for the most 
part, well travelled^ and capable of 
bearing minute examination in each 
step ; for example, the Howard pedi- 
gree, which, although not in the most 
ancient class, is one of the most illus- 
trious by the streams of ** blue" blood 
which flow into it — the De Vere, merg- 
ed by an heiress in that of the Duke 
of St Albans—the De Clifford— and, 
though not strictly in point here, the 
Scottish Sutherland, the oldest Peer- 
age in the world, now about to be 
merged, in the lately created Eng- 
lish Dukedom of Sutherland, in the 
noble house of the Gowers. And be- 
sides these houses of peerage, there are 
numerous English families which can 
show unquestioned descent from near 
the Norman invasion. 

To feelings how fine and elevating 
may this love of pedigree be traced ; 
and in us, who stand on our isthmus of 
time, looking up the stream at time 
gone, now tint^ with all the glow 
which mellows the past, or down it at 
the uncertain and not very cheerful 
dawn of the future, how many associa- 
tions are awakened when we turn over 
an illuminated family-tree, or decipher 
coats of arms and monumental legends! 
The world now is pleased with a tin- 
sel coat of arms, on a carraige, on a 
seal, or plate, or tapestry, be^uise the 
colours are bright, or the bearings 
fanciful ; and officers of arms have been 
found who have pandered to tho pre- 
valent feeling by grants which ancient 
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Heraldry would have held very cheap. 
It is, however, the ancient simple sys- 
tem of heraldic symbols that awakens 
our livelier sympathies. It is, we 
think, hardly possible to peruse without 
emotion tho coats tied together by 
clasped hands, branching out into va- 
rious matches with clasped hands and 
fresh coats added to them in their turn : 
dry as pedigrees and parish-registers 
are by proverb, we confess there are 
persons for whom they have a very 
considerable interest. How many a 
lance was shivered for this Matilda ! 
How many a knight would fain have 
wore tho colour of this Grisildis I 
Well, they were married^ you see, iu 
due time, at the parish church, by the 
parish priest, to good knightly men of 
their county, and here you see a 
goodly line from them ; this son fell 
at Towton— this fought on the Red 
Rose side — this took blows and favours 
with the White. Ah I and here we 
find " jacent sepultae ;" they lie in the 
family aisle in the old church : Requi- 
escant. 

However, as we come nearer to our 
own times, some of the most ancient 
names disappear, and many others 
meet us which now occupy a distin- 
guished place in the family hbtory of 
our country. And further, we find 
those systems of heraldi^ divulged, 
which have effectually, in the end, 
completed the extinction of genuine 
heraldic taste ; although the object of 
their authors was to sustain it. 

An English work on Heraldry was 
first printed in the year 1486, and pur- 
ported to be written bv Dame Juliana 
Bemers, Prioress of ^pwell in Hert- 
fordshire. Mr Dallawa^ very pro- 
perly says, that the Pnoress, how- 
ever, ** cannot be admitted amongst 
the writers upon Heraldry, even as a 
translator of Upton" We do not 
mean to moot the question whether 
Dame Juliana Berners did, or did not, 
make the translation herself, — though, 
if we did, we think we should take 
part with the accomplished lady 
against Mr Dallaway ; but only to 
state fully what he hints at, — namely, 
that the heraldic part of the '* Boke of 
St Albans*' is a translation in part, 
but altogether a compilation from the 
work of Nicholas Upton, Canon of 
Sarum, temp. Hen. VI. We make 
this assertion from an actual compa- 
rison of the Bodleian copy of tho 
" Boke of St Albans," with Upton's 
treatise, printed with others, in one 
volume, by Bysslo Clarencicux, in 
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1654. We qnote the following pas- 
sage of the conclusion of the treatise 
of ** coot armuris/' as a sufficient spe- 
cimen of the meaning of the Princess 
in the work she had undertaken. 

** Now certainly of all the signys 
the wich are founde in armys» as of 
flouris^ leafs^ and other maruellys to- 
kenys> I can not declare hero : ther he * 
so mony. Bot ye shall knaw gener- 
ally that for all faiarmys the wich lyght- 
ly any man has seen in his days ye 
have rules sufficient, as I hclieye, to 
dysceme and biese any of theym ; and 
it be so that ye be not in youre mynde 
to hesty or to swyfte in the dysceming. 
Nor ye may not overryn swiftly the 
foresayd rules, bot diligently have them 
in youre mynde, and be not too full 
of consaitis. For he that will hunt ij 
harisy i von owre ; or to|i while von, 
an oUier while an other, lightly belongs 
both* Therefore take heede to the 
rules. If so be that they be not a 
generall doctrine : yet shall thai pro- 
fute for this sciens gretly ." Here, then, 
was a full disclosure of all the ** mys- 
teries of the gentle craft,** of '< coat 
armuris," but made, it must be ob- 
served, by a lady of high temporal 
rank, of the noble blood of the Barons 
Bemers, and of high spiritual rank as 
Prioress : so that we may be sure 
nothing was intended by the disclosure 
to injure the existing estimation of 
rank. 

Gerard Leigh, who followed the 
Prioress at an interval of nearly a 
century, with his ** Accedence of Ar- 
morie, retains the same high tone 
which she employed in speaking of the 
birth and the bearers of arms. As 
the work is very scarce, a quotation 
may not be unacceptable ; it b from 
his Pre&ce, addressed ** to the honour- 
able assemblie of gentlemen in the 
Innes of Court and Chancerie.*' He 
says to them, '* most humbUe I be- 
seech your honors to daine to be patrons 
of this my worke, against the middle 
finger pomtmgs of the ungentiles, dis- 
severea into t&ee unequal parts. The 
first whereof are gentile ungentile. 
Such be they as will rather shewe 
armes then beare armes. Who of 
negligence stop mustard-pots with 
their father*8 pedegrees, or otherwise 
abuse them. The second sort are 
ungentle gentlemen, who being en- 
haunoed to honour, by their faShers, 
on whom (though it were to their owne 
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worship) yet can they not keepe so 
much mony from the dice, as to make 
worshipful! obsequies for their said 
fathers with any point of armory : but 
despise the same, because (say they) 
those his armes were purchased for 
slips. Most of these desire the title of 
worship, but none do work die deed 
that appertaineth thereunto. And of 
these that runne so far as will not 
tume, old women will say, such youth 
will have their swing, and it be but in 
an halter. The third sort, and worst 
of all, are neither gentle, ungentle, or 
ungentle gentle, but very stubble curs, 
and be neither doers, sufferers, or well 
speekers of honors tokens. As of 
late, one of them that was called to 
worship * in a citie within the province 
of Middlesex ; unto whom the Here- 
haught came, and him saluted with 
joy of his new office, requesting of him 
to see his cote : who called unto him 
hb maid, commanding her to fetch hb 
cote. So, quoth the man to the Here- 
haught, here it b ; if ye will buy it, ye 
shall have time of payment, as first to 
pay halfe in hande, and the rest by 
and by. The Herehaught being some- 
what moved, said, 1 neither asked 
you for thb cote, sheeps-cote or hogs- 
cote, but my meaning was to have 
seene your cote of armes. Armes, 
quoth he, 1 would have good legs, for 
my armes are indifferent,*' &c. But 
the popular familiarity with the sub- 
jects of heraldry and genealogy, had 
begun to have, as we see by thb very 
preface of Gerard Leigh, its effect in 
diminbhing the esteem in which an- 
cestral distinctions were held. The 
next important work on heraldry which 
we will mention, shows an essential 
transition in popular feeling. In 
Guillim*s " Dbplay of Heraldry"— 
composed, as Anthony-a-Wood as- 
serts, by Dr Beriiham, Dean of Bo- 
ching — we find that the class of per- 
sons who, in Gerard Leigh's tmie, 
made light of bearing <' cotes," and 
were, in hb opinion, ** very stubble 
curs," had become admirers of coat ar- 
mour, and obtained grants from the 
Collie of Heralds. Gerard Leigh*s 
first edition was in 1562, Guillim s in 
1610 ; and in thb interval, which we 
may call the Elizabethan era, we 
would place the change from the an- 
cient to the modem sentiment of aris- 
tocracy. That new order of things 
then began, which has since raised the 



* It is mlmost uoneceMary to notice, that 
to a worBhipful office," 



' called to worship," means *' appo' 
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national prosperitjr to so high a pitch, 
in opening to aspiring adTonturers of 
parts and spirit the avenues which lead 
on to fame and fortune. But with 
this change did undoubtedly fall to 
pieces Uie system which the Prioress, 
and Gerard Leigh, and Sir John 
Feme* and Bossewdl, wbhed to sup- 
port, in giving to the world their heral« 
die and geiraalogical lore. Their 
books were read to the full as much 
as they dralred ; but their readers were 
not content to sit down with the know- 
ledge that this *' Worshipful Dame,'* 
or uat Ryght Nobull Prince, bore such 
and such " cote-annoris," and came 
of such and such gentle houses. The 
sight and the history of the fesses, cross- 
es, bends, and tressures, the lions ram- 
pant, couchant, and saliant, the fleurs- 
de-lys, the roses, the cinquefbils, of 
ancient houses, made the blood glow 
in many a plebeian cheek, and many 
a plebeian heart resolved to win and 
wear them. From this time forward, 
as the succeeding editions of Guillim, 
up to the last and best in 1724, show, 
heraldic bearings became multiplied, 
and lost in their multiplioatbn that 
chaste simplicity which the earlier 
coats possess. If the subject were suf- 
ficiently popular, we could easily 
prove by quotation how radical the 
alteration was ; but we fear the lan- 
guage of the gentie craft is too unin- 
teUigible to most readers to make a 
blazon of coats an acceptable topic to 
them. 

But although the alteration of the 
developement of this sentiment is un^ 
doubtedly mortifying to genuine an- 
tiquaries, yet we cannot help thinking 
that, as it exists at present, it is of 
very high utility to society. The bear- 
ing of arms now is one of those re- 
wards open to honestindustry, which 
honest industry covets and values. And 
it valnes it, because the noble houses 
of England have lost, and can lose, 
none of their attachment to their own 
heraldic ensigns ; .which no multipli- 
cation of modem bearings, no intra- 
sion upon the privileges of arms, can 
Uemiai or render len valuable; and 
therefore oontinne to use and to dis- 
play them, with as much satisfaction, 
and as prcMfosely as formerly, though 
at other times and on other trappings. 
The wealthy commoner who has risen 
from the mass of the people, knows, 
that with Ids rise, he will be enabled 
to use an hereditary dtstinctiou, of the 
same kind witii that used by a Peer, 
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or even the Soverdgn ; and It 
almost demonstrable, that a priori such 
a circumstance would give honest in- 
dustry an additional impulse, just as 
it is certainly proved by experience 
that in fact it does so. It seems, in- 
deed, very happily ordered, that such 
a source of honour should exist, at- 
tainable without injury to any one, 
without even diminishing in any way 
the value of the honour to former and 
ancient possessors, yet nevertheles6 
serving very sufficienUy to ascertain 
and mark a degree of social rank. 
Genuine antiquaries, too, among whom 
we consider ourselves, are apt to bo 
mortified at the change of the eha- 
racter of coats as now granted, as we 
hinted above. But when we can get 
rid of this most natural feeling, and 
bring our sympatiiies down to reason, 
we shall find plenty of ground on 
which to build many pleasant thoughts 
of even this slipshod heraldry. The 
complaint against the modem g^rants 
of arms made by the kings of arms, 
may be summed up in a few words — 
they lack simplicity and unity. A 
person who has been engaged in a 
particular business, chooses to have 
some ensigns of his occupation pre- 
served in the shield which he is going 
to obtain from Mr Garter or Mr 
Olarencieux or Mr Norroy, to be trans- 
mitted to his heirs. Garter bows, and 
devises the insertion of a butt or an 
Angola goat : — then, his lady wife likes 
blue, and the College receive an inti- 
mation that Sir John wishes azure to 
be the field :— the knight's son, who is 
martially inclined, desires that a car 
valry sword and a pair of holsters may 
be introduced ; and the daughter will 
have some favourite fiower perpetuat- 
ed. So (if we may venture upon a sin- 
gle blazon) there offers a full Patent of 
Arms, granting and exemplifying to 
Sir John and all his issue, azure, ^ne 
Angola goats, browzing on as many 
mounts, semee of flowers proper, be- 
tween as many falchions erect, pom- 
melled and hilted or ; and on a chief 
of the third two holster-pistols encoun- 
tering each other, fianunant and fti- 
mant of the second. 

Now a Howard, a Seymour, or a 
Talbot, may smile at such a coat ; bat 
the same feeling which clotiied their 
illnstrions ancestors with the bend and 
crots-crosslets, the wings in lure, and 
the rampant Uov, mhee Sir John 
with his quaintiy imagined eoiU. The 
old barons fought for their oountiy. 
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for they loved it ; the new knight was 
honesty patient^ indiistriousy for he 
loved his country too ; and both own 
the common principle of our nature in 
seeking and claiming a reward, the 
same in kind. 

And further, beyond the stimulus 
which the desire of heraldic distinc- 
tion gives to those who are rising in 
the world, there is a benefit arising 
from it of very high consequence ; 
namely, the tendency which it has to 
unite and hold together the mass of 
those who have a stake in the country, 
for their mutual preservation. No 
sooner do men distinctly perceive 
themselves to belong to a certain class 
—say that of the armigeri of the 
three kingdoms — than they feel a com- 
mon interest with all their class in all 
that they think belongs to its safety 
and respectability. No matter how 
wide the chasms between the grades 
of armigeri— and we know they are 
very wide — ^yet, as such, they iSl are 
concerned to keep up the hereditary 
tenure of respectability, and of the 

Eroperty which maintains it. Per- 
aps it may be said that many of those 
— ^members of the Legislature, for ex. 
ample^ — who are unscrupulously en- 
gaged in the demolition of our most 
venerable institutions, are armigeri, 
nay, men of ancestry. True; but 
wMle they are thus employed in pub- 
lic, let us enquire what is their con- 
duct at home, and what are their sen- 
timents with regard to their own fa- 
mily and personal consequence; — 
whether their own private arrange- 
ments are democratical — and whether 
the levelling system is carried on in 
the regime of their domestic establish- 
ments. We shall find, most likely, 
that they, too, are bound up by the 
strong common tie of standing in so- 
ciety, one of the marks of which, as 
we see, is the bearing of arms ; and 
that with every wish to see their su- 
periors brought down to them, they 
have no sympathies with their no less 
consistent fellow-democrats, who bear 
no arms, and think the whole theory 
of gentility useless and burdensome. 
We cannot but protest, without any 
qualification, against those who assume 
arms without either hereditary right 
or grant from the College. There is a 
regular and simple way in all the three 
kingdoms bv which any person who 
thinks himsdf competent to bear arms, 
and is able to meet the expenses of a 
patent; may obtain them ; and those 



who think it worth their while to use 
them, should certainly be at the pains 
of coming by them honestly. It ought 
to be imderstood, that the circum- 
stance of bearing the name of a family, 
of which the arms are known and may 
be found, does not in any manner en- 
title a person who wants a coat of arms, 
to take the coat of the family whose 
name he bears. Nothing but descent 
from a house lawfblly bearing arms, 
or a grant from the College, or the 
special gift of the Sovereign, can au- 
thorize their use. Those engravers, 
therefore, who advertise in their shop- 
windows " arms found," are leading 
persons into very serious mistakes; 
and it were very much to be wished 
that the College would interfere, as it 
still has the power to prevent the 
abuses arising from the practice. 

But even this delinquency gives 
evidence of the estimation in which the 
thing is held. People are unscrupu- 
lous as to the means of obtaining what 
they want ; but they must have felt 
the want strongly before they became 
so. We have been induced to give 
this short notice on a topic which sel- 
dom comes in our way, because we 
think the times in which we live give 
a value to all which is connected with 
the preservation of hereditary rights. 
Time was, when heraldic and genea- 
logical pursuits ranked higher than 
now; when Peachum did not think 
his " Compleat Gentleman'* to be ** fa- 
shioned absolute,** without a chapter 
on heraldry, — when blazoning must 
have been a staple of courtly talk. 
And further back still, when belted 
earls went into the battle-field with 
their arms embroidered on their sur- 
coats, and their ladies welcomed them 
home to their halls in kirtles adorned 
in like manner— it seems hard to un- 
derstand into what situations in life 
the ideas of heraldry must not have 
entered unbidden. These days are gone 
— the Earls lie on their altar-tombs 
in their surcoats, with ^eir kirtled 
Ladies beside them — the stately ruffled 
and trunk-hosed gentleman of King 
James I.'s court kneels on his monu- 
ment with his sons, and his lady with 
their daughters, in gradually diminish- 
ing lines behind t^m — and their me- 
mories only find a resting-place in the 
collection of the curious and somewhat 
despised antiquary. But if we are as 
wise here as they were, we shall take 
what wo hav^ and ose it as we best 
may. 
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THE ALCESTIS OF EURIFIOES. 
TRANSLATED BT MB CHAPMAN. 

Persons. 

Apollo. Alcestis. 

Death. EuMELus-^y/^r little son. 

Hebcules. Chorus of Phebeans. 

Admetus. Servants, ^c. 
Pheres. 

Scene,— J9^re the Palace of Abmetvs. 

Apollo, with his bow and quiver, appears on the stage, 

Apol. Ah> hospitable roof I where> tho* a god, 
I condescended to the hireling's board : 
Zeus was the cause, who, with the lightning's flame. 
Transfixed my dear son Esculapius ; 
Whereon I slew the Cyclops, in my rage. 
The one-eyed forgers of his fiery bolts ; 
In punishment whereof the Sire ordained 
I should for wages serve a mortal man. 
Here was my service done, and in this land 
I tended for my host his flocks and herds. 
And up to this day have preserved his house. 
The holy dwelling of a holy man, 
Admetus; for whose sake I tricked the Fates, 
And won their promise he should *scape the death. 
Then near his door, if he could substitute 
One willing, in his stead, to satisfy 
Expectant Hades. But not one he found. 
Although he went the round of all his friends. 
Father nor mother, none except his wife. 
That willing was to encounter death for him. 
And look upon the pleasant light no more. 
E*en now, within there, in his arms sustained. 
She heaves her breath, fast drawing to her end ; 
For on this day she must depart from life. 
But I have left the dear and friendly roof. 
To avoid pollution. Lo I here cometh Death, 
Priest of the dead, at his appointed time, 
To lead her downward to tho shades below. 

Death enters. 

Death. Ho I ho I what art thou doing here ? 
Why art thou walking to and fro ? 
To rob again of awe and fear, 
And honour due, the Powers below ? 
Was H not enough for thee to cheat us. 
And put a tridc upon the Fates, 
Deferring for thy loved Admetus 
His passage through the gloomy gates ? 
But now a^ain, with bow and quiver. 
Art mounting guard to save the wife. 
That undertook then to deliver 
Her husband, giving life for life? 

Apol. Fear not : I hold to justice, and just pleas. 

Death. In that case, why this bow ? 

Apol. It is my wont 

To carnr it. 

PcatL Aud to aid this house unjublly. 
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ApoL Vm touched at the distress of one I love. 

Death. Wilt rob me of a second victim now ? 

ApoL No I neiUier did I rescue him by force. 

Death, How is he, then, above, not under ground ? 

Apol. By substituting her, for whom thour*t come. 

Death, Ay, and will take her. 

ApoL Take her, then, and go :— 

Though fain, I know not if I can persuade thee—* 

Death, To slay the victim due ? it is my task. 

ApoL Nay, but to lay thy hand on lingering age. 

Death, I understand thy meaning and thy wish, 

ApoL Is't possible Alcestis may survive^ 
At age arriving ? 

Death* It is 110^; consider, 

I, too, have pleasure in the dues of power. 

ApoL Thv business here is only with one life. 

Death, When the young die, the greater glory mine. 

ApoL Should she die old, a richer bunal hers. 

Death, Thy law is all in favour of the rich. 

ApoL What ? thou a sophist, none suspecting it ? 

Death. They*d buy delay of death till they were old. 

ApoL Wilt thou gnrant me this favour ? 

Death, I will not ; 

And thou art well acquainted with my mood. 

ApoL Hostile to mortals, hateful to the gods. 

Death, Thou canst not have all things thou shouldst not have. 

ApoL Though fierce, yet shalt thou stop in this proceeding ; 
For such a man, by King Eurystheus sent 
To bring him chariot st^s from wintry Thrace« 
Will himer come, and in this house be guest. 
That shall from thee this woman take by force, 
m owe thee, then, no thanks, but hate instead^ 
And thou wilt have to do what now I ask. 

Death, For all thy words thy gain is nothing more ; 
This woman shall descend to Hades' house. 
1*11 now advance on her, and with this sword 
Begin the consecration ; when this blade 
Has lopt the doomed hair of any head, . 
That soul is sacred to the gods below. 

[Apollo quits the scene. Death enters the Palace, 
The Chords then enter in two divisions, 

1st Semich, Why this silence so profound. 
In the house, and all around ? 

2</ Semich. Why is there none to let us know 
If for the dead our tears should flow ; 
Or if the queen, so dear to sight. 
Yet lives And looks upon the light. 
The wife that is, by common fame. 
The best that ever had the name ? 

1st Semich, Does any hear a lamentation 
As of a house in desolation. 
Sobs or sounds that hands awaken 
In grief for one by death o'ertdLen ? 

2d Semich, No ! nor is a servant near ;-« 
'Mid the woe's o'erwhelming wave> 
Paean I at our wish appear. 
Healing god 1 appear to save 1 

1 St Semich, The silence, of itself alone. 
Is token plain she is not gone. 

2d Semich, We have not this hope of yours : 
Whence is it ? Speak, and make it ours. . J 

\st Semich, How could Admetus, hid from all> 
Have made his consort's funeral ? 
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2d Semich, Before the gates I do not see 
The lustral water wont to he 
So placed, whene*er a corse doth lie ; 
Nor in the vestibule descry 
The locks in sign of sorrow shorn 
By them that for a dead one mourn ; 
Nor for the young, cut off by Fate, 
The women's hands rercrberate. 
\8t Semich. Yet this is the appointed day — 
2d Semich. What's that ? What is it that you say ? 
\8i Semich* In which she downward should depart. 
2d Semich* YeVt touched my soul, ye've touched my heart. 
All that in life true virtue cherish 
Must mourn whene'er the virtuous perish. 
Chorus. There is no spot on all earth round. 
To which a winged ship can bound. 
Nor Lycia, nor the thirsty plain 
Of Ammon*s immemorial fane. 
By sending whither one can save 
This hapless lady from the grave ; 
For fate abrupt is near at hand : — 
Of them that by the altars stand. 
And make the blood of victims flow, 
I know not unto whom to go. 

Only the son of PhoDbus might 
Recover her again to light. 
If he yet lived : the dead he raised. 
Till from the hand of Zeus out-blazed 
The levin-brand and laid him low. 
What hope for her life can I know ? 
All eould be done the king has done :-* 
Of all the gods the altars run 
With blood of victims— but this ill 
\ Is, notwithstanding, cureless still. 

[A female Servant is seen coming from the Palace. 
But from the house a weeping woman comes. 
What shall we hear ? when our lords suffer aught. 
Our mourful sympathy is justified ; 
We fain would learn if she be dead or not. 
Serv. Ye may now call her both alive and dead. 
Chor, How can one be aUve and dead at once ? 
Serv. She*s as it were laid out, near her last gasp. 
Chor. Ah, wretched husband, losing what a wife f 
Serv. He knows not yet, but soon ilnll feel the loss. 
Chor, Is there no longer hope of saving her? 
Serv. It is the day appointed her to die. 
Chor. Are not the fitting preparations made ? 
Serv. The pomp is ready for her burial. 
Chor, Let her then know she dies with best renown. 
As noblest wife of all beneath the sun. 

Serv. Who will deny it ? Oh ! what must she be 
That can outparagon her excellence? 
How can a wife show greater proof of love 
Than ^ving her own fife to save her lord's ? 
But this the country round already knows ; 
Ye*ll be astonished more at what 111 tell you. 

When she perceived the appointed day was come. 
She bathed in water from the running stream. 
And from the cedar chest took rich attire. 
Her lovely person carefully arraying. 
And, standmg at the sacred hearth, exclaimed :•-« 
" Queen Vesta I I am going now below, 
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And kneel and pray to thee the latest time. 

To guard the children I leave motherless ; 

A loying consort for the bov proyide> 

And for the girl a brave and noble spouse ; 

Nor let them die untimely as I do^ 

But with all blessings in their fatherland 

Bring to completion a life full of joy." 

And then she went^ and every altar crowned^ 

Stripping the foliage from the myrtle boughs. 

And prayed without a tear, without a groan i 

Nor did the coming wo change in the least 

Her bright complexion. To Uie bridal room. 

And bed, she next advanced, but there she wept. 

And said ; <' Oh bed, where virgin to his arms 

I came, for whom I die to-day, ferewell ! 

I hate thee not, though thou hast brought me death | 

Loth was I to betray my lord and thee. 

Thee will another after me possess, 

Not chaster, but perchance more fortunate.*' 

Then on the bed she flung herself, and kissed it. 

And from her eyes let faU a flood of tears ; 

At last she rose and turned to leave the room. 

Oft made the attempt, and oft»n she returned. 

And cast herself again upon the bed. 

Her children, clinging to her garments, wept j 

She took them in her arms, and kissed them both. 

First one, then the other, as about to die : 

The servants, pitying her, were all in tears ; 

She gave her hand to all, was spoken to. 

And for the meanest had a partmg word. 

Such wo is working in our master's house t 

But had he died, 'twould have been o*er with him ; 

Escaping death he has a lifelong grief. 

Chor. Surely Admetus groans, with grief opprest. 
If he must lose so excellent a wife. 

Serv, He weeps indeed, sustains her in his arms. 
And prays her not to leave him, asking for 
What cannot be ; for she is going fast. 
And visibly droops and sinks, passing away. 
She hang^ a lang^d burden on his arm ; 
Yet still, though faintly gasping out her breath. 
She woiild behold the onght rays of the sun. 
As what she never more uiall see again. 
But for the latest time will look upon 
Light's glorious orb. I'll go and say ye are here. 
For not all subjects wish well to their lords. 
Nor with them g^eving truly sympathize ; 
But to my master ye are friends of old. 

Chor, Oh Zeus, can there be any way 
Of 'scaping from this wo to-day ? 
Or any refuge for our master 
From his foreseen and worst disaster ? 
Our hair must we in sorrow shear. 
And the black robes of mourning wear. 
'Tis plain, 'tis plain, this g^ef must be. 
But let us, friends, still bend the knee ; 
The gods, indeed, have mighty power :«- 
King PsBan ! hear us, in this hour 
Of fits distress thy good- will show. 
And save Admetus from his wo. 
Find out some help for him — as thou 
Hast done before — oh find it now 1 
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Arrest the stroke of Death, and save 
The best of women from the grave. 
Ah, son of Pheres ! joy-forsaken. 
Since from thee thy wife is taken— 
Sufficient cause to raise the knife. 
Or fix the noose, against one's Ufe. 
For thou to-day must see lie dead 
Thy dear, more dear than can be said. 
Behold her with her mate forlorn 1 
Oh land of Pheres, crv and mourn 
For this best woman downward ta'en, ^ 
To Hades* mansion subterrane. 
I'll never say 'tis my belief 
That wedlock's joy exceeds the grief: 
This ere to-day 'twas mine to learn. 
And in the king's case I discern. 
Who'll lead, when he has lost his wife, 
A life — not worth the name of life. 

Alcestis enterSi supported by Admetus, and accompanied by 
their two children* 

Ale, Oh sun ! and light, and clouds of Heaven, 
In fleecy rolls revolved and driven I 

Adm. That sun beholds two wretched creatures here. 
Who have done nothing wherefore thou shouldst die. 

Ale, Oh earth ! and palace, and thou bed. 
For my espousals whilom spread 1 

Adm. Cheer up, unhappy consort ; leave me not^ 
But pray the sovereign gods to pity us. 

Ale. I see the two-oared boat I I see 
The ferryman of all the dead 1 
With pole in hand, he calls for me— - 
'Tb Charon calls, with accent dread. 
And vehemently chides my stay, — 
•* Come <mickly, come I why this delay ?" 

Adm. Wretch that I am I oh crudest voyage to me ! 
My dearest, doomed wife I what wo is ours 1 

Ale, Some winged Hades pulls me now 
Unto the dead I do you not see ? 
From underneath his sable brow 
The King of Terrors glares at me ! 
What wilt thou do ? unhand me ! oh I 
Loose me I on what a path I go ! 

Adm, Path dismal to thy friends, and most to me. 
And to these children, sharers of my grief. 

Ale. Lay me down! I cannot stand ; 
Hades now is near at hand ; 
O'er mine eyes the last of sleeps. 
The long night of darkness creeps. 
Children ! now my life is o'er. 
And your mother is no more ; 
May your lives with joy be bright. 
May ye long behold the light I 

Adm, Ah, woful speech for me to hear. 
Harder than any death to bear ! 
Oh by the gods, and by these ties. 
Motherless, when their mother dies. 
Forsake me not! arise, dear wife! 
While I have thee, I still have life ; 
Without thy being mine is o'er. 
So much I love thee and adore. 
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Ale* Admetus> you perceive bow 'tis with roe^ 
But I would tell my wishes ere I die. 
How IVe loved, honoured thee, appears in this, 
I die when not to die was in my power, 
Giving my life that thou may*st see the light. 
I might have lived, and wedded with some chief 
Of Thessaly, and dwelt in princely state ; 
But without thee, my children fatherless, 
I was not willing to drag on my life ; 
Nor spared myself, still in the bloom of youth. 
Life's freshness, in whose sweets I took delight. 
Yet both thy parents, both near life's last goal. 
Betrayed thee, when they might have nobly died. 
And so have saved their son, their only child. 
With no hope left of other progeny. 
Had either of them dared to die for thee. 
We twain had lived, nor thou disconsolate 
Been left to rear the children whom I leave — . 
But some god brought about it should be so. 
Well, be it so! then make me a return— 
One equal to my claim I cannot ask. 
For nothing is more precious than one's life — 
However, *tis a just one^ thou wilt own. 
Thou lov'st these little ones no less than I ; 
At least if right thy thoughts and feelings be ; 
Then bring them up aa princes in my house. 
Nor introduce an envious stepmother. 
Less kind in her affections than myself. 
To lord it o*er them with a heavy hand. 
Remember my request : a stepdame hates 
The children of a foroier marriage bom ; 
To them no milder than an adder is. 
My boy will in his father find a tower. 
But how, my girl, shalt thou fit training have ? 
How wiU thy father's consort act to thee ? 
Oh, ma^ she not by slanderous rumour spoil 
Thy hope of marriage in thy bloom of youth ! 
Thy mother ne*er shall deck thee as a bride. 
Nor, where a mother khider is than all. 
Amid thy groans of childbirth comfort theel 
For I must die— not when to-morrow comes. 
Nor on the third day of the month, but now. 
E'en now mnst 1 be numbered with the dead. 
My husband, and my children I fieure-ye-weU, 
And prosper I Ye can say, no man e'er had 
A better wife, no children better mother. 

Chor. Fear not: I'll answer for him, he will keep 
Thy last injunctions, if he keep his senses. 

Adm. It shall be so, it shall be, doubt it not :— 
Since I had thee when living, still when dead 
Shalt thou be my sole wife : none after thee 
Shall call me husband, nor Thessalian bride, 
Nor one of any land, tho* most comj^lete 
In beauty, daughter of the noblest sire. 
The number of my children is enough ; 
I pray the gods I may have joy of them. 
For 1 have none of thee. But I shall feel 
Grief for thy loss, not only for a year. 
But while I live ; and both my parents hale. 
Who were my friends in word but not in deed. 
To save mine thou hast given thy dearest lif<^— 
Must 1 not g^roan then losing such a spouse ? 
Henceforth no feasts for me, no reveJler?, ^ . 
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No gariandfl^ and no music in my house. 
As heretofore ; nor will I touch the lyre. 
Nor breathe again upon the Libyan flute— 
Oh neyer, never shall 1 have the heart. 
For thou hast ta*en away my joy of life. 
But modelled by a skilful artist's hand. 
Thine image slmll be laid upon m v bed ; 
And I will fall on % and repeat thy name. 
And think I have, das ! not having thee-^ 
Cold comfort ! but some little ease of mind ; 
And in my dreams the vision of my love 
Shall give me jov ; 'tis pleasant to behold 
A friend at all tunes, even in the night. 
But if I had the tongue and melody 
Of Orpheus, as to appease with ravishment 
Of holy hymns Proserpine, or her lord. 
And from their gloomy realm recover thee, 
I would go down : then neither Pluto*8 hound. 
Nor Charon at his oar, the ferryman 
Of the Departed, shoidd inhibit me s 
But I would bring thee back to Hfe and light. 
Expect me there, however, when 1 di^ 
And have a mansion ready for us both. 
For I will give these cluldren charge, to enclose 
My bones with thine, and lay me by thv side ; 
May I be joined with thee, sole faithful found. 
To be no more divided, when I'm dead 1 

Chor, ril sympathize with thee, as friend with friend; 
Her singular merit well deserves our grief. 

Ale. My children, ye have heard your father's pledge. 
That he vnll not so much dishonour me, 
As to take other wife to rule o'er you. 

Adm, Again I give it, and will keep it too. 

AJc. So pledged, receive these children from my hand. 

Adm. A precious gift from dear hand I receive. 

Ale. Be thou a mother to them in my stead. 

Adm. Thy loss compels me to this aaded charge. 

Ale. Mv children, I depart when I should live. 

Adm. Ah ! what shaU 1 do, widowed and forlorn ? 

Ale. Time will console thee, for the dead are nothing. 

Adm. Oh take me with thee, take me, by the gods 1 

Ale. I die for thee-^ne victim is enough. ; 

Adm. Oh Fate ! of what a vrife thou spoilest me ! 

Ale. Darkness lies heavy on my drooping eyes. 

Adm. I am undone, if thou forsakest me. 

Ale. Speak of me as no more, as nothing now. 

Adm. Lift up thy face, abandon not thy children. 

Ale. Not willingly — my children, oh ! fturewell ! 

Adm. Look on them, look, oh look I 

AJc. I am no more. 

Adm. Ah ! do you leave us, and depart ? 

Ale. FaniweUI (diei.) 

Adm. I'm lost. 

Chor. She *8 gone, Admetus has no wife. 

Eumelua. Alas for my roisfbrtune I 
Alas I I am undone ; 
My mother 's gone, my father, 
No more she sees the sun. 

Oh, see her eyelid drooping 

Over the cold dark eye, 
And see her arms extended, ^ t 
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Ohy hear me^ hear me^ mother ! 

'Tis I that on thee fal]> 
'Tis I whose moath thwe prossesy 

*Ti8 1 that on thee call. 

Adm. You call on one that neither hears nor leei | 
We both are stricken with a heaTy grief. 

Eum. Bat young Vm left, my father I 
My sister !. I and thou 
Have met with greatest trcNible» 
We have no mother now. 

In Taiuj in Tain, my father I 

Were you twain e'er united ; 
Ere ye grew old together. 

Has aU your joy been Idighted. 

She 's gone away before thee^ 

And thou art left alone ; 
Untimely dead* my mother ! 

The house is all undone. 

Char. Admetus, you must bear this heayy stroke ; 
You 're neither first nor last to have such loss ; 
Think death a debt which we have all to pay. 

Adm, I know it ; nor this ill came unawares ; 
With fear of it I have been long afflicted. 
But I will now appoint the burial : 
Chant ye, mean-while, a hymn to gloomy Dis, 
The implacable god of the Subterrane. 
Let the Thessalians, over whom I rule. 
With their locks shorn and in black robes appear ; 
Your chariots yoke, and shear the coursers* manes ; 
And for twelve moons let neither flute nor lyre 
Sound in the city ; for I shall ne'er inter 
A dearer or a more deserving one : 
Oh, worthiest of all honour I can pay 
Is she that only dared to die for me I 

[Exeunt Admetus and the children^-^nd 
attendants bearing away the body, 

Chor» Daughter of Pelias ! now farewell! 
Since thou must for ever dwell 
In the subterranean halls. 
Where the sun's light never falls. 
Let the god, whose tresses flow 
With a glooming blackness, know. 
And the Rower, old and dread. 
Ferryman of all the dead, 
That this woman is the best. 
Of the rarest worth possest^ 
It was e'er his lot to take 
O'er the Acherontian lake. 

Thy praise shall minstrels often tell 
On the seven-toned mountain shell. 
And in solemn hymns and sweet 
Oft without the lyre repeat, 
Both in Sparta, when they keep 
The Camean fbast, nor sJeep, 
While the vernal moon all night 
Shineth on them glaci and bright^— ^ , 
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And in Athens, famed in story. 
Rich in splendour, wealth, and glory. 
Such a theme thy death supplies 
For the minstrel's melodies. 

Would that it did on me depend • 

That thou should'st to the light ascend ! 
From the realm of Dis supreme. 
Where Cocytus rolls his stream. 
From the land of shadows black 
Would that I could waft thee back. 
Bring thee up to earth again 
By ^e river Subterrane I 
Thou, of women thou alonCf 
For thy husband's life thine own 
Didst to Hades freely give, 
Dying that thy spouse might live. 
LighUy lie the earth o*er thee ! 
If with other ever he 
Link in love, his children's hate 
And our scorn upon him wait. 

His mother was not willing found 
To hide her body under ground. 
Was not willing, tho* she bore him, 
To the grave to go before him ; 
Nor did his old father dare. 
When they both had hoary hair. 
Neither of them dared to go, 
As his substitute, below. 
But thou didst — and in the hour 
Of thy youth's fresh-breathing flower. 
Ere life's loveliest hues had fled. 
Dying in thy. husband's stead. 
Oh, with such mate may I pair- 
But isuch lot in life is rare — 
For 'tis certain such a wife 
Would ne'er cause a pain in life. 

Hercules enters. 

Her. Phereans, is Admetus now at home ? 

Chor, He is within ; but tell us, Hercules, 
What brings you to this part of Thessaly ? 

Her. Eurystheus has appointed me a task. 

Chor. Where must you travel, and fot what exploit ? 

Her. To Thrace, and for the steeds of Diomede. . 

Chor. How can you do this ? do you know the man ? 

Her. No ! I was ne'er in the Bistonian land. 

Chor. Those steeds cannot be won without a battle. 

Her. And I cannot renounce this enterprise. 

Chor. You must slay some one ere you can return, 
Or else remain there being slain yourself. 

Her. 'Tis not my flrst adventure. 

Chor. What remains. 

If you are victor over Diomede ? 

Her. To take the steeds to the Tiryntbian king. 

Chor. It is no easy thing to bridle them. 

Her. Except they from their nostrils breathe out fire. 

Chor. But they devour men with their ravenous jaws. 

Her. So feed, not horses, but the mountain beasts. 

Chor, You'll see their stalls defiled with human gore. 
Her, Whom does their trainer boast of as his sire ^ ^^ t 
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Cfwr, The King of Thracian shields, enrich'd with gold^ 
Calls Mars his sire. 

Her. Thus does fate deal with me. 

Still tasking me with arduous enterprise ; 
If I must with the sons of Mars contend. 
First with Lycaon, and with Cjcnus next. 
Now with a thiid, this king and his fierce steeds. 
But none shall oyer see Alcmena*s son 
Shrink from encounter with a hostile hand. 

Chor. And, lo t Admetus from the palace comes. 

AoicBTUs enters. 

Adm, Hail, son of Zeus, prince of the blood of Perseus ! 

Her, Admetus, prince of the Thessalians, hail I 

Adm. Would that your '* hail" was suited to my state. 
For your good wQl toward me well I know. 

Her. Why are your locks in sign of mourning shorn ? 

Adm. To-day I have to burv somebody. 

Her. 'Tis not one of your children ? Heaven forbid ! 

Adm. My children are within, alive and well. 

Her. If 'tis thy father, he went full of years. 

Adm. My father and my mother are alive. 

Her. It cannot be Alcestis that is dead? 

Adm. Of her I have to speak a twofold tale. 

Her. Speak you of her as living, or as dead ? 

Adm. She is and is not ; but she is my grief. 

Her, I am no wiser, for you roeak in riddles. 

Adm. Do you not know the doom imposed on her ? 

Her. 1 know she undertook to die for you. 

Adm. How is she living then if bound to this ? 

Her. Weep not beforehand ; wait until the event. 

Adm. One just about to die is dead already. 
And one that's dead no longer is in bdng. 

Her. To be, and not to be, are different things. 

Adm. You judge in one way — in another 1. 

Her. But wherefore are you weeping ? Who is dead? 

Adm. A woman : — ^we were speaking of a woman. 

Her. One of thy blood, or of no kin to thee ? 

Adm. Not of my blood, but to my house most dear. 

Her. And did she in thy house depart this life ? 

Adm. Her father being dead, she lived with us. 

Her. Oh, that you were not mourning I 

Adm. With what aim 

Do you say this ? 

Her. To seek another host. 

A(bn. That must not be ; let not such ill occur. 

Her. A ffuest is grievous to a house in grief. 

Adm. The dead are dead : come, go within at once. 

Her. To feast with mourners is a shameful thing. 

Adm. The guest-rooms are apart. 

Her. Nay I let me go, 

rU owe you thousand thanks. 

Adm. It must not be ; 

Elsewhere yon must not spo : lead on, and throw (to an Attendant) 
The guest-rooms open ; old the purveyor 
Provide fit entertainment for my guest ; 
Shut to the doors of the mid-haU, lest groans 
(It were not well) should reach the feaster's ears, 
And with unwelcome grief mar his content. 

[Hebcules goes into the Palace, 

Chor. What means this? When so great mischance has fallen. 
Is it a season for receiving guests ? 
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Adm. Had I driven from my house a new-come guest. 
Would you have praised me? No! Ihadnotlofit 
My grief, but rather hospitality J 
And such impeachment of my house had been 
Another added to my present ills. 
Besides, when I to thirsty Argos go* 
Then this my guest is my most worthy host. 

Chor. Why did you then from such a friend coilccal 
Your present trouble? „ ,^ ^ , . 

^^. Had he known my grief, 

He never would have gone within my doors. • 
Yet will he thmk I was not wise in this— 
He'll not like it; but my roof knows not how 
To turn away «.d to dishonour gueta.^^ ^^^^Oe Palace. 

Chor. House I where a liberal spirit is dwelling, 
In hospitable grace excelfing. 
Under thy roof the bright Apollo, 
The master of the golden lyre. 
Dwelt a shepherd, in the days 
That on his steps the flocks did follow 
0*er hill and slope with glad deaie 
To hear his pastoral lays. 

Then with the flocks were wont to hie. 
Such influence had his minstrelsy I 
The spotted lynxes, meek and tame ; 
And then wore seen, from Othrys drawn. 
Tawny Uons in his train ; 
And from the tall pine-forest came. 
With a light foot, the dappled fawn. 
Rejoicing in the strain. 

So in a place that most excels 
In flocks and herds Admetus dwells. 
Where Ossa his isML sliadow flings 
O'er Boebe, lake of freshest springs : 
The boundary of his domains. 
Of eared fields and pasture plains. 
Is the Molosdan clime that lies 
Toward the region of the skies. 
Where glide the coursers of the sun 
Into the dusk, their day's work done ; 
And his sway doth to relion roach. 
Far as the iEgean's portless beach. 

And now the guest-rooms open lioi 
And he the guest with courtesy 
Bade welcome, though with eyelid wet : 
He lingers with the lost one yet, 
And o'er the corse his tears doth shed. 
Lamenting o*er his newly dead. 
The noble nature well is known 
By sense of honour, felt and shown. 
It seems a spirit of wisdom true 
Is in the good, in all they do ; 
And on iSns truth my soul doth rest. 
The godly always fare the best. 

Admetus enters, jbllowed by the bearers with the body qf Alcxstii. 
Adm. My kind Phereans ! these attwdants now 
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Convey the cone with honour to the tomb. 
Salute ye^ as the custom is, the dead^ 
That now upon her latest journey goes* 

Chor, Here comet your mie, with the alow foot of age ; 
And his train follows with his funeral gifisy 
And ornaments^ in honour of the dead. 

Enter Phsbbs and Train* 
Pher* I'm come, my son, in very s^pathy ) 
A good wife and a chaste tou'to lost m^ed. 
Yet tMs affliction, though nard to be borne. 
You must e'en bear t accept these offerings. 
And let them go with her under the ground. 
'Tis fit her body should have honour due. 
Since by a Toluntary death she saved 
Thy life, nor let my age in sorrow pine 
From being childless. She has left behind 
The memory of a life, that to her sex 
Gives glory, from the lustre of this deed. 
My 8on*s preserver, our support, farewdl ! 
In Hades* mansion be it well with thee I 
Such marriage profits men, ebe better far 
Not to submit unto the marriage yoke. 

Adm. Thou'rt come unbidden to this funeral. 
Nor do I count thy presence tiiat of friend. 
Thy funeral gifts and offerings I refbse ; 
Owing thee nothing shall she be interred. 
My danger was thy time for sympathy ; 
Dost thou mourn her, that then udst stand aloof? 
Thou tiiat, being old, didst let a young one £e ? 
No father thou Of mine, nor was 1 bom 
Of my reputed mother, but some riave 
Brought me to light, uid I was privHy placed 
At thy wife's breast. No ! thou art not my father. 
Thy conduct clearly showed my thought is right ; 
Else no man ever was so mean of spmt. 
That thou at such an age, the goal of fife. 
For thy own son shouldst lack the heart to dBe f 
But didst permit a woman, of no kin. 
Whom I may well esteem both sire axA mother. 

To die instead. Yet dying for thy son. 

Thy life had then been finished with renown ; 

And think how short its smaQ renudnder is ; 

Then had mf wife and I both Hved together. 

Nor I been left to groan in widowhood. 

And thou hast tasted afi the j<m of life ; 

Thy flower of manhood passed in sovereignity. 

And I, thy son, succeeded to thy place ; 

So iSbmX not ehfldless hadst thou left thy house 

For others to despoil. If or canst thou say 

I ever did di^nonr thine old age. 

For I have showed diee greatest reverence. 

But what return had I fii^m both m^ parents 1 

Get other children without loss of tune 

To nourish thine old ue, and deck thy eorse. 

And lay k out ; for 111 not bury thee. 

Since ror thy part I had been dead ere now. 

If Fve found- other to preserve my life, 

I owe that other filial care and love. 

The prayer the old make for death is vain pretence^ 

Of age complaining, and life's weary hours ; 

For soon as death comes near, not ononis found 

Willing to die ; age then no burden is. 
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Chor. Cease ! for the present wo is qmte enough : 
Nor thou, the son, provoke thy father's wrath. 

Pher, Whom do you take me for ? a Lydian slavc« 
Or else a Phrygian purchased with your coin. 
That you revile me thus ? know*st not I am 
Free horn, ThessaUan, of Thessalian sire ? 
You're over-bold, but shall not go hence plumed 
With triumph of youth's reckless insolence. 
I gat and reared you for my successor ; 
I'm not your debtor bound to die for you. 
That fathers for their issue are condemned 
To pay great Nature's debt, is not Greek law. 
Nor one hereditary in my house. 
You for yourself, for good or ill, were born ; 
Whate'er was due to you from me, you have ; 
Your present sway is great ; and 1 will leave you 
The territories I inherited. 
How have 1 wronged, of what defrauded you ? 
Die not for me ; for you I will not die. 
Think you I take no pleasure in the light. 
To you so pleasant ? I count long the time 
That we must spend below, and this life brief. 
But very sweet. You shrank, like a poltroon, 
From death, and, making her your victim, *8caped ; 
Shamed by the woman that durst die for you, 
The handsome youth ! Dost call me mean of soul ? 
A fine invention for escaping death. 
If you can substitute, from time to time, 
A cozened wife I How dare you, being a coward, 
Keproach your friends with selfish backwardness ? 
But hold your peace, and only just consider. 
If you love your life, all alike love theirs ; 
And if you speak against us, how much more. 
More truly, may be said against yourself. 

Chor, Too much of this has beeu already baid : 
Desist, old man, nor thus reproach thy son. 

Adm, Say ou ; if the truth jars upon your car. 
You should not err against me. 

Pher, I had erred 

Much rather, if I had, to save you, died. 

Aiirn. Is it the same for youth and age to die ? 

Pher, Each has a single life ; that should conteut us. 

Adm, For aught I care, live longer e'en than Zeus ! 

Ph^. Dost ciu^e thy parents without wrong from them ? 

Adm, I knew you were enamoured of long life. 

Pher, Is not this corse in thy stead now borne out ? 

Adm, A proof this of thy penury of spirit. 

Pher, *Twas not for me she died I 

Adm, Ah I may you want me ! 

Pher, Woo many wives, that more may die for thee. 

Adm, That thou didst shrink from it, is thy reproach. 

Pher, Dear, oh, how dear, the blessed light of heaven 

Adm, Mean is thy spirit, unworthy of a man. 

Pher, That b no corse of age— for your derision. 

Adm, Inglorious will your end be, when it comes. 

Pher, When dead, I shall not care what's said of me. 

Adfji, Alas I how shameless is old age ! 

Pher, She was 

Not shameless — but you found her mad indeed. 

Adm, Begone ! and let me bury now my dead. 

Pher, I'll go ; and thou, her slayer, bury her ! 
Her kinsmen yet will call thee to accounti 
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Or else indeed Acastus is no man> 

Except he avenge on thee his sister's death. 

Adm. Begone I thou and thy mate in childless ago 
LiTe> as ye merit, though your child yet lives. 
For never shall ye come beneath mv roof; 
And if 'twere needful to renounce thy hearth 
By heralds, I would e*en renounce it so. 
But since we must, my friends, bear this infliction. 
Let us with the procession now advance. 

[Pheres withdraws; on the other side Admetus and tfie 
Funeral Train depart, the Chords chanting tlic Dirge. 

Chor, Alas I to thy own ruin bold, 

Oh passing noble, and high-souled ! 
Farewell ! may Hermes on the way 
To thee all gentle kindness pay ; 
And may great Dis receive thee well ! 
If ever good the good befell 
In the under-world, that come to thee, 
Sitting beside Persephone ! 

[ While the Funeral Train retires, a Servant 
advances from the Palace. , 

Serv. Tvo at the hearth received many a guest. 
From many a land, for whom Fve spread the feast. 
But never worse than this. In the first place, 
He saw nw lord in grief, yet entered in ; 
Next, for his fare, such as it chanced to be. 
Made no allowance, knowing our distress. 
But loudly roared for any thing he lacked ; 
Then in both hands he seized an ivy goblet. 
And quaffed the pure juice of the purple mother. 
Until the flame o^ the wine enkindled him ; 
And then with myrtle-wreath he crowned himself. 
And howled discordantly snatches of son? . 
There were two strains to hear ; for while he sang, 
Without a thought of our domestic wo. 
We servants were bewailing our lost lady : 
We did not let him see our eyes were wet. 
For so Admetus ordered. I mean-while 
Must enltertain this stranger, vagabond ! 
But she is gone, nor I did follow her. 
Nor stretch my hand, lamenting my lost mistress, 
Wl^o was e'en as a mother to us all ; 
For from a thousand ills she saved us. 
Appeasing for us oft her husband's ire. 
Is it not justly then I hate this stranger,] 
Who has intruded on us in our grief? 

Hercules enters. • 
Her. Hark you, why do you look so grave and thoughtful ? 
A servant should receive his master's guests. 
Not with a puckered brow, but cheerAillv. 
You show to me, that am your master's niendy 
Contracted brow and gloomy countenance. 
Only because of some out-door distress. 
Come, learn of me, and be a wiser man. 
Know you the way of life and its events ? 
I think no/— but, indeed, how should you ? Hark I 
Death is a debt Uiat all mankind must pay ; 
None knows if he shall be alive to-morrow ; 
For slippery fortune is imcertiun ever. 
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Cannot be learnt^ nor be found out b^ skilL 

Drink and be merry ; and consider hfe 

To be tJbine own only from day to day— 

The rest is Fortune's. Honour Cytherea^ 

Sweetest of deities to mturtai men. 

For she to them is goddess most benign. 

If you suppose me right — I think I am,— 

Leave your dark ^nrnghts and follow m^ adviee. 

Will you not then quit your excessive gnef. 

Go in, and crown yourself, and drink with me ? 

I know right well the wine-cnp*s generous gush 

Will clear your brow, and cleanse your nund of gloom. 

Mortals should entertain such sentiments 

As suit their mortal state : to them, methinks» 

That wear thdr visages to sorrow set. 

Life is not truly life but wretchedness. 

S&if. We know it; but the feast, laughter, and mirth. 
Are quite unsuited to our present state. 

J9er. Grieve not so much ; the lady was a stranger— 
The rulers of the mansion are alive. 

Sou. Alive ? do you not know our sad mischance ? 

Her. I do, unless your master did deceive me. 

Serv. He is too hospitable. 

Her. For the death 

Of a mere stranger, should I not have met 
With entertainment ? 

Serv. Yet she was most near I 

Her, Is there some wo he did not tell me of ? 
^ Serv. Farewell! our master's trouble toacheth ns. 

Her. Your words express nuHre nief than for a stranger. 

Serv. Your revels, in that case, had not disturbed me. 

Her. Have I then been ill-treated by my host ? 

Serv. You did not come at a convenient time ; 
Grief is among mb, and you see our hair 
Is shorn, our f&ess is of the mourning hut. 

Her. But who b dead ? one of the chHdren gone ? 
Or his old father ? 

Serv. No ! his wife is dead. 

Her. What ? his wife dead ? and yet did he receive me ? 

Serv. He scrupled to repel yon from hb house. 

Her. Unhappy man I — Oh, what a loss is thine I 

Serv. Not only she, with her we all are loet. 

Her. I thought *twas some misfortune, wbnk I saw 
His woful face, shorn hair, and weeping eyes ; 
But saying 'twas a stranger's faoeral. 
He dia deceive me ; and against my will 
I went within his doors, drank, crowned myself. 
And revelled while he was in hb afflicticm. 
And yet you told me not of thb dbtrees 1 
Where does he bury her ? where can I ffaid him ? 

Serv. On the high-road that to Lanssa laads^ 
Just past the city gate, vou will observe 
The tomb of marble shming to the view. 

[JBxkServani, 

Her. My much-tried heart 1 my sool I exhibit now 
What sort of son Alcmena bore to Zens» 
The newly-dead Alcestb ranst I reaene^ 
And to tms house restore, te kind Adaa^ue 
Doing a work of kindness in retmrn. 
I'll go, and watch for Death, the bladb-robed king 
Of the Departed ; if, as I enect, 
I find him near the tombi drmking the Uood 
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Of Tictlms> and I can surprise and seize hinii 
None shall release my panting piisoner 
Till he resign the woman. If I fail 
To t^e him captive so> and he abstains 
From coming near to taste the clotted gore> 
Then to the sunless mansions will I go 
Of fair Proserpine and her gloomy lord. 
And ask her at their hands : I have no doubt 
That I shall bring Alcestis up again^ 
And g^ve her back to his embracing arm8> 
Who welcomed and received me in his house^ 
Though smitten with a sore calamity. 
Which from respect for me he nobly hid. 
What man of Thessaly has toward guests 
A larger spirit and heart more boui^Ail ? 
Or what Hellenian ? Never shall he say. 
While he was noble, I was otherwise* 

lExit Hercules. Admetus and ike compa^ qf$noum€r§ return. ^ 

Adm. Qh, sad aspect, and entrance drear 
Of my poor widowed house ! Ob» where 
Can I find rest ? where go ? what say ? 
Or how be silent ? Woful day I 
Would all were o*er with me forlorn, 
A wretch to worst affliction bom ! 
I count the dead the only blest. 
And long to be with them at rest. 
To tread on earth not gladdens me. 
Nor the sun*s cheerful beams to see : 
One pledge of jdy I had — Death stole her. 
And Hades has my life*s consoler. 

Chor. Go in, and solitary moan ; 
Thy loss is worthy many a groan. 
Ay, groan ! I know thy heavy lot. 
But thy lamenting helps her not. 
Her sweet face ne*er to see agahi 
Is grief indeed — and grief in vain I 

Adm. This, like an ulcer, frets my core. 
Never to see my sweet wife more I 
What worse ill has man through life 
Than to lose his faithful wife ? 
Better that I had dwelt almie 
Without the consort — that is gone ! 
Happy are they whose life is single. 
That never with these sweet ones mingle ! 
The grief for ills that only touoh 
A single life, is not so much : 
But to perceive oiur children droop 
Under disease*s mortal swoop ; 
And to behold the bridal bed 
Defiled by Death, untenanted 
Of the beloved lately there — 
That is a grief too hard to bear! 
When a man too might, if he chose. 
Refrain from having ties like those. 

Chor. Who bv struggling can get fipce 
From resistless fate ? 

Adm, Wo*s me I 

Chor, Wilt no bound to sorrow set ? 

^rfm. Wo!wo! 

Chor. Hard to bear, \mi yet 
Bear it : thou art^- 

Adm. Oh 1 wretch forlorn 1 

CJior. Not first from whom wife has been torn. 
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But different men in different ways 

The burden of distress overlays. 
Adm. OI15 yainregret> and lasting sorrow^ 
For them that wake up to no morrow ! 
When I headlonff wished to follow 
Her to the sepulcnral hollow> 
Why did ye me from death restrain. 
From lying where my dead is lain ? 
Then Hades had been pleased to take. 
Together ferried o*er ms lake. 
Two faithful souls instead of one. 
Two loving soub together gone. 

Chor. I had a kinsman old and hoary. 

That had one child, his hope and glory ; 

And on that son death sudden fell — 

The old man bore it passing well. 
Adm. My house I how can I dwell in thee. 
Since this sad change has fall'n on me ? 
*Twixt life before, and that behind. 
Oh, what a difference I find t 
With light of many a Pelian torch 
I whilom passed within the porch. 
With brioEd songs, and in my hand 
My wife, the lady of the land 1 
Then was there man^ a cheerful voice 
To bid the happy pair rejoice, 
A noble match, well come together. 
Both nobly bom, in life's spring-weather :*-. 
But now instead of nuptial songs 
The wailing voice its note prolongs ; 
And for white shining robes to-day 
Vm marshalled by a black array. 
To wliat was once a happy spot 
The chamber where — ^where she is not ! 

Chor. Thb came on thee in grief untried, 

And after fortune's happy tide ; 

But thou, at least, hast saved thy life ; 

And from her loved thy loving vrifo 

Is gone indeed :— is tms thing new ? 

'Tis but what Death is used to do. 
Adm. I deem her fortune happier than mine own ; 
It may not seemso, but I think it is ; 
For her no grief shall ever touch again. 
And she, removed from care, with glory rests ; 
While I, that should have died, escaping death. 
Must now drag on a weary, woful life — 
I see it now. How can I bear mv home ? 
What pleasure can I look for ? whom addressing ? 
By whom addrest ? oh, whither shall I turn ? 
The solitude vnthin wUl drive me out. 
When I behold the place void where she slept, 
The seat whereon she sat ; the house neglected ; 
And when the children, clinging to my knees. 
Weep for their mother ; and these poor kind creatures 
Bewailing what a mistress they have lost I 
Such is my state within doors ; but without 
The nuptials solemnized in Thessaly, 
The troops of lovely women, will distract me ; 
For never can I bear to look upon 
Her friends, that number the same years she did. 
Then whosoever loves me not will say : — 
<< Behold a man (in seeming such at least), 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] The Aiceitis of Euripides. 425 

That ignominious lives, and dared not die. 

But let hb wife become his substitute. 

And hates his parents that would not consent 

To die for him the death the coward shrunk from." 

This ill report be added to my grief. 

And tell me, friends, if better *ds to live 

Suffering at once ill fame and misery ? 

CAor. I too have risen upon the pinion 

Of song, sustained with knowledge high ; 

But never have I known dominion 

Like that of stem Necessity. 

No charm on Thracian table writ. 

Though wisest Oipheus uttered it — 

No remedy that Phoebus taught 

His sons, with healing virtue fraught. 

To be dbpensed to mortals fnul, 

AgBxast this Power doth aught avail. 

To her alone is none approach 
By vows at altar, statue, fane — 
*Tis vain the victim*s life to broach- 
She sees not, hears not — prayer is vain. 
Dread Goddess I spare me ; for with thee 
Zeus brings about whate'er must be. 
The iron of the Chalybes 
Is tamed by thee : nor is the stress 
Of thy stem spirit e'er checked in force 
By any touch of soft remorse. 

Thee, my prince ! she holdeth now 
In chains redstless ; bear it thou ! 
Weeping cannot raise the dead. 
Sons of mortal mothers bred, 
Stealth-begotten of the gods. 
Also lie in Death's abodes. 
Dear she was while yet in life. 
Dear too, now, when she is not ; 
For thine was the noblest wife 
Ever fell to mortal's lot. 

Let the tomb that covers her 
Be not as a sepulchre 
0*er the dead. Her praises meet 
Shall the traveller repeat. 
As to Spirit of the Day, 
Ere he passes on his way : — 
" She that once did deaui endure. 
Of free will, to save her spouse. 
Now is Spirit blest and pure— 
Hiul, sweet Saint 1 and near our vows t ** 

But lo! here comes Alcmena*s son again, 

Hercules enters unih a latfy, whose face is concealed with a thick veil. 

Her. 'Tis right with freedom to address a friend. 
And not to hide offence we take at him. 
I thought mysdf one worUiy, as one near 
In friendship, to demand what was your grief: 
You told me not 'twas vour wife's funeral. 
But as 'twere death did not concern you nearly ; 
You entertained me as a welcome guest : 
Mean-while 1 crowned myself with myrtle wreath. 
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And freely poured libations to the gods, 

E'en in the house of mourning : 'twas not well— 

I blame you for't, but will not with reproaches 

Add to your grief. Hear why I have returned : — 

Receive and keep for me this woman safely^ 

Till with the Tmracian mares I come again> 

When I have slain the rude Bistonian king. 

But should I meet misohance (which Heaven forbid I) 

Accept her as a gift 5 with toil I won her. 

It chanced I came upon a ring was set 

For public games^ in which, as worth my pains, 

I took a part, and she became my prize. 

The victors in the lighter games won horses ; 

Those in the greater, herds of homed cattle ; 

This woman was the last and noblest prize. 

It had been base not to contend for this ; 

I did, was victor, and commit her now 

To your protection ; fairly did I win her. 

And not by theft ; you will perchance, hereafter. 

Yourself commend me for the pains I took. 

Adm. Neither from slight, nor thinking you no friend, 
Did I conceal my wife's unhappy fate 5 
But to my grief I had but added grief. 
If you had gone to anv other host : 
To weep my own misfortune was enough. 
But for this woman, if it may be so, 
TMong the Phereans you have many friends,) 
Commit her to the charge of other man, 
That has not suffered in the way I have. 
The sight of her would only feed my grief, 
Nor could I keep from tears, beholding her. 
Make not a sick man worse ; I've wo enough : 
Where could she lodge ? her figure shows her youthfiir; 
In the men's quarters ? no ! young blood is hot. 
Not easy to restrain ; could slie be there 
Unblemished ? of your interest 'tis I think. 
Or shall she have the chamber of the dead ? 
Sleep in fher bed ? I fear a double censure ; 
Lest any blame me with the injurious thought, 
That I have tae'n a youthful paramour. 
False to the memory of my best preserver ; 
Then that of my own conscience, for I owe 
The dead (that well deserves it) love like awe. 
Lady ! whoe'er thou art, thou dost in truth. 
In height and shape, resemble my Alcestis — 
Now, by the gods, remove her from my sight ! 
Afflict not further an afflicted man. 
Take her away ! methinks I see mj wife. 
When I see her ; it stirs my troubled heart ; 
And see I the fountains of my tears gush out. 
Ah, wretch undone ! how raw my wound is yet ! 
How new, how bitter is my taste of wo ! 

Chor. I oannot pruse thy lot ; but all must bear. 
Whoe'er they be, the measure God appoints. 

Her. How gladly would I bring, had I the power. 
Thy wife from the under-world to thee and light ! 

Adm» I doubt it not : but how can such thing be ? 
It is impossible to raise the dead ! 

Her. Grieve not too much ; endure the stroke with patience. 

Adm, To preach is easier than to practise it. 

Her, Can groanii^ help you, though you groan for ever ? 
. Adm. Ay, 'tis no help ; yet I've a lilang ror't. 
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Her, Grief for a buried love makes the tear flow. 
Adm, She's gone ! and I'm undone beyond expresdon ! 
Her. You lost a glorious creature. 

Adm. And with her 

Lost sense of joj^ and relish of my life. 

Her. Time will compose the swelling grief yet new. 

Adm. *Twill do it, if time be death. 

Her. Another wife 

W}11 domfort you. 

Adm. Hush, hush! how can you speak so ? 

Her. Will you then live a lonely widower ? 

Adm. No woman e'er shall be my bed-fellow ! 

Her. Think you this of advantage to the dead ? 

Adm. Vm bound to honour her;, where'er ^e be. 

Her. Right, right ! I sar ; but youll be thought a fool. 

Adm. lliat let them call me, but a bridegroom never ! 

Her. I praise you for your loyal^ in love. 

Adm. If ever I betray her, may I perish! 

Her. Take now this noble dame into the house. 

Adm. Pr'ythee, excuse me, by thy father Zeiis. 

Her. But not to do this is not for thv good. 

Adm. And doing it will cut me to the heart 

Her. Doit; youll not repent it ; be persuaded. 

Adm. Alas I would you had never won the prize ! 

Her. Yet in my triumph you participate. 

Adm. Thanks for your nobleness ; but let her go. 

&r. Yes ! if it must be so, but look to 't first. 

Adm. It must be so, unless you would incense me. 

Her. From knowing what I do. 111 run the risk. 

Adm. Prevail then, but I like not your proceeding. 

Her. Some time or other you will praise me for *t. 

Adm. Conduct her in then, if it must be so. [ To his Attendants. 

Her. I will not give her over to your servants. 

Adm. Then lead her in yourself. 

Her. Into your hands. 

And into yours alone, will I commit her. 

Adm. I will not touch her— but she may go in. 

Her. I trust in you, and in your hands I place her. 

Adm. Against my will you force me to tnis act. 

Her. Boldlv advance thy hand, and touch the stranger. 

Adm. As tho' it were to touch the Gorgon's head ! 

Her. Hast hold of her. 

Adm. I have. 

Her. Then hold her ikst ; 

Hereafter will you call me generous guest. 
But look.on her — (he Ufts her veil) — and see if she resembles 
Thy lost Alcestis — and from sorrow cease. 

Adm. Ye gods I what shall I say ? a miracle ! 
Is it my wife I see, my very wife ? 
Or else do the gods in derision mock me 
WiUi a fdse joy, a pleasant madness only ? 

Her. It is no &lse presentment, but your wife. 

Acbn. Look that it be no phantom nrom below. 

Her. You cannot take me for a necromancer 1 

Adm. My wife ? My buried wife ? 

Her. Yes I it is she ; 

I do not wonde^at your unbelief. 

Adm. Bfay I touch, speak to her ? 

Her. Yes! speak to her; 

You have indeed all that you most desired. 

Adm. Sweet faee and person of my dearest wife ! 
When I did think to see thee never more. 
Beyond all hope do I possess thee now ? r^ T 
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Her. You do ; all envy of the gods keep hence ! 

Adm, Blest be thou> noble son of highest Zeu8> 
And may thy father ever watch o'er thee I 
For only thou hast raised me up again. 
How didst thou bring her up into the light ? 

Her. I fought a battle with the grisly king 
Of them below. 

Adm. Where didst thou fight with Death ? 

Her. Surprising him, I seized him at the tomb. 

Adm. Why is she silent ? Wherefore speaks she not ? 

Her. It is not lawful that you hear her voice 
Till the third day, when she by lustral rites 
Has been absoWed from the infernal powers. 
But lead her in ; be just, and show respect 
To strangers. Now, farewell ! I go to achieve 
The task set by the son of Sthenelus. 

Adm. Remain with us, and be our honoured guest. 

Her, Some other time, but now I must proceed. 

Adm. Good luck go with thee, and return in safety I lExit Hebcules. 
But I conunand through all the tetrarchy. 
That choirs, in memory of this blest event, 
Be duly set, and blood of victims flow 
To the best gods from whom these blessings come. 
Now is my present state flowering with joy. 
And my condition better than before. 

{Exit Admetds, leading Alcestis into the Palace. 

Char. Through manv a shape, and many a change 
The skyey influences range : 
The gods oft bring about events. 
Our strange unlooked-for accidents ; 
And what we think shall surely be. 
We look for, but we cannot see. 
God finds an unexpected way. 
And so it has turned out to-day. 
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Three years ago Lord Brougham 
sent the Melbourne Cabinet into the 
world with the brand of '* The Inca- 
pables ** on its forehead. Among all 
changes of principle and practice^ 
they have been true to their title. 
They intended nothing ; they were 
capable of nothing ; and they have 
fuliUed both their intention and their 
capacity. The country has gone on 
without them. They are no more 
responsible for its movements than 
the barnacles on the ship*s bottom are 
responsible for the stup*8 course. The 
business of the barnacles is to cling 
where they have been once stuck on, 
and their instinct is to repel any force 
that would scrape them off. The 
Cabinet have the same business, and 
tlie same instinct, and no more. They 
would perhaps, like the barnacles, 
have some sense of inconvenience, if 
the ship were to be bulged against the 
rocks, or broken up by utter rotten- 
ness ; but, like them, they will only 
follow their natural impulse in cling- 
ing to it, while there is a plank toge- 
ther, aud in sucking that plank wMle 
they live. 

That this is wholly a new condition 
of a British Government we perfectly 
acknowledge ; that the individuals 
composing this Government are ut- 
terly helpless, trifling, and ridiculous, 
we suppose no man of any kind of 
observation in the country doubts in 
the slightest degree; and that this 
state of public matters has been suf- 
fered to go on merely through the 
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Eatience of the public^ and the stngu- 
ir leniency of the national protectors 
in Parliament, is, we take it for grant- 
ed, wholly undeniable by any man 
who knows his right hand horn his 
left. Another point is equally to be 
taken into consideration. The Ca- 
binet is not more frivolous as a body, 
than impotent in its members. The 
broadest glance cast over British his- 
tory can absolutely find nothing so 
destitute of all the qualifications for 
the government of empire. A bril- 
liant and bold ambition has sometimes 
dazzled the nation into the endurance 
of bad men and bad measures ; supe- 
rior eloquence, and the art of persua- 
ding great assemblies, has often be- 
wildered the nation ; a character for 
honest public intentions, sanctioned 
by private decency of life, has raised 
and kept many a man of mediocrity 
in high station ; even the habit of 
being known as the client of a popu- 
lar and generous line of politics has 
had its effect. Thus the WalpolcF, 
Chathams, Foxes, hazardous as they 
were, and even the Liverpools, simple 
and stagniant as they showed them- 
selves in the midst of the most glow- 
ixig impulses of the most glowing 
times, and, last and least, the slipperi- 
ness . of Canning, were more than 
tolerated; nay, in some instances, 
exact the same retrospective homage 
from the national memory, with which 
we look upon the sword and armour 
of some great champion, hung above 
his tomb ; or fix our eyes on Uie fiery 
2e 
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line in the horizon^ which tells ns that 
there the son has set. But the Mel- 
bourne Cabinet have discovered an- 
other source of distinction, which, if 
few may desire to rival, none can 
hope to exceed. They are contemptu 
ble. Their feebleness is so complete- 
ly beyond all controversy, that they 
have the double advantage of being 
supposed incapable of mischief, and 
of exciting commiseration, in every 
instance where they are attacked. Sir 
Robert Peel against Lord John Rus- 
sell ! Why, every sense of common 
humanity enlists itself on the side of 
the little victim querulously writhing 
in the grasp of the powerful Opposi- 
tion leader. Lord Melbourne against 
Lord Lyndhurst! Was there ever 
such painful inequality ? When the 
great Law Lord rises to inflict the 
lash upon his nerveless and frighten- 
ed opponent, however justice may 
command severity, every feeling of 
compassion longs to save the startled 
culprit from the scourge, which, 
like the knout, may extingubh his 
public existence at a blow. We 
nave, of course, no wish to touch upon 
the mysteries of high men and things. 
But if those scenes occurred in China# 
Caricature might amuse itself richly 
with the burlesque of the Chief Man- 
darin. Not the possession of the 
" blue button, and the peacock's fea- 
ther,'* — not bowing Mandarins, and 
Tartars kissing his feet — not even the 
exclusive ear of the sitter on the impe- 
rial cushion could save him from be- 
ing consummately laughed at. Of 
the multitude of trifling, unpurposed, 
and shallow speakers who figure so 
disastrously before the people of Eng- 
land, the Premier wiUi all his accom- 
plishments, probably ranks among 
the worst; he is certainly the worst 
who ever attempted the part of a 
leader of the Cabinet. After his 
first half-dozen sentences, he becomes 
wholly confused, evidently loses all 
sequence of thought, blunders from 
one folly to another, and after a help- 
less discharge of the most unhappy 
verbiage, either drops into silence, 
from mere powerlessness of saying 
any thing, or attempts to cover his re- 
treat by falling into a ridiculous pas- 
sion. ^ On the other hand. Lord Lynd- 
hurst's force, combined with his calm- 
ness, his full and palpable knowledge 
of every subject on which he treats, 
his easy mastery of language, and that 
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language often enriched by allusions 
of classic elegance, render him one of 
the most accomplished of living speak- 
ers. But he can cut deep. His cas- 
tigation of O'Connell, when that tru- 
culent bully ventured to come into 
the House of Peers, probably with the 
hope of overawing him, the resistless 
contempt with which he lashed the 
fellow, and the summary justice with 
which he actually forced him to tsike 
flight, are still remembered by the 
House as among the public services 
of the noble Loi^, and have sunk into 
the memory of OXonnell as among 
the bitterest debts of tiiat sweeping 
vengeance which cankers his heart. 
In the hands of such a man imbecility 
can only fret and foam. But it is when 
Lord Brougham makes the assault 
that the condition of the Premier be- 
comes utterly pitiable. Brougham 
pays no attention to those etiquettes 
which restrain executbn in the hands 
of Lord Lyndhurst. His style is 
trenchant, fierce, and desperate. He 
darts upon his prey like a vulture, and 
is not content with striking it down ; 
he tears and gnaws ; he turns it over 
in every direction, and strikes again 
wherever a vestige of life or vulnera- 
bility remams. Even the noble Lord's 
eccentricity gives him additional power 
in this species of conflict ; like the bird 
of the churchyard, he fights better on 
his back than on foot or wing, and 
plies the beak and the claw to the 
last with remorseless fury, and never 
finishes while there is a wound to be 
given, or a feather to be torn away. 

But leaving the Cabinet en masse to 
the scorn which its impotence de- 
serves ; if we enquire what has been 
done by its individual members, we 
only descend from its g^eral useful- 
ness to personal inanity. If we ad^ 
what has that man of the red ribbon 
and " all the loves,** the Foreign Se- 
cretary, done, since hb unhappy fix- 
ture on the public purse, we can find 
nothing but a list of public failures, 
resulting from a policy in direct con- 
tradiction to all the old established 
maxims of England, and that contra- 
diction resulting from the new-fangled 
deference of an English ministry for 
the power of the rabble leaders at 
home. We thus have as the memora* 
bilia of the noble lord the blockade 
of Holland; the Anglo-Spanish ex- 
pedition; the Turkish diplomacy | 
the Greek instalments) the Amerioan 
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boundary negotiation | the negotia* 
tion with France on the infamous 
seizure of Algiers; the negotiation 
with Spain and Portugal for the sup- 
pression of the slave trade. If all 
these were not failures, we demand 
the endenoe of success in any one of 
them. 

From the Foreign Secretary we 
turn to the Colonial. There the single 
word ^* Canada" is more than enough. 
The infinite dulness that could not 
see rebellion preparing year after 
year; the infinite tardiness that so 
long pondered about sending out 
the foree which was so imperiously 
necessary ; the infinite foolery whieh 
suffered such a personage as Lord 
Durham to go out as "the peaee" 
maher," attemled with such guardians 
of public interests* and such examples 
of personal conduct^ as the Turtons* 
Wakefieldsy and Duncombes. Such 
are a few features of the Secretary's 
achievements in a single branch of 
his office. But we leave the Mor- 
pheus of the Cabinet to his poppies. 

What exhibition has the Home S»> 
eretary made of his fitness for power^? 
Has there been a single bill of the ae^ 
sion which has not been either given 
over to the Opposition to correct into 
the capability of public use* or been 
trampled under foot by them ? Has he 
had a will of his own for an hour to- 
gether? Has he been able to bring a 
single measure of Government into 
action but by the sufferance of Sir 
Robert Peel; and is he not at this 
moment a puppet* pulled alternately 
by the strings of the Irish faction at 
his back* and the Opposition in his 
front ? As for the remainder of his 
coadjutors they are fit to draw on the 
Treasury once a quarter* and that is 
the sum total of tbeir capacities. 

But how long b this system of fM- 
gcttions to g^ on ? How long can Eng^ 
land endure to see eleven five thou- 
sands a-year given to the necessities 
of eleven luminaries of this order? 
How long are those men to be suffer- 
ed to sow the seed of their Whig- Ra- 
dicalism in every spot of office at 
home* id every colony* in every regi- 
ment* in every ship ; to turn all pub- 
lic employment into a Whig retaining 
fee* and fasten upon the nation* in the 
form of well paid pauperism* the dreg^ 
of worthless partisanship ? Will Eu- 
rope give us time for the quiet pro* 
(Of this experiment? Will Ame* 
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riea give us time ? No. What says 
Russia? Follow your worthless policy, 
for it is my profit; but interfere with 
my prcjeets in the east or tiie west* 
and then look to the consequences if 
you dare. Is it not notorious* that 
while our Ministry are thus doing no- 
thing at home* and England is look* 
ing on with a mixture of contempt 
and amazement* Russia is arming on 
every frontier* building vast fleets* 
and in the midst of the most profound 
peace* and without a rival to fear* is 
calculating on the conquest of coun- 
tries* of which fifty years ago she had 
scarcely heard the name? Is it not 
notorious that France is openly caleii-> 
lating on the possession of the whole 
northern coast of Africa before our 
face* a possession which would seal 
up the Mediterranean from us* as 
Russia has sealed up the Buxine ? Is 
it not notorious that America is mak- 
ing an iniquitous demand fbr the sur- 
render of that vast territory which, 
lying between New Brunswick and 
the St Lawrence* seals up the mouth 
of that great communieatlon between 
our Canadian empire and the ocean ? 

But all this is done because the at* 
tention of the Cabinet is employed on 
Ireland. So say the defenders of the 
Premier and his colleagues. Ireland 
must first be pacified ; you must first 
let us soothe the Agitator* and satisfV 
the Irish Papist* and then— The Greek 
Calends will be an early date for the 
arrival of that day. We say un- 
hesitatingly that this hope of settle- 
ment is an absurdity. Or* that if 
the Cabinet believe that any arrange- 
ment for the peace of Ireland will 
be valid with Popery for a moment 
beyond its own convenience in break- 
ing through that arrangement* we 
must hold the Ministerial intellect in 
still more condign scorn. 

We ask* what have the Ministry 
ever been able to fix* or the nation to 
gain* in the negotiations with the 
Agitator and his tribe? To talk of 
the utter vileness of Papist politics is 
wholly superfluous. But while he re- 
mains the acknowledged regulator of 
our public measures, tiie master of our 
public men* the lord of British coun- 
cil, those things invest his opinions 
with an importance which makes their 
perfidy an object of public peril. 
It will be found that* in all the great 
pomts in dispute between Irish faction 
and national safety* tiie Papist has 
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contradicted himself in the most mi- 
hesitating manner ; that the most so- 
lemn pl^ge of to-day has not pre- 
▼ented the most contemptuons denial 
to-morrow ; that to-day, on his knees> 
swearing to one opinion before the 
legislature, he feels himself fully at 
li^rty to harangue a mob against that 
opinion within the next twenty-four 
hours, and that, for the pledge and for 
the denial, he has but *' one discover- 
able motive.** 

We shall give only a few examples, 
but they are wholly unanswerable. 
The Agitator is now furious against 
the Irish Poor- Law. He was once its 
equally furious advocate. In 1831 he 
thus addressed Dr Doyle, the Popish 
Bishop. " My lord, you have con- 
vinced me. Your pamphlet on the 
necessity of making a legal provision 
for the poor of Ireland has completely 
convinced me. • * • I reaculy ac- 
knowledge that you have done more. 
You have alarmed me, lest in the 
indulgence of my own selfishness as a 
landholder, I should continue the op- 
ponent of him who would feed the 
hungry and enable the naked to clothe 
themselves." The approach of a 
Poor-Law subsequently startled the 
Irish Papists, and O'Connell backed 
out for two years. Anotherconveni- 
ent turn comes ; his Cabinet think pro- 

ger to throw out a tub to the whale, and 
e shifts about again ; assembles his 
Trades' Union, and moves " for the 
appointment of a committee to wait on 
Lord Morpeth, in order to ascertain 
the views of Government on the sub- 
ject of the Poor- Laws, and to aid in 
» the arrangement of that question in a 
manner most likely to avoid all mis- 
chief," &c. &c. 

Against the provision for the Ro- 
mish Clergy Mr O* Council b now as 
furious as ha is against the Poor Law. 
In 1837, at the meeting of hb Dublin 
Association, he thus declared his sic 
volo, sicjubeo. " I speak here in] the 
presence of many revered Catholic 
Clergymen, and I think I only speak 
their sentiments when I say that we 
will never consent to the payment of 
the Roman Catholic Clergy by the 
State.'* A Popbh priest, here echoing 
the cry, and declaring that he and hb 
brethren would rather beg than be 
pensioners of the State, Mr O'Connell 
proceeded to say, " that he felt he 
was not mUtaken in the sentiments of 
the RomUh Clergy," and pointing tp 
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a Romish Bishop, declared that '' hb 
venerable friend, the Bishop, would 
rather lay down his head on the 
scaffold than consent to the Catholic 
Clergy receiving a salary out of the 
taxes of the country." The Bbhop 
nodded assent. Mr 0*Connell pro- 
ceeded, ** the whole Catholic pnest- 
hood are against the measure, and 
what is more, if they were for it, the 
Catholic bodif would not allow them 
to accept it," (Cheers.) 

Yet what was this man's language 
in 1825?—" Daniel 0*Connell, called 
in and examined before the Committee 
of the House of Commons — (March 1.) 
** 1 think it would be unwise in Govern- 
ment, if emancipation were carried, 
and until it was carried they would 
not accept of a provision, to leave 
them unprovided. And I think it 
would be extremely wrong to give 
them any part of the revenues of the 
present Church Establbhment, and 
that they would not accept of it. But 
I think a wise Government would pre- 
serve the fidelity and attachment of 
the Catholic Clergy bt/ what I call 
the golden link, the pecuniary pro* 
vision,** 

In the Committee of the Lords, 
March 1 1 , in answer to the question, 
** Would the Popish Clergy accept of 
the provision?" Mr Daniel 0*Con- 
nell*s answer was distinctly, " I have 
no doubt whatever that they would 
accept the provision as accompanying 
emancipation.*' 

It b only to be remarked that his 
pledges were given before emancipa- 
tion, and that the denials came after 
it I But this is the case With the whole 
of the pledges and deniab of Popery. 
Prombes cost it nothing to make, be- 
cause they cost it nothing to break. 
All b for « the good of the church,** 
and the more solemn the pledge the 
more merit in the infraction I 

But the grand object is spoil. The 
language of insulted rights and injured 
sensibilities b merely for the multi- 
tude, whose ears require to be tickled 
by metaphors. The tithes, the acres, 
the easy transmission of the clerical 
property into the pockets of indigent 
patriotism, are the true prize, the 
grievance that presses into their Hi- 
bernian recollections, the fond tribute 
which robbery and rebellion in all 
lands long to collect, in honour of 
liberty, and for the comfort of their 
own empty purses. To a call of thU 
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order what highway will not return a 
congenial echo ? What hovels where 
viilany festers and riots throughout 
the day> to hum and murder through 
the night, will refuse the soft yihra^ 
tion ? What most hrutish and crimi- 
nal portion of a savage populace will not 
give its sacred pledge, knife in hand ? 
The system is now in the act of being 
propagated round the whole wild cir- 
cumference of Ireland. The cliffs and 
Caverns of Innishowen> well known as 
the most lawless district of the country* 
the virtuous and enlightened district of 
Innishowen, notorious for the haunt of 
smugglers and the manufactory of con- 
traband whisky, is the spot from which 
the latest martyr has raised his voice 
in the great cause. A meeting of the 
whbky distilling rabble was held in 
the beginning of the month, to pro- 
claim •* the national horror of the new 
Tithe Bill." That bill is now law. 
But the enlightened patriots of Innish- 
owen are not to be dictated to on such 
subjects, and they have been too long 
accustomed to settling the law in their 
own way> to be taught it now by the 
legislature. The immediate object of 
rabble sympathy was an individual who, 
having been a soldier, and from a sol- 
dier having become a Popish priest, is 
now desirous of figuring as an agitator. 
At a dinner, held after the meeting, 
this man's grievances were made the 
theme, in a health " to the soldier, the 
patriot, the scholar, the gentleman, and 
now the Tithe Ficftm,* 'followed by the 
tune of the " Minstrel Boy." The Min- 
strel Boy accordingly rose, overflowing 
with sensibility, indignant for his injur- 
ed country, proud of hb incarcerated 
self, and avowing his ** determination" 
against tithes, with his advice to the 
landlords to follow his example. All 
men can perfectly comprehend the ad- 
vantage of keeping money in their 
pockets, which they have promised to 
pay to others, and we have no doubt 
that the whole body of the Popish 
peasantry will fully coincide in the 
conscientious propriety of refusing to 
pay any body, including the landlords 
as well as the church. 

But a graver example remains ; the 
soldier and priest may be left to the 
confusion of ideas generated by his 
double profession and his dinner, but 
what are we to say of the formal and 
voluntary declaration of his ecclesias- 
tical superior ? This person, whom the 
journal in question calls the Right 
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Reverend Dr McLaughlin, Roman 
Catholic Bbhop of the diocese (Done- 
gal), after the usual tirade, — <' congra- 
tulated tlie meeting on uniting to pro- 
claim their eternal hatred to tit/ies, and 
their fixed determination never to de- 
sbt from l^al and constitutional agi- 
tation, until in name and substance 
they have done away with that blood- 
stained impost T (Cheers.) " He rose," 
he said, '* for the purpose of proposing 
as a toast the sentiment given by that 
immortal Prelate, Dr Doyle, now no 
more, * May their hatred of tithes be 
as lasting as their love of justice.* *' 

What can be more abominable than 
all this ? The whole body of the Ro- 
mbh clergy have, a dozen times over, 
declared, in the most solemn, public, 
and spontaneous manner, that they 
would conscientiously obey the law 
for the protection of the Establbhment; 
their bishops especially had pledged 
themselves to avoid all public excite- 
ment on the subject ; and thb was the 
bargain made at the time of the eman- 
cipation. The oath of every Papbt 
in Parliament, whether Peer or Com- 
moner, since 1829, b,— " I do swear 
that I will defend, to the utmost of my 
power, the sAtiement of property with- 
in thb realm, as established by law ; 
and I do hereby disclaim, disavow, 
and solemnly abjure any intention to 
subvert tlie present Church Establish- 
ment, as settled by law within thb 
realm. And I do solemnly swear that 
I never will exercise any privilege to 
which I am, or may become entitled, 
to disturb or weaken the Protestant reli- 

S'on,OT Protestant Government in this 
ngdom ; and I do solenmly, in the 
presence of God, profess, testify, and 
declare, that 1 do make this declara- 
tion, and every part thereof, in the 
plain and ordinary sense of the words 
of this oath, without any evasion, equi- 
vocation, or mental reservation what- 
ever.*' 

Now, after thb oath, and the speeches 
of such men as we have just given, 
what can be done with the Papist? 
Prelate, priest, and layman have bound 
themselves by the oath of their parlia- 
mentary representatives ; for it was 
on that condition only that emancipa- 
tion was given . No remonstrance was 
made against the oath on the Papist 
part at the time, and it was, in fact, 
the chief '* security** which they them- 
selves had offered some years before. 
If there is meaning in words, the Pa- 
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?i8t8 are bound> both in and out of 
Parliament, nmrer to disturb or wea- 
ken« much less to rob the Establish- 
ment. The refusal to pay their tithes 
is palpably the intent to destroy the 
Churchy for unless its ministers can 
live by it, the Establishment can never 
see another generation. What is the 
necessary conclusion, but that such 
men are not to be bound by oaths. 
And what is the next conclusion, but 
that they must be stripped of all means 
of doing public mischief by exclusion 
from all public power. 

On those points all disguise is at an 
end. In the debate on Mr Ward's 
radical motion for " appropriation** 
(July 2), Mr O'Connell spoke out, 
and gave the answer which we have 
been giving for him since the first 
mention of the subject. He daringly 
declared that the total abolition of 
tithes in Ireland, was the only measure 
which Popery would accept ; that the 
** appropriation ** of a surplus to in- 
duce an acquiescence in the payment 
of tithe was a price which the Irish 
people would no longer suflTer. " For 
his part he never knew Ireland in such 
clanger. If something were not done 
to satisfy the people, collfsion, he^ar- 
ed (/), would take place. The insur- 
gents might indeed be defeated, but 
blood and misery would follow still." 
He further declared that the people 
were now meeting in tens and twenties 
of thousands, going straight to the 
point, demanding the entire abolition 
of tithes. " I vote against the mo- 
tion,*' said the Agitator, *' that I may 
carry out its principle of appropriation, 
not partially, but fully. In England 
and m Scotland the tithe is paid to the 
clergy by the people ; in Ireland by a 
smaU part of the people. The CathoUcs 
outnumber the Protestants by more 
than five millions and a half." 

And this is the man who solemnly 
swore at the table of Parliament that he 
would not in any way whatever injure 
or disturb the Established Church. 
Yet here we have him the unblushing 
advocate of its utter robbery, and, by 
consequence, of its inevitable ruin. 
And those Roman Catholics who meet 
to threaten England by the suggestion 
of their factious priests and other vil- 
lains, are the men who have pledged 
themselves a hundred times to abstain 
religiously from the slightest injury to 
the Protestant Church. As to their 
feding the tithe a grierance, this Is 



but another of the lies that faction and 
Popery perpetually spread. Is it not 
known to every Papist in Ireland that 
he is not the paver of the tithe ? Is it 
not notorious, that even so late as the 
beginning of the present century, 
nineteen-twentieths of the land of Ire- 
land were Protestant property; that 
there was scarcely an instance of a 
Roman Catholic in possession of land, 
almost the whole gentry of Ireland 
being Protestant, while the peasantry 
alone were Papist ? Who of them vir- 
tually pays the tithe ? not the Papist 
peasant who has no land, but the Pro- 
testant gentleman who has. If, since 
the last twenty years, Roman Catholics 
have begun to purchase land, they have 
purchased it liable to tithe, and have 
got it so much the cheaper for the lia- 
bility. The Papist peasant rents his 
acres so much the cheaper for the 
tithe. He perfectly well knows that 
he has to pay it when he takes these 
acres, and he is even so far from feel- 
ing any reluctance to taking them thus, 
on the score of his religion, that he 
notoriously prefers them to land tithe- 
free, and this fW)m the equally notor- 
ious fact, that while he must pay the 
landlord more for the latter, and the 
landlord will make him pay to the last 
shilling, he can in most instances ha- 
rass the clergyman or excite his com- 
passion into remitting a large part of 
his just demand. Yet we hear con- 
tinually the same fraudulent fallacy 
repeated, that the Papist is the payer 
of what not one Papist in ten thousand 
ever has paid, and *' that his conscience 
is hurt by supporting a Church which 
he does not support." When do we 
find him shrinking with a righteous 
sensibility from the taking of tithe 
lands ? Never; he actually takes them 
in preference to all others. And this 
gross falsehood and virulent folly is 
poured into the national ear, night by 
night, and it is upon the testimonies 
of men capable of using statements at 
once so mischievous and so shallow, 
that the nation is called on to abolish 
Protestantism in Ireland. 

We next have Mr Shiel proclaim, 
ing the " peril of Ireland." How long 
is it since this man and his abettors 
proclaimed its tranquillity ? " Lord 
Mulgrave had conciliated, smoothed 
down, and softened every thing." 
Never had the wheels of the state ma- 
chine run on such level ground before. 
The magnanimous meroy of the noble 
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Lord> guided by the legisladve wis- 
dom of the general ** pacificator^*' had 
gone forth establishing a new era in 
the land. 

" Major Meculonmi yolvitur ordo." 

The hills and ralleys of Irish turbulence 
had been taught to smile^ the voice of 
discord had subsided into a whisper, 
and all was the promise of one great 
political jubilee ; and> upon the 
* strength of those tidings. Lord Mul- 
grave comes over and b made a Mar- 
quis ! Mr O'Connell takes the draft 
of the Queen's speech from the hand 
of his Cabinet of menials and iudorses 
it with ** tranquillity," and the whole 
tribe, in the new livery of loyalty, 
bring the offering of *'& people*s heart" 
to the coronation I 

And what now is declared to be the 
truth ? Why ; that every syllable of 
this paradisaic description was fabe — 
that, while they pronounced Ireland 
to be calmness itself, it was boiling 
with rage — that, when the word " tran- 
quillity" was written, it ought to have 
been written, not with ink, but with 
blood — and that, instead of the subsi- 
dence of the troubled waters in that 
soil of insurrection, a catastrophe 
more sweeping than any of its old in- 
flictions was hurrying on by the hour 
—that, not merely the horizon was 
clouded, or the tide swollen, but that 
the fountains of the great deep were 
broken up, and the land on the point 
of being submerged. Let us hear Mr 
Shiel, one of those orators at whose lips 
the silver trumpet was once most sU- 
very. " I think," he exclaims, " that 
you are now speaking of Ireland as in 
a state of perfect tranquillity. You 
should remember that, for the last six 
years, Ireland has been agitated. " 
(Loud ironical cheers from the Opjio- 
sition.) . . . . " Ireland is m a 
state of extreme confusion f And, if 
the Right Honourable Baronet (Peel) 
in 1835 admitted that it would be im- 
possible to collect the arrears of tithe, 
and offered a million of English money 
to pay the arrears, has the evil since 
sunkmtosuch insignificantdimensions? 
No. I call on you to legislate with a 
view to the actual state of the country. 
Yon have said you are giving a great 
bonus to the landlords. I contend 
that you are charging them 7^ per 
cent, for not one fraction will they be 
able to recover from their tenants in 
various parts of Ireland.'* 
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And this rabble disdain of the legis- 
lature, this insult to the law, and Uiis 
rebellious determination to pay neitber 
clergyman nor landlord, b the work of 
conciliation on the holy five millions 
and a half of the sons of Papistry ! 
And these are the men whose repre- 
sentatives we are to receive as our law- 
makers—whose pledges we are to ad- 
mit whenever it suits their purposes to 
give them — and whose promises we 
are to see broken on the most essential 
points of national exbtence — and have 
no other remedy than in shrugging up 
our shoulders and begging of them to 
make more. 

And is England come to this ! 
Proud, powerful, honest England! 

But the malignity of the faction is 
not left to surmises. In the late meet- 
ing at the Royal Exchange in Dublin, 
Mr O'Connell pronounced that Lord 
Howick, '* whose name, he further de- 
clared, ought to be written in letters 
of gold, had declared the most liberal 
and comprehensive views on the ques- 
tion of the Irish Church." He fur- 
ther pronounced that " the Tithe 
bill had passed with no good feature 
but the 25 per cent — a mere bite out of 
the cherry, and the buying off of the 
arrears. The bill was most unsatis- 
factory, and he took it as a mere in- 
stalment." He then came to language 
which we are persuaded that no man 
but Mr O* Council would use, or could 
use with impunity : — 

" The minority in the Commons was 
too large against us, and the House of 
Lords was too dishonest to afford us 
any hope of justice. The course 
against Ireland was decided at Apsley 
House, with the odious Duke of WeU 
lington in the chair — that man with- 
out a single virtue — that most ludicrous 
of mankind,^* 

Having thus bemired the man who 
made such sacrifices to bring him and 
his fellows into parliament ; that fatal 
concession, without which we should 
have seen those abominable ruffians 
either sunk in the obscurity suited to 
their talents, or suffering the punish- 
ment due to their crimes ; this man 
pours out his whole gall in an appeal 
to the rabble : — 

" There is now," says he, ^* no chance 
of amelioration for Ireland. The 
Ministry are unable to obtain reform ; 
and the Tories are determined to go 
backwards, and tctke from the Irish 
much of what they possessed. Under 
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such circumstances, to whom should 
th&j appeali What could the Throne, 
the Ministry, and the Lord- Lieutenant 
do to right them ? No ! they had no ex- 
trinsic aid. They should rely on them- 
selves!'* Concluding with the old 
watchword :— 

•* Hereditary bondsmen, know ye not. 
Who would be free, themselves mutt iirike 
the blow!** 

It happens, by a curious coinci- 
dence, that we are furnished with a 
running commentary on the Agitator's 
style, by a brother agitator. On the 
principle of the old proverb, Mr Roe- 
buck is precisely the man " to catch " 
Mr O'Connell. We thus leave the 
hired agent of the Liberals of Canada 
to translate for the British public the 
true meaning of the hired agent of the 
Irish priests. Mr O* Connell, especially 
sensitive to the charge of poltroonery, 
having attempted, in one of his 
speeches, to throw the failure of the 
Canadian rebels on their embarking in 
open hostilities, the little Canadian 
Agent thus tears the disguise off the 
Man of the Rent. " Papineau and 
the rest were guilty of holding sedi- 
tious meetings, and forming military 
companies, spite of the executive. 
So says the instrument of Father 
M'Hale. *• Now pray,** replies Roe- 
buck, ** who set them the example 
of holding meetings in spite of the 
executive ? 'Ah but,' you answer, 
' I never called together military 
companies?* This, sir, allow me to 
pay, is miserable skulking. Have not 
the meetings held by you been deemed 
fio dangerous that they were put down 
by. act of Parliament? Why were 
they dangerous ? Do you suppose 
that it was the mere Irish rhetoric 
that overflowed at these meetings 
that created alarm? You and your 
brother orators might have harangued 
till doomsday had you not got toge- 
ther multitudes, and excited passions 
that portended actual outbreak — rebel- 
/ion, or, if it please you more^— revo- 
lution ! Have I not heard you, times 
beyond number, say, ' We are seven 
millions ? ' Have I not heard signifi- 
cant allusions made to those Scottish 
broadswords ' which won a national 
church for Scotland?' Did all those 
sayings mean nothing but peace? 
Was there no threat lurking beneath ? 
Did not every man who 'heard you 
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know that you threatened violence? 
Again, your ready answer is — *Ay, 
but I never was guilty of it ? ' But if 
actual outbreak be a crime the threat 
is a crime also ; and although you 
may fortunately have eluded the f\il. 
filment of your threat you are no less 
a criminal.** 

Mr Roebuck then quotes one of the 
debates on the Coercion Bill. The 
cry of * Order, order,' having risen 
on some outrageous expressions from 
O* Connell, he exclaims, ' We are 
seven millions/ &c., ' are we tame- 
ly to submit ? No, sir. We will not 
submit*- we will resist this atrocious, 
this Algerine enactment. (Cries of 
order, order.) Sir, I am not out of 
order. I am speaking on behalf of my 
country — of Ireland, upon which you 
have trampled for seven centuries, but 
upon which you shall trample no 
longer.' Here a member rose to or- 
der : ' The hon. and learned Member 
for Dublin is threatening the House, 
and is, I submit, out of order, and 
violating the rules of this House.' 
Mr O' Connell (with a sudden lower- 
ing of his voice and affected humility 
of manner), * threats I have used 
none, I should never dream of using 
threats to Englishmen.' (Roars of 
laughter from all parts of the House, 
and cries of oh ! oh I) " Is not this a 
faithful picture of what has often oc- 
curred in the House of Commons, to 
say nothing of your Irish effusions ?'* 

The conclusion of the letter settles 
the question at once of the Irish Agi- 
tator and the English Cabinet. '^ In 
1833 your language to the Canadians 
would have been different. At that 
period you did not rule over Ireland ; 
an obsequious Cabinet did not gratify 
your personal vanity at the expense of 
your country and ours, • • • • 
But now times are changed. Ireland, 
indeed, has not better laws now than 
then ; but Mr O' Connell and Mr 
O'Connell's friends are favoured by 
the exbting Ministry. The burning 
patriots have tasted of the good things 
which patronage offers, and the fever 
of their indignation has cooled. Their 
country still suffers, but they are pros- 
perous gentlemen. England com- 
plains, but Mr O' Connell and bis 
friendfl are comfortable, • • • * 
In short, the price of your support has 
been discovered ; it is being duly paid 
by the Government, and you are cudly 
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earning your very honourable Minis- 
terial wages. I am^ 8ir> your obedient 
servant, 

"J. A. Roebuck. 
" August 4." 

If we wanted fuller evidence of the 
fallacy of the Mulgrave tranquillizers, 
we have the evidence of irresistible 
facts. Thus we have Lord Brougham, 
in his speech on the Irish Poor-Law 
Bill (July 9), stating, that it is wholly 
impossible to believe those protesta- 
tions. " He had been led to believe," 
said he, " that there never had been 
a condition of the country so complete, 
prosperity so unbroken — such undis- 
turbed peacefulness as reigned over 
the kingdom of Ireland under the Go- 
vernment of my noble friend (Mul- 
grave). But what was his astonish- 
ment to receive such letters as those 
which he would read to their Lordships, 
and which came from a strong sup- 
porter of the Government. In one of 
these the writer said, ' I am quite dis- 
heartened and disgusted with the state 
of the people of Ireland. I am asto- 
nished at the change which has taken 
place among them during the few 
years that I have been absent; for 
now the whole country is disturbed by 
dangerous and desperate assassins, 
against whose outrages the law is 
completely powerless.* (Hear, hear.) 
What hope, then, had the Government 
of pacifying them by a Poor- Law 
Bill ? Why, if they gave them in 
addition a Municipal Bill, and another 
for the total abolition of tithe, it would 
not have the smallest effect upon them. 
I have had also another letter,'* said 
Lord Brougham, " in which it is stat- 
ed, * You can scarcely conceive the 
desperate state of this country. The 
fact is, that no man's life is worth an 
hour^s purchase, and a reign of terror 
is established which every one feels, 
and is alarmed at.' And yet if re- 
wards of L.IOOO were offered," ob- 
served his Lordship, " they would be 
of no avail, for the parties were afraid 
to prosecute. Within the last ten 
days, contrary to the general testi- 
mony presented to their Lordships 
about the tranquillity of Ireland, Mr 
O'Connell, who had extraordinary in- 
fluence in that country, and who would 
not admit the fact — who would not feel 
inclined, from his political and personal 
feelings, to express it, were it not 
wrung from him by truths too pal- 



pable not to be generally admitted — 
Mr O'Connell declared Ireland to be 
in a state of the greatest excitement, 
nearly bordering on insurrection. He 
said that Ireland was in a most danger- 
ous state, and that he was not sure but 
that the holding up of a finger would 
cause a revolt, in which 10,000 men 
would join. We believe that the 
10,000 was a mere mistake of the re- 
porter ; for ten times the number 
would be the more probable amount, 
and it will be ten times that too if we 
leave Ireland in the hands of Popish 
faction for a twelvemonth longer." 
So much for his Lordship's facts. But 
we must beg leave to decline adopting 
his remedy. What is that remedy ? 
Having gained nothing but distur- 
bance by concession, let us go on 
conceding. Having only inflamed 
the insolence of faction by submitting 
to its demands, we must now try to 
subdue it by submitting still more ab« 
jectly to still more exorbitant de- 
mands. Having given Popery the 
power of attacking the Church, let us 
lower its hostility by giving it the pow- 
er of trampling on that Church. But 
this eccentric peacemaker pushes his 
discovery still farther, and exhibits 
his grand politico- theologico-statistico 
panacea, in the shape of— what ? A 
salary, from the public purse, for the 
Romish priesthood. " Let your Lord- 
ships,'* said the noble and learned 
Lord, "pass the Tithe Bill, the Irish 
Corporation Bill. But there is one 
thing more, without which all will be 
fruitless. There must be a provision 
for the Roman Catholic clergy. I 
would say to them, « Ooe priest shall 
have L.lOOa-year, another L.150, a 
bishop L.300, an archbishop L.450, 
or some such amounts ! I would 
say, here is the money. Will you 
take it ? You have opposed this pro- 
vision, you have not forfeited your 
consistency, you still retain the confi- 
dence of your flocks, but here is the 
money, a grant from Parliament, and 
after this, though not in the habit of 
indulging in predictions, he felt satis- 
fied that all the priesthood would im- 
mediately come into terms." We 
are rather less than his lordship in 
the habit of indulging in predictions^ 
but we are perfectly safe in predicting 
to him that his panacea would be re- 
ceived by the wnole Popish clergy as 
a direct insult; that it would be thrown 
in the noble legislator's t^e^ without 
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delayi and that he would have reason 
to rejoice that the Pope was not pa- 
ramount> nor the priest the minister 
of the scaffold. He himself seems to 
have some qualms as to the reception 
of his oflfer. '* Such a step,*' says he, 
** might at first be disagreeable to 
the priests ; they might be annoyed at 
it ; agitate, address their lordships, by 
petition, deprecate any provision from 
the Go?emment, and declare that they 
would not receire a penny ; but he 
would not mind that. 

Happy as this conception of their 
sincerity is, his lordship would find 
himself totally mistaken m the results. 
That neither he nor any man of com- 
mon experience could rely on the 
most solemn protestations of the 
Papists is perfectly allowed. That 
every preacher and teacher among 
themselves would feel the due appre- 
ciation of their character in the care- 
less contempt which his lordship's 
words convey is equally plain; but 
that any conceivable concession could 
mitigate the native venom of Popery 
against Protestantbm is only to be 
regarded as one of those fancies which 
have so long marked Lord Brougham 
as one of the most fanciful politicians 
tmder the moon. Supposing for the 
moment that it were justifiable in a 
Protestant nation to contribute to the 
support of a religion which it distinct- 
ly believes to be a gross error, that it 
were meritorious in a nation believing 
the Scriptures as the sole law of 
Christiamty to assist the progress of 
a creed which absolutely shuts up the 
Scriptures from the people, what 
man but a visionary could persuade 
himself that the Popish priest would 
be content with an offer whose de- 
clared object was to take popular 
power out of his hands, and to do this 
Dy giving him but a fraction of his 
present income. The artifice with 
which Popery manages all her con- 
cerns renders it difficult to know her 
finance. But it seems certain that 
very few, if any, of her parish priest- 
hood have less than L.300 a-vear, 
and very many much more ; and this 
paid, not in the bitter, fraudulent, 
and evasive style of the tithe, but 
solidly, promptly, and to the utter- 
most farUung ; for wo be to the man 
who heutates about payinfl^ his Reve)r- 
ence for each dud any of the nume- 
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reus frivolities that make up the cere* 
menials of the religion and the re- 
venue of the priesthood. Yet this 
man is to be content to give up his 
L.300 a-year paid duly and truly, and 
take in its place L.lOO a-year from 
the Treasury, liable to an act of Par- 
liament, liable to the fluctuations of 
party, and, after all, turning him into 
a pensioner on his good behaviour! 
What are our comic writers doiug? 
They complain of the dearth of sub- 
jects. But what more capital mate- 
rial could they ask, than Lord Mor- 
peth going to Dr M<Hale, with those 
preliminaries of peace in his hand ? 
** I know that you are an agitator by 
trade, that your power is in agitation, 
that your prospect of more power i& 
in more agitation ; yet I come to pro- 
pose that you shall give up your 
trade;" and well might the titular 
archbishop stare at such a request, 
and from such a quarter. But the 
Irish Secretary has still to state his 
terms. " 1 know, my dear arch- 
bishop, that the sacrifice of power is 
painful to any man, and you know 
that your Church looks upon popular 
combustion as her sure path to supre- 
macy. But I am commissioned to 
compensate you for any injuries to 
your ambition. I shall plead to your 
avarice. You now receive from 
L.IOOO to L.1500 a-year. I have 
authority to offer you in lieu of that 
sum an order on the Treasury for 
exactly L.450 per annum." Whether 
the soi-disant Archbishop would turn 
on his heel, or use that heel in a dif- 
ferent application to the proposer; 
whether he would laugh in his offi- 
cial face, or anathematize him with 
bell book and candle, more solito ; 
whether he would recommend the 
shrinking Secretary to a strait- waist* 
coat and the care of Dr Haslam, 
or plunge him into that purgatorial 
flame where sinners bleach like linen ; 
nothing can be more certain than that 
Lord Morpeth would meet with a re- 
ception quite sufficient to disqualify 
him from ever performing the part of 
peacemaker again. 

Such is the state of the Empire, 
abortive, feeble, and perplexed. Such 
is the result of twelve months of 
anxious deliberi^on, and such is the 
conduct of the most worthless Cabinet 
in the unnals of England. 



Digitized by 



Google 



J 



1888.] 



The Picture GaUert/. No. V. 



489 



THE ?ICTUBB GALLERY. 



I H4VE no great faiths generally 
peaking) in w^ is called *' a broken 
heart.** In this instance I am almost 
as confirmed a sceptic as Sam 91ick> 
tbatsfarewdestof Yankee clock-makers. 
'<What> sir,*' methinks I hear some 
green sentimentalist exclaim^ " do yon 
then attach no credit to the histories 
of Sappho and Phaon, Hero and Lean- 
der, and a hundred others that I could 
mention, who died, beyond all possi- 
bility of cayil, of broken hearts?" 
Unquestionably not ; I believe indeed 
that such people liyed, and that in pro- 
eess of time they were gathered to 
their kindred earth, but I deny that 
they died, either directly or indirectly, 
of the pathetic malady attributed to 
them. For who are our authorities on 
this point ? the poets — a set of fellows 
whoso indifference to facts is notorious, 
knd who tell such preposterous lies, 
and with such a grave face too, that 
there is actually no believing a single 
word they say ! The case of Sappho, 
who, these inventive gentry assure us, 
flung herself from ** Leucadia's steep," 
in consequence of having been deserted 
by Phaon at a time when she bade 
fur to increase the parish burdens, I 
take to be neither more nor less than 
this: — Being of an imaginative temper- 
ament, as young women are apt to be 
at her age, she was one fine day 
watching, from the rock in question, 
the rich glory of a Grecian sunset, 
when, in the ardour of her enthusiasm^ 
leaning forward to catch a glimpse of 
the ruddy waves that broke with a dull 
heavy crash upon the shingles, she lost 
her balance, and threw an undignified 
summerset from the topof the preci- 
pice to the bottom. There was no 
sentiment in the matter ; it was purely 
an accident — an affaif , not of a broken 
heart, but of a broken neck. The 
case of Hero I conceive to be just as 
dear as that of Sappho. She " kept 
company,** it is well known, with 
Leander, but her fadier, who was a 
respectable man, and in a large way 
of business, disapproved of the match, 
for the fellow haa nothing to recom- 
mend him as a son-in-law — no money 
in the funds — no landed estates — ^no 
investments in houses; — nothing, in 
short, but a passable face and intrepid 
impudence. Still, notwithstandmg 



these objections. Hero stuck to her 
*' sweetheart,'* and persisted in having 
stolen interviews with him ; where- 
upon her venerable parent, like a sen- 
sible man as he was, threatened to lock 
her up in the coal-hole ; and it was in 
running away from him just as he was 
about to put his threat into execution, 
that the agitated young woman, who 
had rushed out upon the leads of the 
house like Rebecca when she flew 
from the Knight Templar — made one 
step too many ; pitched head over 
heels Into the Hellespont, and met that 
death which has immortalized her 
memory. These, I contend, are the 
true versions of the stories of Sappho 
and Hero, which are now, for the first 
time, stripped of the sentimental em- 
bellishments that the poets have flung 
round them, and viewed by the sober 
day- light of common sense. 

j3ut dismissiiig the ancients, take a 
modem instance or two of a " broken 
heart,*' as they pass current in the 
social circles, ana see what is to be 
made of them. What more common 
in the boudoir or the drawing-room, 
than such conversation as this? — ''Do 
you know Miss Sims?" " Yes.** 
*' Ah, poor thing, she is greatly to be 
pitied. She was to have been mar- 
ried to Captain Dobbs of the Ennis- 
killen dragoons, but before the lawyers 
had finished drawing up the settle- 
ments, old Sims took umbrage at 
something or other ; the match was 
declared off; the Captain was com- 
pelled to set out on pressing business 
to Boulogne, and poor, dear Ethe- 
linda has ever since been dying of a 
broken heart.** ** Bless me ! you don't 
say so ? how shocking ! '* '* Fact, I 
had a note from the sweet girl but 
yesterday, wherein she solemnly as- 
sures me, in a postscript, that she shall 
never survive the shock her sensibility, 

— for she was all soul, you know has 

sustained ; and that, tbough her Papa, 
by way of diverting her melancholy, 
has onered to take her to Epsom, yet 
that she has not the heart to go there.** 
" What, not go to Epsom on the 
Derby day? Well, I never !— Ah, 
poor thing, her heart is indeed broken I'* 
And yet this forlorn damsel, thus said 
to be dving of the most interesting of 
all maladies, and creating, in conse- 
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quence» a sensation whenever her 
name is mentioned, plucks up spirit 
enough, a few weeks iiherwards, to run 
off with her father*s footman — a smart 
youngs fellow, with a glib tongue, 
round, laughing face, unimpeachable 
calves, set off to the best advantage in 
white cotton stockings, and standing 
six feet one in his shoes I 

Here is another illustration of a 
" broken heart." A pretty romantic 
heiress, who has only just finished her 
education at one of the most fashionable 
polishing academies at Cheltenham or 
Brighton, falls distractedly in lovo 
with a briefless but seductive young 
barrister whom she first met at church, 
and afterwards danced with at an 
Assize ball. Well, the affair " pro- 
gresses ;*' but just as it is about to be 
wound up by an elopement, it comes 
to the ears of the heroine's parents, 
who, hard-hearted wretches that they 
are ! instantly whisk her off to some 
distant semi-barbarous watering-place, 
on the Cornish or South Devon coast. 
Cruel catastrophe ! The aggrieved 
fair one forthwith betakes herself to 
her solitary chamber ; sighs and sobs 
" from the rising of the sun to the 
going down of the same ;** reads touch- 
ing poems and still more touching 
novels, and writes to all her acquain- 
tances, who, devoutly believing every 
word she says, take care to circulate 
the afflicting intelligence that she is 
dying by inches of a broken heart ! 
Mark now the sequel of this sad story ! 
Years elapse, and one day a stout, 
middle-aged gentleman with a bald 
head, and about as much sentiment in 
his face as a shoulder of mutton, meets 
at a dinner-party a buxom, red nosed, 
corpulent dame, the happy mother of 
six bouncing children, the two last 
twins. Observe with what cool indif- 
ference they address each other — how 
comfortable they look — how tho- 
roughly they enjoy themselves ! There 
is no nonsense — no delicate hesitation; 
their appetites — the lady, you per- 
ceive, has been helped twice to turkey, 
and a plateful each time ; and as for 
the gentleman, he plies his knife and 
fork with a steady determination of 
purpose that might excite the envy of 
an alderman. And who b this hale, 
jolly couple, who, if you were to sing 
them a love-song, would fall fast 
asleep under your verv nose, and only 
wake up in time to take you in for a 
ing nibber at whist ? Can you ask ? 
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They are the very same who, twenty 
years before, were universally believed 
to be dying of broken hearts, because 
they were prevented from eloping 
with each other ! Gentle reader, when- 
ever you hear touching stories of this 
sort, and I know of none that are so 
common, always bear in mind Sam 
Slick*s saying, " the only broken heart 
I ever heard tell of, was that of a New 
York ticket-porter, who broke it in 
straining at a twelve stone weight ! '* 

Yet it must be confessed that it has 
a pretty, specious sound, this same 
"broken heart;*' and though a mere 
cant phrase, is — thanks to the " pen- 
sive public !** — a capital catchpenny. 
It brings grist to the annual mills ; 
enables the small poet to browze on 
something more substantial than Par- 
nassian herbage ; forms the stock in 
trade of half our fashionable novelists* 
whose slim and susceptible heroines 
usually die of blighted love some- 
where about the tenth line of the three 
hundredth page of the third volume ; 
brings sunsnine to the heart of Bent, 
ley ; lights up the countenance of Col- 
bum with smiles ; and bids Saunders 
and Otley go upon their way rejoic- 
ing. Indeed, were it not for this po- 
pular and profitable malady, one half 
of our West-end publishers would, I 
do verily believe, be figuring in the 
unimaginative records of the Insolvent 
Debtors* Court ; or living, separated 
from their anguished wives, within the 
walls of a work-beuse, agreeably to 
the regulations laid down in the new 
Poor Law Bill I 

Is this, then, all that is to be said ot 
a broken heart ? Is there really no 
such thing in nature? Not so; my 
scepticism does not carry me this 
length, for there are exceptions to 
every rule ; but I do seriously con- 
tend that in nine out of ten cases the 
thing is pure fudge. But the tenth 
case is a serious-^nay, an awful — mat- 
ter, as the painting now hanging 
above my head in the Picture Gallery, 
where I write this, assures me in the 
most unequivocal terms. Yes, this 
was no mere creation of the artistes 
fancy. It was truth — stern truth — 
that lent its terrible emphasis to his 
pencil. The picture in quesUon was 
a full-length portrait of a young lady 
who was represented crossing a com- 
mon, apparently towards a turnpike- 
gate, which stood a little to the right 
of her. A more touching look of grief 
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-*of that deep, stil)> fixed grief which 
edts its resistless way to the heart, and 
speaks of hope for ever gone, I never 
saw than was depicted in every linea- 
ment of the fair stranger's face. She 
was young, but the spirit of youth was 
extinct. The features were perfect in 
symmetry, but undying sorrow had 
marred their beauty. Hers was, real- 
Iv and truly, a broken heart — one of 
those rare but impressive cases which 
might touch the most callous, and con- 
vince the most sceptical natures. And 
who was the painter of this striking 
nortrait, which I felt persuaded was 
orawn from the life ? At first I ima- 
gined it was Salter, whose noble pic- 
ture of George III. and the Dying 
Gipsy, exhibited in the National Gal- 
lery last year, was so pure and pro- 
found in its pathos ; but when I came 
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to look more closely at the portrait, I 
perceived that it was of too old a date, 
having been executed probably a dozen 
years, though some of the colouring, 
especially the flesh tints, was as fresh 
as if it had been laid on but the other 
day. 

Having plenty of leisure time on my 
bands — more indeed than was desir- 
able — I determined to illustrate this 
affecting picture while yet my mind 
was full of the subject ; and accord- 
ingly, from the hints with which it 
furnished me, I composed the follow- 
ing tale, the groundwork of which 
is founded on an incident that took 
place in a small provincial town some- 
where about the commencement of 
the present century, and has been al- 
luded to by Dr Uwins in his treatbe 
on " Disorders of the Brain." 



" HE WILL COME TO-MOaROW ! ' 

Chapter I. 



The Common of Carricksawthy, 
which forms a portion of that district 
known by the name of the Vale of 
Towy, is one of the most picturesque 
spots in South Wales. The clear, 
gurgling stream of the Sawthy, span- 
ned by a wooden bridge of the sunp- 
lest construction, flows through its 
centre ; cottages of a comely and cheer- 
ful aspect, with their small strips of 
garden-ground full of flowers, are 
scattered about its borders ; flocks of 
sheep are constantly pasturing on its 
thick, elastic carpet of g^en sward ; 
and a ridge of breezy downs redolent 
of thyme and other wild shrubs, — and 
beyond which rise the frowning peaks 
of the Black Mountains, imparting 
spirit and dignity to a landscape that 
otherwise might seem too tame» en- 
close it on all sides but one, where 
runs the high-road past Llangadock, 
a homely viUage, consisting of one 
straggling street, which stands at the 
distance of about a quarter of a mile 
from the common . On a serene spring 
or summer day, nothing can be more 
enlivening than this scene. The sun 
brings vividly out the emerald green 
of the turf, always so refreshing an 
object to the eye ; imparts added neat- 
ness and beauty to the cottages ; and 
lightens up with smiles the stem, rug- 
ged features of Llynn-v-van and his 
giant neighbours. Liiei too, seems 



every where in briskest activity about 
jrou. You hear the Sawthy chatter- 
ing and laughing along its pebbly chan- 
nel ; the trout, or the sewen, leaping 
up from its deep, quiet pools, between 
the gravelly shallows ; the bee boom- 
ing heavily past you as it starts from 
the bosom of the wild flowers that en- 
flame the common ; and the thrusH, 
the chaffinch, and the linnet chirping 
merrily among the shady copses that 
creep half-way up the downs. 

It was on the noon of a day like that 
I have just alluded to, that two young 
people, a male and a female, walked 
slowly across this delightful common 
towards the high-road, which the Car- 
marthen stage-coach passed on its way 
to Gloucester, and thence to the metro« 
polls. They were engaged in earnest 
conversation, and a serious— not to 
say, a sad — expression was visible on 
the countenance of the lady, who, when 
she reached that part of Carricksaw- 
thy which leads direct into the road, 
paused an instant, and pressing her 
companion's arm, addressed him as fol- 
lows : — '* And will you then promise 
to be back in a fortnight, Charles ?" 
" Can you doubt it, Fanny ?'* 
" No, no, I do not doubt it ; but I 
know not how it is — a gloom comes 
over me when I think of the time that 
must elapse before we shall meet again. 
You, in the midst of the bustle and 
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gaiety of London^ will not feel the 
hours pats so wearily^ as we shall here 
in this quiet neighbourhood.*' 

** The gaieties of London ? say ra^ 
theri the solitudes, Fanny. What 
friends have I there ? At whose house 
shall 1 be made welcome ? Where is 
the soei^y that shall recompense me 
for that which I leave behind me? B^ 
Ueve me> dear girU a great eity» how- 
ever full of bustle and animation it 
may be, holds out few attractions to 
one who, like me# must pace its streets 
alone, sit in his inn alone* and from 
morning till night hold communion 
only with his own thoughts.'* 

" Are those thoughts of so verjf 
gloomy a character, then ?** enquired 
the lady, with a faint attempt at a 
smile. 

** Not so, Fanny ; you mistake me 
altogether. How can I be otherwise 
than cheerful when thinking of you ? 
I merely meant to say, that to one 
who has not a single friend there, nor 
even so much as an acquaintance with 
whom he can converse, London is not 
the place you conceive it to be ; so 
cheer up, it is but a short time I shall 
be absent ; and then we shall be unit- 
ed, no more to part. What, I have 
won a smile from you at last ! Ah, 
love, if you did but know how much a 
smile becomes yon, you would ne« 
ver" 

** You will write to us the instant 
you reach town, Charles ?*' 

** Of course ; it will be my ehief-^ 
indeed my only — pleasure.** 

*^ Pray Heaven this business may 
not detain you longer than the time 
you mention." 

"Never fear it, dearest. Twelve, or 
fourteen days hence, we will be again 
strolling together over Canicksaw- 
thy,*' said the young man, glancing 
back at the common which they had 
just left behind them ; "you know the 
hour the coach passes the turnpike ; 
well, meet me there this day fortnight, 
as you used to do when I came home 
from school at Bristol, and trust me 
I will not disappoint you. See, 
Fanny," continued the speaker, draw- 
ing a little locket from his breast, 
" here is a lock of your hair, which 
for the last year I^have constantly 
worn next my heart. This is the 
attraction which will hurry me back 
to the cottage. Were even its proud- 
est mansions thrown open to me, and 
all iti gaieties within my reach^ Lon. 



don would never be able to divert or 
diminish the influenee of this precioue 
talisman, I have but to east my eyee 
on \U and fancy will instantly bear me 
back to the home where we have 
passed so many happy hours toge- 
ther." 

The earnestness and eordiality with 
which her companion spokci greatly 
eomforted Fanny^ and they moved 
on towards the turnpike, where the old 
gate-keeper was standing, looking 
anxiously along the road, with hu 
hand held up before his eyes to shado 
them from the glare of the sun. 

The instant they came up, he 8aid# 
^* you are only just in time, master 
Charles ; the eoach wUl be here in a 
minute or so ; indeed it should have 
been here before now," he added» 
glancing at the turnpike dock, " but I 
suppose it stopped to take up a pas- 
senger at Llangadock.** 

" No doubt — ^no doubt,** observed 
Charles ; " Fanny, love, what ails you ? 
Why, your arm trembles within mine 
like an aspen leaf I" 

" I cannot help it — indeed I cannot 
— I know it is weak and childish to 
give way to such thoughts, but I have 
a presentiment that this parting**—*. 

" Will be for just two weekf, and 
not an hour longer,*' interrupted 
Charles, with a gay air | "periiaps for 
even a less time ; for the instant I have 
disposed of the houses, I shall return ; 
so take care, Fanny, that I do not 
surprise you one day when you are 
reading a chapter of her favourite, 
old-fashioned. Sir Chariee Orandiaon 
to your aunt, or singing that ballad 
which you know my father is so fond 
of." 

" Oh, Charles, how can yon talk in 
this light way at such a moment ? I 
could not.*' 

" No, because yon are a foolish 
little girl, who — as my grave father 
is constantly telling yon-— allow year 
imagination to run riot. Fanny, 
dearest, dismiss, I entreat you, for 
both our sakes, these gloomy fore- 
bodings, and instead of anticipating 
sorrow, look forward with hope. Do 
not sit in the shade, but come abroad 
into the sunshine. As you love me, 
and would have me be nappy during 
my absence, let me know and feel that 
I leave a light heart behind me." 

Just as the young man finished 
speaking, his servant appeared, bend- 
ing beneath the weight of a portman* 
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teai]# Tffaich he depodtod outudo the 
gat0, at the game timo bringing intel- 
ligence that the eoach had cleared the 
Yiilage> and would be up immediately* 
No sooner bad he announced tbese 
tidings^ than the Tehicle came in sights 
and a few minutes after drew up al 
the gate* 

'* Now, sift" said the driver, jump« 
ing down from hu box, *' quick's the 
word, if you please ; I'm behind time 
ahreadj. Here, Dand,** addressins 
the gate-keeper, ** bear a hand with 
the gentleman's portmanteau.** 

Wliile the luggage was being stowed 
away on the roof of the coach, Charlea 
stood aloof with Fanny, who, making 
an effort to conceal her emotion, ob^ 
serred, in a subdued tone of voice, **bT 
this time to-morrow, Charles, you will 
be far away from us." 

** Yes, love, but my thoughts will 
be with you still* In the morning I 
shall sav to myself—now she is going 
out with my father for a ramble across 
the common, or through the villa|^e ; 
at noon — she has just seated hers^at 
the window with a volume of our 
favourite Thomson in her hands | in 
the evening— she is now at tea with 
her aunt, listening with a sweet smile 
of resignation — Fanny, dear, you 
know how often you have made me 
laugh with that arch smile of yours 1— . 
to some portentous anecdote about the 
fashions of the last" 

Their conversation was here broken 
in upon by the coachman's pithy re- 
quest that the gentleman would '' look 
sharp ;" whereupon Charles, tearing 
himself from Fanny's side, said, ''good 
bye, God bless you, love ; be sure you 
meet me here this day fortnight, and 
depend on hearing from me the instant 
I reach London;" and with these 
words he sprung into the coach, which 
in an instant bore him from her sight 

Fanny Davis, at this period, had 
just completed her eighteenth year. 
She was the only child of an English 
officer of dragoons, who, after a long 
term of military service, had retired 
on half-pay into the cheap seclusion of 
South Wales, accompanied by his 
newly wedded vrife, who died while 
Fanny was yet an infant — a loss which 
her husband took grievously to heart, 
and which, preying on a constitution 
already enfeebled by severe wounds, 
brought him to the grave within two 
years from Uie time when he had be* 
eomt a widower, Fortnoat^y, how* 
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ever, for the poor orphan thus doubly 
bereaved, she found an affeoticmate and 
exemplary guardian in her father's 
maiden sister, who, on hearing of her 
brother's loss, and eonseqnent melan- 
choly, came to take up her abode per* 
manently with him. With this lady, 
who was every way qualified to super- 
intend the education of her niece^ 
Fanny's days glided away peacefully 
and happily in the retirement of a 
neat but humble cottage which her 
father had purchased shortly before 
his death, in the immediate neigh- 
bonrhood of Carricksawtby common. 
At no great distance from them 
dwelt the clergyman of the parish, a 
simple, kindly-natured man, of reoluse 
and studious habits. In this gentle- 
man's soeiety, the Davises spent a 
great portion of their time. His son, 
in particular, a fine spirited youth, 
about three years older than Fanny, 
was her eonstant companion. Toge- 
ther they might be seen racing like 
wild colte about the common, kugh- 
ing and shouting in all the irrepressible 
gke of childhood \ or climbing with 
fearless foot the steep acclivities of the 
Black Mountains; or gathering the 
harebells, and wild strawberry plants 
that grew thickly among the hedges of 
Leven-gomuth ; and in the evening, 
Mr Gr^lyths, who usually finished lus 
day at the cottage, would play the 
part of sehodmaster, and seating the 
young couple, one on eaeh side of him, 
give them lessons suited to their age | 
read them passages from works calcu- 
lated to excite their delight and won- 
der ; and instil into them those gre^t 
principles of religion and morality, 
vrithout which there can be no sure 
gpiarantee for success or happiness in 

So passed the time until Charles 
Griffyths had attained his thirteenth, 
and Fannv her tenth year, when an 
uncle of the former, who was a mer- 
chant in Bristol, and had neither wife 
nor children of his own, vrrote to his 
brother to request that his son might 
be sent to him, when he would place 
him at school, and probably provide 
for his future fortunes. At first the 
simple-minded clergyman decided on 
refusing this liberal offer, notlikinr 
the idea of separation from a child 
who formed his chief source of happi- 
ness ; but when he came to weigh 
tiie matter carefblly in his mind, he 
reaolTed to sacrifice his own personal 
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feelings to bis boy*s interests^ and con- 
sented to his departure. 

It was a melancholy day for the 
Davises^ when Charles called at the 
cottage to bid adieu to his playmate 
Fanny. She hung round his neck» 
and entreated with tears that he would 
take her with him ; and even her aunt 
shared some portion of her dbtress, so 
completely had the youth*s frank, 
cheerful, and intelligent nature won 
upon her feelings. He himself was 
not less affected than his '< little sis- 
ter,** as he was in the habit of calling 
her ; but when, on reaching Bristol, 
he was received with a hearty wel- 
come by his relation, who took a 
liking to him at once, he soon forgot 
his grief, and became reconciled to 
his change of life. As it was arran- 
ged that he should spend his school 
vacations alternately with his uncle 
and his father, he saw Fanny once 
a-year, and, during his absence, kept 
up a regular monthly correspondence 
with her. Thus four years rolled 
away, when it became expedient to 
consider what should be done for 
him. His uncle, struck with the lad*s 
quickness and sagacity, so unusual 
with those whose boyhood has been 
passed in comparative solitude, thought 
of commerce ; but before he could 
come to any decisive arrangements, 
the increasing infirmities of his father, 
to whom he was devotedly attached, 
induced Charles to return home, where 
he finally took up his residence, pay- 
ing, however, occasional vbits to 
Bristol, till the death of his uncle, 
who died when the young man had 
just entered on his twenty^first year, 
leaving him a small amount of funded 
property, together with one or two 
cottages which he possessed in the 
neighbourhood of London. 

From this period the union of 
Charles and Fanny was the talk of 
all the gossips in the parish, who 
agrreed in declaring that they were 
formed for each other, and that a 



handsomer, kinder, or better behaved 
young couple never graced the vale 
of Towy. Mrs Davis — for the good 
lady had, years since, dropped the 
comfortless *' Miss '* — ^was precisely 
of the same way of thinking. She 
was anxious to see her darling niece 
comfortably settled before she herself 
quitted life ; and as Fanny would in- 
herit what little property she had to 
leave, and dreams of worldly ag- 
grandisement never troubled the 
minds of that contented family circle, 
she felt persuaded that the prospects 
of the young folk were quite as sunny 
as they ought to be. Accordingly, 
after many long and solemn consulta- 
tions with Mrs Griffyths, the mar- 
riage was resolved on ; but previous 
to its taking place, Charles, who had 
hitherto received the rents of his cot- 
tages very irregularly, and, for the 
last two years, none at all — his tenants 
being of a sad, migratory disposition, 
and much addicted to moonlight flit- 
tings, as his London agent took care 
to inform him punctually twice a-year 
—Charles resolved to look into mat* 
ters himself, and to come to some 
final settlement, so that he might en- 
ter upon his new state of life without 
any pecuniary annoyances to molest 
him. Besides, he had projected with 
Fanny a variety of pleasant schemes. 
For instance, Uie cottage garden was 
to be enlarged ; additions were to be 
made to their little library ; then they 
were to take a trip to Clifton, and 
possibly even visit Snowdon and its 
romantic neighbourhood; and these 
agreeable projects could only be car- 
ried into execution by the sale of the 
cottages, from which Charles expect- 
ed to derive a sum sufficient for all 
his purposes. He accordingly deci- 
ded on a vbit to the metropolis, and 
it was arranged that the marriage 
should be solemnized immediately aif- 
ter his return, which he determined 
should be in a fortnight. 



Chapter II. 



As Fanny returned homo, it was 
with the slow step of one whose mind 
is oppressed by doubts and fears. A 

Eresentiment of she knew not what 
ung like a heavy weight upon her 
heart. In vain she tried to persuade 
herself of the folly of her apprehen* 



sions, and cheer her spirits by the re- 
flection that Charles would be back 
in a few days. There are times, as 
all must have felt, when vague pre- 
sentiments of impending ill fall like a 
blight upon the mind, and, despite the 
eflbrts of reason, deprive it for the 
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fieason of all energy* So much had 
he been with her of late, so congenial 
were their tastes and pursuits, and so 
absolute was her dependence on him, 
that when, on reaching the cottage, 
she found Charles no longer there, a 
light seemed vanished from. her path, 
and her once happy home, forlorn 
and darkened, to wear the aspect of a 
house of mourning. Hers was, in 
fact, just the sort of nature to enter- 
tain a pure, fervent, and engrossing 
passion like this. She was a creature 
of quick and ardent impulses ; simple 
and affectionate ; of a high-toned or- 
der of imagination — too often, alas 1 
humanity's worst foe; with all the 
freshness of youth in her heart, as its 
hloom was on her cheek ; and with a 
certain innate refinement of look and 
manner which far more than compen- 
sated for the absence of that artificial 
polish induced by an acquaintance 
with what is called " good society." 
Though uneducated in the fashionable 
sense of the term, yet she had read 
and thought much — had a poet's eye 
for the ever-varying aspects of na- 
ture — the stern, emphatic frown of 
winter, the sunny smile of spring, the 
grave, serene majesty of autumn — 
and was familiar with the works of 
many of our best writers; for Mr 
Griffyths, to whom she was as dear 
as if she were his own child, had been 
assiduous in Ids efforts to draw forth 
all the powers of her mind. For such 
a being to love — and love with her 
whole soul as though it were the ele- 
ment from which her life derived its 
verdure, and without which the green 
stalk of her youth must decay-^was 
as natural as for birds to sing, and 
flowers to " fill the lap of May." The 
casket that enshrined this fair treasure 
was every way worthy of it. Her 
figure was buoyant, sylph- like, and 
graceful in every movement; her 
countenance, with the sofl blue eye 
and exqubitely formed mouth, full of 
expression ; and she had that sweet, 
low voice, *' an excellent thing in 
woman," which wins its way to the 
heart, like the music of one's native 
home heard in a far-off land. Such 
was the innocent, trusting, and lovely 
creature who now, for the first time 
in her life, felt thought press like a 
burden on her imagination, which she 
would fain, but could not, shake off. 
The night after Charles's departure 
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her pillow was pressed by an aching 
head ; but the morning soon dawned, 
and with it came a reassured spirit. 
In a day or two at farthest she should 
have a letter from the young travel* 
ler, and this would go far to fill up 
the void occasioned by his absence. 
Three days thus passed; and, early 
on the fourth, the Llangadock postman 
brought up the expected epistle to the 
cottage. Oh, how Fanny devoured its 
contents I It was written in the most 
cheerful spirits. Charles had nearly 
accompUshed the business which took 
him to town, and would to a certain- 
ty be back that day week, when she 
was to meet him, as agreed upon, at 
the turnpike gate. Holding the pre- 
cious document in her hand, Fanny 
flew first to her aunt, and then to Mr 
Griffyths, to communicate the wel- 
come intelligence, and, in the even- 
ing, sat down and penned an answer, 
which she took herself to the post- 
office. 

As the happy creature's mind had 
now recovered its usual elasticity, the 
hours flew rapidly by, the week ap- 
proached its termination, and now it 
wanted only one day to the period 
which Charles had fixed on for hb 
arrival. On the evening of that day 
Fanny took a stroll with her aunt 
through the village, who could not re- 
frain from a smile when she saw the 
joyous and excited state of her mind. 
** By this time to-morrow, aunt," she 
said, ** Charles will have returned to 
US. I have been to the gate, and they 
tell me the coach passes it at noon. 
Oh, how happy it will make us all to 
see him agam ! And we shall have so 
much to talk about, you know 1 We 
shall hear all his adventures — ^where he 
lived — ^howhe employed his time — and 
what he thought of those fine new 
streets and buildings that we read so 
muchabout And then we have so many 
plans to arrange for the next month. 
We are to spend a few days at Clif- 
ton, which Charles tells me is one of 
the loveliest spots in England ; to visit 
Bath, where he went to school ; and 
Tintem Abbey on our way back ; and, 
if the weather continues favourable, to 
take a trip to North Wales, which I 
have so long wished to see. Oh, how 
happy we s^l be, shall we not, aunt?" 
and thus the lively girl ran on ; while 
all who passed her, young and old, 
blessed the radiant countenance which 
2p 
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beamed with stieh In^able sweetness 
and g^ood-humonr. 

The next daj Fanny was astir with 
the lark ; and, long^ ere the sun had 
dispelled the vaponrs which cling round 
the forehead of Llrnn-y-yan, she had 
gathered a ba^et-mll of the choicest 
fi*uit8 in the garden, and disposed her 
flpwer-pots on the lawn in front of the 
cottage, in the order that she knew 
Charles most liked. Mr GrifpTtbs 
came np to breakfast with them^an 
unusual thing with him, for he was a 
late riser^ — and, when the meal was 
orer, Fanny quitted the room to com- 
plete her preparations for the travel- 
ler's arrival. The wonted dinner 
hour at three o'clock was put off till 
four ; the servant was sent into the vil- 
lage to purchase the tenderest poultry 
that could be procured ; the fruit, trimly 
garnished with leaves and flowers, was 
set out on the sideboard ; and a bottle 
of unimpeachable wine, which had re- 
mained in the cellar since Captain 
Davis's death, was hunted up and 
broached for the occasion. 

When all these little household pre- 
parations were finished, Fanny, simply 
and gracefully attired in white, Charles's 
favourite dress, with a single rose in her 
hair, and a light straw bonnel^ whose 
shape set off her beautiful face to the 
greatest advantage, took her way alone, 
for she would noteven accept of her aunt 
as a companion, to the place of meet- 
ing. As she tripped across the com- 
mon she could not help contrasting 
the present state of her feelings with 
what they were on the day when she 
parted from Charles. Then she was 
a prey to blank dejection. Now she 
was ul hope and cheerfulness. Every 
well-known object on which her eye 
now rested seemed arrayed in more 
than usual beauty — every sound that 
came to her ear seemed informed with 
a blither spirit. A brighter— fresher 
green adorned the elastic carpet on 
which she trode; the precipitous neights 
of the Black Mountains, furrowed 
with the storms of ages, wore a sun- 
nier aspect; the thrush from the depths 
of the neighbouring copses sang sweet- 
er in her ear ; and a more invigorating 
influence breathed in the wind that 
came wooingly towards her. The 
church clock from Llangadock struck 
two, as she crossed the little wood- 
en bridge that spans the brawling 
Sawthy. In half-an-hour hence, she 
nald to herself, I shall be passing this 



very spot with Charles ; and, the re* 
flection lending additional impetus to 
her movements, in a few minutes she 
reached the turnpike, where sat the 
gatekeeper on a bench outside his 
door, with a tankard of cwrw beside 
him. 

** A fine afternoon, Miss Fanny.'* 

'' Ye8» indeed, David—^what time 
do you expect the Qoach by ?*' 

*' It will be here in a few seconds, 
miss," replied the old man. " I suppose 
BOW you are expecting Master Charles," 
and the speaker looked archly at her, 
for their betrothment was no secret to 
the neighbourhood. 

** Yes," said Fanny, with a bright- 
ening glow on her cheek; '* we raUier 
think he will be here to-day, as Mr 
Griffyths has received no intimation 
from him to the contrary ;" and then, 
anxious to drop the subject, though it 
engrossed all her thoughts, she entered 
the house, and began caressing the 
gatekeeper's grandchild — a fine curly 
headed boy, some five or six years old. 

She was thus engaged, infinitely to 
the delight of the child, who made her 
assist him in hunting a kitten under a 
chest of drawers, when suddenly her 
quick ear caught the roll of wheels, 
and, bounding to the door, she ex- 
claimed, clapping her hands with joy, 
** Here it is — I am sure this is it I " 

At about two hundred yards' dis- 
tance from the gate, the road made a 
sudden bend, forming an acute angle, 
so that no vehicle could be seen till 
it was close to the turnpike, though the 
tramp of the horses' feet might be 
heard long before. For some minutes, 
therefore, Fanny was in a state of the 
most exciting suspense ; but the mo- 
ment the supposed stage turned the 
comer of the road, she found, to her 
disappointment, that it was merely a 
private carriage. 

** Never fear, young lady," said the 
gate-keeper, *' it will be here imme- 
diately; Joe's always remarkaU^ 
punctual ; I never knew him ten ou- 
nutes behind in my life, and I've kept 
this turnpike ever since your father-^ 
ah, here it comes, you can tell it by 
the cloud of dust it raises ; now then, 
miss, now for Master Charles; I'll 
warrant me he's on the look-out;" 
then, in an under tone to himself, 
** Well, well, it's ouite natural at their 
age, poor things ; I remember, at Uieir 
time of life I was just as fond of court- 
ing as they are, though it seems strange 
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enough to ma bow ;*' and so Mvingt 
the honest fellow finished his tankard, 
as if to make himself amends for hk 
departed sensibilities. 

How the young girFs heart beat 
as the sound of wheels drew near I Pre- 
cious load that vehicle bore> for all she 
most cherished on earth was there. 
And now it turns the comer — an iu- 
stanty and it is baiting at the turnpike 
gate ! But no kind voice greeted Fan- 
ny's anxious ears — no familiar face was 
lit up with smiles at her presence* The 
passengers were all strangers to her. 
One brief, searching glance sufficed 
to tell her this ; and before she coidd 
summon up courage enough to make 
enquiries, the coach was again on the 
move, leaving the wretched girl standp 
ing on the foot-path a prey to the bit- 
terest disappointment. 

Pitying her distress, the old gat^ 
keeper approached her. " Come, com^ 
Miss Fanny," he said, " don't take 
matters so to heart ; depend on it the 
young gentleman will he here within 
the next four-and-twenty hours» Most 
likely all the places were engaged 
wheii he at)plied at the booking-office, 
for, as you must have seen yourself, 
the coach was full inside as weU as out; 
my life on it, he will come to-mor- 
row." 

" Yes, yes, David, you are right, he 
will come to-morrow ; but it will be a 
great disappointment to his father, for 
we all fully expected him to-day. Is 
there any other coach that will pass 
this road in the course of the even- 
ing T 

'' No, miss ; this is the only one.*' 

" WeU, then, I nuist have patience 
till to-morrow, when I will call here 
again. Good afternoon, David,*' and 
with a heavy sigh Fanny turned away 
from the turnpike, and pursued her so- 
litary road home. 

On reaching the garden gate, her 
aunt, who caught sight of her from 
the window, surprised to find her re- 
turn alone, hastened down the lawn to 
meet her. 

" Why, how is this, Fanny ?" exebdm- 
cd Mrs Davis, "where's Charles?" 

" Oh, aunt, aunt," replied Fanny, 
bursting into tears, " he is not come 
— he never will come — I have seen 
him for the last time.** 

" Nonsense, child ; but eome in, 
Mr Griffyths is waiting to hear die 
news." 

They entered Ae parlenr^ where 



the clergyman was sitting with spec- 
tacles on nose, penning over hb next 
Sunday's sermon; cmd greatly was 
Fanny comforted, when her first acute 
burst of anguish was over, by perceiv- 
ing how soon the old folks were recon- 
ciled to Charles's non-appearance. 
They took for granted that his affairs 
had detained him longer than he had 
calculated on, and felt assured that he 
would arrive on the morrow, or the 
day after at farthest. They even ral- 
lied Fanny on, what she called, her 
«f presentiment ;*' but finding that this 
light tone pained her, Mr Griffyths, 
who was well aware how vivid her 
imagination was, and how apt she was 
at times to be carried away by its im- 
pulses, whether sad or cheerful, as- 
sumed a more tamest manner, and 
after pointing out to her how com- 
pletely the letter from Charles had 
proved the fallacv of those vague fears 
which had beset her on the evening of 
his departure, at length succeeded in 
persuading her that her apprehensiotis 
on the present occasion would turn 
out to be equally groundless. " He 
will be here to-morrow, or the da^ 
after," added the clergyman ; '' but if 
not, depend on it you wiU have a letter 
from lum, explainmg the cause of hi« 
prolonged absence,"— an opinion in 
which Mrs Davis coincided. 

On the following day, inunediately 
after break^Eut, the anxious girl set off 
for Llangadock, concluding, as Mr 
Griiyths had suggested, that there 
would be a letter for her, if Charles 
meditated a longer stay. She met the 
postman on her road, and ascertaining 
from him thai there were no commu- 
nications either for the clergyman, her 
aunt, or herself, she turned back to 
the cottage, not disappointed, but fullv 
convinced that Charles would be with 
her that day. Again, therefore, were 
the domestic arrangements of the pre- 
ceding day repeated ; and at the ap- 
pointed honr, Fanny bent her steps to 
die turnpike, accompanied by Mr 
Grifiyths, whom she k^ at his utmost 
speed, at the same time expressing her 
surprise that he walked ''so very.« 
very slow I" 

They had not reached the gate many 
minutes before the coach again drew 
up. Fanny looked anxiously into the 
passengers* faces, but, as before, they 
were afi strange to her. " Unkind I " 
she murmured, as she tonied away 
irlth a irickneM 9f hm% th«l p«ms 
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description, *' unkind, when ho knows 
what agony this suspense occasions 
me ! *' Mr Grifiyths himself now be- 
gan to feel some uneasiness respecting 
his son, but observing his companion's 
profound dejection, he strove to keep 
up a cheerful spirit, and repeated, as 
they returned home, his conviction 
that Charles would be with them in a 
day or two. Mrs Davis reasoned in 
the same manner, but not once through- 
out the remainder of that long, gloomy 
evening were they able, with all their 
endeavours, to rouse Fanny's spirits. 
A thousand conflicting emotions beset 
her, as she sat silently by the win- 
dow, looking out on Carricksawthy. 
She recalled the many proofs of devo- 
ted affection that Charles had shown 
her — his frank and generous nature — 
his anxiety to anticipate even her 
slightest wishes— and above all, his 
utter indifference to the tastes and 
pursuits of the gay world — and at once 
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dismissed the idea that he had forgot- 
ten or forsaken her. But there rose 
another dreadful apprehension in her 
mind. He might be ill — stretched on 
the bed of sickness in some lone, com- 
fortless inn, with none but strangers 
to minister to his wants ; or^ — God of 
Heaven ! — he might be dead ! and giv- 
ing way to this last impression, the 
sensitive girl covered her face with 
her hands, and sobbed as if her heart 
was breaking. At night when she 
retired to her chamber, she knelt 
down and strove to compose her mind 
by prayer. Long and fervently she 
supplicated that the bitter cup might 
pass away; and when the next day 
came, and brought with it some lan- 
guid revival of hope, she set off again 
to the post-office, and thence to the 
turnpike, but at both places she was 
doomed to meet with the same disap- 
pointment. 



Chapter IIL 



Adieu from henceforth to all hope 
in Faany*s mind I That blessed balm 
hath lost its power to act. The kind 
remonstrances of the now really 
alarmed old folks take not the slightest 
hold on her attention. Silent, but 
xmcomplaining, and without the power 
even to shed a tear, she sat for hours 
together with her eyes scarcely ever 
li^ed from the ground ; nor did she 
even express satisfaction when Mr 
Griffyths informed her that he had 
written to the landlord of the inn 
where his son had given his address, 
and was in daily expectation of a re- 
ply. One sole thought haunted her 
imagination. Charles was dead 1 The 
companion of her childhood, the friend 
and adviser of her youth, the chosen 
of her heart, who should have walked 
hand and hand with her through life 
— him, she should meet no more on 
this side the grave ! Yet, strange to 
say, though entertaining this convic- 
tion, she still persisted in paying a 
daily vbit to the turnpike, notwith- 
standing all her aunt's entreaties, who 
began to dread the effect of such re- 
peated shocks on her reason. The 
state of seclusion in which she lived— 
nay, the very objects which surrounded 
her — tended still farther to increase 
Fanny's sense of utter desolation. She 
could not cast her eyes w any one di- 



rection but something reminded her of 
the departed. From the window she 
beheld the bridge where he used so 
often to stand watching the sun drop 
behind Llynn-y-van ; his flute lay be- 
tween the book-shelves ; his landscape- 
sketches adorned the walls ; and the 
very Tolume which he had been read- 
ing the evening before he left, remain- 
ed just where he had placed it, on his 
writing-desk. 

Four days had now elapsed since 
Charles had been expected home, and 
the fifth was drawing to a close. On 
the night of that day MrsDavis, who 
had not long retired to rest, was sud- 
denly roused from sleep by a piercing 
shriek proceeding from her niece's 
chamber. She rushed into the room, 
accompanied by her servant, who had 
been Fanny's nurse in childhood, and 
by the dim rush-light which was burn- 
ing on the table, beheld her sitting up 
in bed, in a state little short of distrac- 
tion. 

<'0h Godl*' she cried, wringing 
her hands in agony, ** he is dead, 
aunt — he is dead---dead — hb spirit 
stood beside me just now, and in a 
hollow Yoice — oh, so altered from 
what it used to be I — he bade me a 
long farewell." 

'* My dear love, be composed, I 
entreat jau" said Mrs Daw, seating 
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berself on the bed beside her niece, 
and wiping the damps from her fore* 
head, << do not give waj to these dis- 
mal fancies. It was a mere dream ; 
nothing more.** 

" Not so, aunt ; it is a solemn re- 
velation from another world. I prayed 
to be permitted to see him but once 
more, even though he were no longer 
on earth ; and my prayer has been 
answered ! It was his form I saw — 
his voice I heard — do you think I 
could fail to know him again ? He is 
dead, I tell you^ dead! and I was 
not by to soothe his last moments 1 
Charles — dearest Charles — why did 
you ever leave us? Hark!*' she 
continued, turning abruptly to her 
aunt with a look of strange meaning, 
'( do you not hear a distant bell ? 
They are tolling for a funeral ; are 
they not ?*' 

Her servant here whispered some- 
thing in Mrs Davis's ear, which, at- 
tracting her niece's notice, she said, 
with a bitter smile, " You think I am 
ill, aunt — mad perhaps ; but no, no, 
I am well — quite well — would to God 
that I were — hark, there is that dread- 
full bell again 1" and with a sudden, 
impetuous movement she raised her 
hands to her head, as if to shut out 
the sound. In this bewildered state 
she continued for upwards of an hour, 
when she sank exhausted into a heavy 
but unrefreshing sleep, while her aunt 
kept watch beside her till daybreak. 

When she appeared at breakfast 
next morning, her look — her voice — 
her manner — impre^d Mr Griffy ths, 
who now spent almost all his days at 
the cottage, with the saddest forebo- 
dings. She scarcely answered any 
question that was put to her ; but 
when she did, it was with an abrupt- 
ness and irritability that showed how 
much the effort cost her. A settled, 
icy despair seemed to have frozen up 
lUl her faculties. Even her manner 
to her aunt was altered. She appeared 
suspicious of her every look and move- 
ment; and when she happened to 
overhear her consulting in an under- 
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tone with the clergyman about the 

gropriety of calling in medical aid 
*om Llandovey, she turned on her a 
glance that made her shudder. Sud- 
denly, however, her whole demeanour 
changed. She started up from the 
chair where she had been sitting, near 
the window, and before her aunt could 
recover from her astonishment, she 
was half-way across the lawn on her 
return, vrith a letter addressed to Mr 
Griffyths. How dreadful was the 
expression of her countenance when 
she re-entered the parlour ! She had 
snatched the letter from the postman ; 
the writing was unknown to her ; but 
she saw that the seal was black ! 

Giving the communication into the 
clergyman's hands, she exclaimed, 
with a ghastly smile, " Well, aunt, I 
am right ; it was no dream ; Charles, 
once my Charles, is dead I " 

It was even so. The letter was 
from the house-agent whom the young 
man had employed to arrange the sale 
of his cottages, and stated in dry, for- 
mal, business-like terms, that, shortly 
after his arrival in London, he had 
caught a violent cold ; that he had 
made light of the matter, neglecting 
even the most ordinary precautions ; 
the consequence of which was that a 
fever of the worst kind had super- 
vened, and, affecting the brain, had 
carried him off in a few days ; and 
that the writer had only been made 
acquainted with the melancholy cir- 
cumstances, by accidentally calling at 
the inn where the young gentleman 
lodged, when the landlord requested 
him to lose not a moment in commu- 
nicating with the deceased's relatives. 
On the receipt of this intelligence 
Mr Griffyths, on whom it fell with 
quite a stunning effect, started off for 
Uie metropolis by the same coach, and 
from the same place, as hb ill-fated 
son ; who, was buried in one of the 
gloomiest of the city churchyards, far 
from his native home, and from her 
whose heart was hourly breaking for 
his loss. 



Chaptsr IV, 



When the clergyman returned 
home from his mournful journey to 
London, another dreadful shock await- 
ed him. The child of his affections — 
the pride of his age— lay in a state of 



utter delirium. Her quick and ardent 
feelings, alternately acting, and react- 
ed on, by an imagination equally fer- 
vid, had wholly overpowered her rea- 
son—made her, in short, a raging 
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maniao. Could sbd have endured to 
share her griefs with another^ she 
would doubUess have escaped this last 
numbing blow ; but with that moody 
waywardness, which is by no means 
uncommon with people of imagina- 
tive temperament, she shrunk from 
sympathy, even when offered by those 
most dear to her; and kept the 
thoughts and feelings that were wear- 
ing her away, fast locked within the 
sanctuary of her own bosom. For 
six days, during which her disorder 
raged with uncommon violence, she 
rarely slept, took little or no suste- 
nance, and was incessantly starting up 
from her pillow, raving in the most 
impassioned terms about Charles. 
Sometimes she would imagine herself 
walking home with him from the 
turnpike, and put question after ques- 
tion to him about the way in which he 
spent his time in London ; then burst- 
ing into a wild shriek, bid them close 
all the doors and windows, for a 
strange bell was tolling in her ear. 
Anou, she would cry out that a phan- 
tom was standing by her side ; that 
it fixed its dead, stony eyes continually 
upon her; breathed a fire into her 
brain, and shrivelled up her skin by 
its touch. At other times fierce sus- 
picions would beset her. She was de- 
ceived — ^basely and treacherously de- 
ceived. Cliarles had arrived ; she 
knew he had; but they purposely 
kept him from her sight ; and when- 
ever this idea crossed her fancy, her 
red, dilated eye would glow like hot 
steel ; her whole frame quiver with 
passion ; and it was with the greatest 
difficulty that those in attendance upon 
her coiud prevent her leaping from 
the bed, and forcing her way out of 
the house. 

On the seventh day of her malady, 
as her aunt and Mr Griffyths were 
reading the prayers for the sick in 
her chamber, the physician came in 
to pay his usual visit, and having ex- 
ammed his patient, who lay perfectly 
motionless, with her eyes half-closed, 
and one hand pressed upon her heart, 
said, " The disorder is approaching 
a crisis, and four-and-twenty hours 
from this time will decide for life or 
death." 

" Surely she will recover I *• ex- 
claimed Mrs Davis, while the tears 
streaming down her wan cheeks show- 
ed that she was prepared for the 
worst. 
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The physician shook his head ; at 
length, after a pause, *' I will not de- 
ceive you," he observed ; ** it is far 
from unlikely that your niece, consi- 
dering that youth and a good consti- 
tution are in her favour, will recover 
from this attack; but the shock she 
has received has struck so home to 
her imagination, that though the body 
may rally, I have little hope of the 
mind." 

" God's will be done," faltered Mr 
Griffyths ; " but it is a hard trial, 
to see those go before me who should 
have followed the old man to his 
grave — and so young, so happy, so 
affectionate as they were ! — it seems 
but yesterday that they were both 
children together ; and now one is 
dead, and the other must know mc 
no more^ — indeed, indeed, it is a sore 
trial, and more almost than I can 
bear ;" and so saying, the poor, 
childless father, unable to wrestle with 
his grief, rose hastily, and quitted the 
room. 

Just as the physician had predicted, 
the more violent symptoms of Fanny's 
disorder gradually abated, and towards 
night she sank into a long, quiet, and, 
to all appearance, a refreshing slum- 
ber. Her aunt, who kept a constant 
vigil by her side, entertained a confi- 
dent hope that when she woke it would 
be to consciousness ; but it was not so ; 
she woke indeed, and no longer a rag- 
ing maniac, but what perhaps was still 
worse, as being more hopeless, a silent 
sullen imbecile ! There was one sin- 
gularity attending this new phase of 
her malady, which showed how deeply 
her love for Charles was engrained, as 
it were, into her very nature.-' Every 
day at noon, though previously to that 
hour she remained in a state of perfect 
apathy, not seeming to recognise any 
one by look, speech, or gesture, she 
would start into something like acti- 
vity ; a dim, transient twilight gleam 
of recollection would come over her ; 
and she would hasten up stairs to her 
chamber ; dress herself with marked 
care in white comely attire ; make the 
best of her way to the turnpike, ac- 
companied by her nurse, who followed 
unobserved at a distance ; wait at the 

Sate till the coach came up ; enquire 
' Charles was among the number of 
the passengers ; and then depart with 
a vacant smile on her countenance, 
muttering as she turned away, ** he 
will come to-morrow I " On ner re- 
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tanif she would relapse into her usual 
state of lethargy, mqving mechaui- 
cally about the lawn, with leaden pace, 
bowed head, and arms han^^ing idly 
by her side, or standing at the door, 
and indulging in a low feeble laugh 
whenever she saw Mr Gri£Pyths ap- 
proach the cottage. The physician 
ujged the expediency of her removal 
to a private asylum at Carmarthen, 
where he said she would receive every 
attention that her case demanded ; but 
Mrs Davis shrunk from the idea of 
consigning her to the mercy of stran- 
gers, especially when she was inform- 
ed that recovery was by no means 
probable. 

So passed a year, at the end of 
which Charles 8 father, weighed down 
by griefs and infirmities, followed hb 
son to the grave. No one was now 
left but Mrs Davis, whose whole time 
was devoted, with unrelaxing atten* 
tion, to her niece. It was a melan- 
choly haunt that cottage now, where 
all bad once been so cheerful— still 
more melancholy the spectacle of that 
vacant countenance once so expressive 
^-once so radiant with youth, and 
health, and beauty. But comfort yet 
remained for the old lady ; she felt 
that she was fulfilling a sacred duty ; 
and thb enabled her to struggle with 
her lot, and even bear it with resigna- 
tion. In pursuance of the physician'f 
advice, she made repeated efforts to 
recall Fanny to reason by appealing 
to her old tastes and feeling^; the 
songs that Charles most loved to hear 
were played to her, in the hope that 
they might bring back some fragment, 
however imperfect, of recollection ; 
his favourite books were thrown in 
her way ; his name continually re- 
peated in her hearing ; but all was 
unavailing ; the dark fixed cloud still 
brooded over her mind. 

Four long, monotonous years had 
now rolled away, and daily during this 
period, whether the season was cold 
or sultry, wet or dry, the poor girl 
was seen at the wonted hour to repeat 
her visit to the turnpike-gate ; make 
the same enquiry ; receive the same 
reply ; and then return home, ex- 
claiming, <' He vfrill come to-mor- 
row !'* No one thought of interrupt- 
ing her; she was regarded by all 
with the tenderest and most respect- 
ful feelings of sympathy ; and many 
a sigh was heaved, and many a bright 
oye grew dim, as the White Lady^ 
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such was the name by which she was 
known to every traveller on the road 
—was seen hastening across Carrick- 
sawthy. At the commencement of 
the fifth year her last remaining rela- 
tive died ; and now there remained 
only her old nurse, to whose care her 
aunt had, in her last moments, con- 
signed her. Yet Fanny appeared 
wholly unconscious of Mrs Davis*s 
death ; made no enquiries after her ; 
and even watched the funeral proces- 
sion move away from the cottage 
without testifying the slightest emo- 
tion. 

But this state of mind was at length 
to have an end. It is a still autumn 
evening, so still that the diy yellow 
leaf hangs unstirred upon the ash ; 
the Sawthy lapses with the gentlest 
murmur over its shrunken bed ; the 
quiet sheep are pasturing on the com- 
mon ; and there, upon that little 
grassy mound which fronts the bridge 
and draws warmth and cheerfulness 
from thegolden sunlight, sit two female 
figures, the younger of whom, appa- 
rently from sheer exhaustion, is reclin- 
ing her head on her companion's 
shoulder. Can that wasted, spectral 
form, whose dim eye and sunken coun- 
tenance speak of fast approaching 
mortalihr, be Fanny? Yes, it was 
indeed that once lovely girl who had 
crawled forth for her usual walk ; but 
not, as in earlier and happier days, to 
feed imagination on the imposing pa- 
geantry of this, nature's choicest sea* 
son, for, alas, the chambers of her 
mind still continue darkened 1 Yet 
more than once daring the last week, 
a feeble ray of intelligence had glim- 
mered in upon her brain ; something 
like consciousness had revived ; and 
on this day in particular, the symp- 
toms had assumed so cheering an as- 
pect, that her nurse had purposely 
prolonged their walk, in the hope 
that the balmy, healthful evening air 
might tend to aid the languid efforts 
of nature. As they sat together on 
the sunny hillock, suddenly the bells 
of Llangadock struck up a loud and 
merry peal, for there had been a wed- 
ding in the morning, and this, in a 
secluded Welsh village, is always an 
affair of infinite rejoicing. Fanny 
started at the sound ; raised her head 
gently ; and said, while a faint smile 
stole over her countenance, '* Nurse, 
what are those bells ringing for ?** 

*i Fanny, dearest Fanny, ezclaim- 
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ed her astonished and delighted atten- 
dant, her eyes filling -with tears, 
" thank Heaven, jou know me again I" 

** How distinctly we hear the mu- 
sic, nurse! 1 thought at first they 

were tolling for but no, no ; these 

are not the sounds 1 have heard so 
often of late in dreams. I suppose it is 
the evening chimes they are ringing." 

** No ; it is a wedding peal, Fanny." 

*' A wedding? Oh God!— Let us 
return home, nurse ; it is cold, very 
cold ; getting late too ; my aunt will 
say we have been out too long." 

** My child— my dearest child— what 
shall 1 say ? Can you bear to hear 
the truth ? Yes, it must be told — I 
can conceal it no longer." 

" Nurse," replied Fanny, with so- 
lemn earnestness, " I can bear to hear 
anything — ^nothing can touch me now. 
My aunt is dead ? Is it not so ?" 

" It is too true." 

" And Mr Griffy ths, my more than 
father — his father ?" 

"He too is dead." 

*^pead — all dead— and I am left 
alone ! Well, it will not be for long- 
let us come home, nurse; I feel ex- 
hausted — my strength is not what it 
used to be." 

They walked slowly on to the cot- 
tage, and when they reached it, Fanny 
instantly sought that . bed from which 
she was doomed never again to rise. 
During the few days that remained to 
her of existence, nothing could exceed 
the sweet and patient gentleness of 
her nature. There was no more sul- 
lenness — no more irritability — she 
knew that she was dying ; one by one 
she felt life's finest Ugaments giving 
▼ay ; and seemed anxious only to fit 
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her soul for the great and solenm chan ge 
that awaited it. Seldom she spoke, 
or made allusions to those who had 
gone before her; and never, even 
when fevered with pain, sufiered a 
complaint to escape her lips ; for a 
light from heaven had shone in upon 
her spirit, strengthening and purify- 
ing, and exalting it, while the mate- 
rial frame was hourly verging to de- 
cay. But, was the past forgotten? 
Not so. The low, faint sigh ; the 
tear stealing its way down the wast- 
ed cheek; the touching scriptural 
passage, " I shall go to him, but he 
will not return to me," whispered in 
the intervals of sufiering, and in the 
long, silent watches of the night ; all 
this told that thoughts of earth still 
mingled with those of heaven in 
Fanny's mind. On the evening of her 
death, feeling herself a little stronger 
than usual, she had requested to be 
raised up in bed ; and sat, propped 
with pillows, near the open window, 
looking out upon the landscape be- 
neath her. She saw the common— 
the bridge — ^the distant road — scenes 
how dear to memory ! — and gazed on 
them with all the yearning fondness 
of one who feels that they are beheld 
for the last time. While thus she 
sat, with her hands folded on her 
breast, and her lips feebly moving in 
prayer, a sharp, sudden spasm struck 
to her heart, and a film came across 
her sight. " Nurse," she said, ** where 
are you ? — It is getting dark — the sun 
has long set — dearest Charles!" and 
uttering that loved name, she died. — 
The child of many sorrows was at 
rest. 
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We i^gard it as a sacred and sublime 
truth, that amoug the various forms in 
which human energy can influence the 
minds of others, the poetical faculty 
contains in itself the best security that 
it will be nobly and beneficently em- 
ployed. Bestowed, doubtless, like 
every similar gift, not as a play- 
thing or ornament, not as a snare or 
seduction, but as an instrument for 
purifying and exalting our spiritual 
being, it seems distinguished from 
other powers by a peculiar incapa- 
bility of being diverted from its pro- 
per end, or degraded to an unworthy 
use. Genius or talent in other shapes 
may but imperfectly reach the deeper- 
seated sensibilities of the heart and 
conscience, or may, with comparative 
indifference, be exerted for good or 
evil, for happiness or misery. Music, 
sculpture, painting — powerful always 
to confer exterior polish — may fail to 
affect the internal structure of the 
mind, and even though not termi- 
nating in the outward senses, may 
yet linger in a superficial region of 
taste and enjoyment, not directly lead- 
ing to the inner sanctuaries of the 
soul. Courage and conduct, whether 
military or political, oral or written 
eloquence, philosophical subtilty, all 
of them agents of mighty force to 
control the destinies and change the 
character of mankind, have been se- 
verally displayed in their brightest 
excellence, in subserriency to de- 
signs of cruelty, corruption, or 
falsehood. But the power of poetry 
in its essence implies a combination 
of moral and intellectual qualities, 
that cannot coexist in perfection with 
depravity of heart or perversity of pur- 
pose. A facility for uniting melodious 
numbers to pointed diction or dazzling 
fancies may be compatible with insen- 
sibility to virtue or enslavement to 
vice : and poets, even of a high order, 
may be allured to dallv too fondly 
with those affections which, though 
laudable within their limits, are vicious 
in excess. But the higher a poet rises 
in the scale of his art, the more closely 
must his tendencies and conceptions 
conform to that standard of human 
excellence in which the purer and 
more heavenly faculties attain a right- 
ful ascendency. Virtue and poetry are 



in this indeed identified, that they both 
involve the predominance of spirit over 
sense, of the sympathetic over the sel- 
fish emotions. It will not foUow that 
the life of the poet is as moral as hia 
lay, or that his works are unstained by 
error or blemish ; for the man and the 
writer will stiU be subject to the law 
of humanity. But the poet, so far as 
he is a poet, and in those creations in 
which he chiefly appears a poet, will, 
in direct proportion to his genius, dis- 
play the truest susceptibility for those 
feelings and convictions by which the 
soul of man is distinguished as a moral 
spirit. 

In obeying the high vocation to 
which the poet is impelled, it is not 
necessary that he should prominently 
put forward the moral puiposes which 
mseparably attend him. In seeking, 
no doubt, to excite devout or religious 
feelings, the very nature of his task, 
the noblest and most arduous that 
poetry can attempt, implies that its 
object should openly appear. But it 
is otherwise in the general prosecu- 
tion of that scheme of moral ameliora- 
tion which is next in importance. The 
poet here has leave to deal with all 
the feelings of our frame, provided he 
can so move them as to advance his 
g^reat design of rendering the hearts of 
nis hearers more obedient to the sway 
of sympathy and imagination. It is 
his duty to enlarge and strengthen 
his influence by choosing a field 
of interest the most wide and attraC' 
tive that will permit him to labour 
for the final objects of his art. The 
largest combination of literary plea- 
sure and moral culture seems an un- 
failinr characteristic of poetry in its 
most influential form, and therefore, in 
its highest perfection, as a means of 
human improvement. The poet, as a 
pleasing and potent teacher of truth 
and goodness, will not in this view 
convey his lessons best by assuming 
the rod of the schoolmaster, or the 
gown of the sage. His secret will be 
to preserve a seeming community of 
thoughts and passions with the rest of 
his race : to borrow his themes and 
topics from objects and events the 
most alluring to their minds: and 
in so doing to lead them insensibly 
to new perceptions and higher emo* 
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tions, the result of that wonder-work- 
ing skill which, hy an endless variety 
and succession of golden links, can 
connect the meanest things of earth 
and human life with the sublimest 
essences of hearen and immortality. 
The Father of poetry was justly de- 
scribed by a poet and moralist as one. 
" Qui, quid sit rectum, quid turpe, quid 

utile, quid non, 
Planius et melius Chrysippo et Crantore 

didU" 

** Whose pictured page, with living forms 

impresaed. 
In warm imagination's colours dressed. 
The right, and fair, and good, will better 

teach 
Than all that Grantor and Chrysippus 

preach." 
The great narratire and dramatic 
poems which genius has produced, 
seem to tell the world of nothing but 
its own business and interests, and yet 
under every image and incident there 
lurks an unsuspected lesson in moral 
advancement more clear and cogent 
than any that the porch or the cloister 
could inculcate. 

The Muse is permitted even to as- 
sume a garb the most dissimilar to 
that of the professed instructress, and 
in the disguise of gaiety and mer- 
riment, may still discharge her ap- 
pointed duties. Not inconsiderable is 
her praise, when, in exercising a mas- 
tery over the light and sportive emo- 
tions, she moulds them impercep- 
tibly into forms of purity and love- 
liness. As a religious messenger, 
intent on conveying peace and truth 
to a rude people, may outwardly 
conform to ^heir language and cus- 
toms, the better to win and change 
them to his wishes, so may moral wis- 
dom adopt the mask of mirth, and 
teach the gay to diversify their levi- 
ties within pennitted bounds, and to 
temper in all things their hilarity with 
innocence. 

Yet an honourable and appropriate 
purpose is also served by poetry of a 
cast more directly moral and reflective. 
The danger is, that a formaUy didactic 
poem may repel the disciple by con- 
tinued calls on his attention, and in 
general it seems true that poems, avow- 
edly moral, must, in order to please, be 
either confined within a short com- 
pass, or blended with a large mix- 
ture of incident or description. 
In no country, better than in Eng- 
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land, has poetry performed her allotted 
function as a teacher of virtue and 
wisdom. The names of Chaucer and 
Spenser, Shakspeare and Milton, Pope 
and Goldsmith, Thomson and Cow- 
per, Crabbe and Wordsworth, afford 
a proud and instantaneous proof of the 
assertion. In different forms and de- 
grees, and with reference to various 
modes of society and character, these 
mighty masters have delivered the 
precepts of moral government with a 
truth and energy expressive of that 
national spirit which they have helped 
to form, and their noble poems, as the 
faithful record of what nature is and 
ought to be, will for ever exert a bene- 
ficial sway over the minds of men, 
even when the language in which they 
sung may have been numbered with 
the dead. 

It were an infinite task to traverse 
the wide range of usefulness and 
beauty which would be opened up by 
a consideration of our great poets in 
this aspect of their character. But we 
propose at present to gather from the 
field of English poetry 5^ and to weave 
into a very humble wreath, some 
flowerets of a lowlier kind, which may 
delight by their hues and fragrance, 
while they help to reveal the virtues 
of the generous soil and kindly sky to 
which they owe their birth. 

Scattered through our miscellaneous 
English poetry, especially of an earlier 
date, there are a number of smaller 
and chiefly irregular moral poems, of 
varying merit and popularity, which 
deserve consideration as a distinct 
class. We rather think that they have 
no precise parallel in the literatiu^ of 
other countries, and they eminentiy 
reflect some peculiarities of the Eng- 
lish mind. They spring from that 
serious and sober character, that self- 
dependent and contemplative disposi- 
tion, which turns the eye inwards as 
often as without, and which claims 
kindred with noble qualities, the love 
of riu*al nature and of domestio quiet. 
The compositions we refer to are often 
bedewed, with sweet sprinklings of 
fancy, and have almost always a purity 
of diction which time and change have 
failed to render obsolete. They are 
not always distinguished by poeti- 
cal merit, but they generally present 
some characteristic featnre that gives 
them an interest. Sometunes they are 
the effusions of simple minds, grateful 
for the slender talent of poetry which 
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has been lent tbem, and pleased to dedi- 
cate it to the expression of those ear- 
nest thoughts in which they find their 
sweetest employment. Sometimes 
they have afforded an occasional re- 
fuge to men, who, flying from the 
weariness of business and publicity, 
prove the purity of their heart and 
taste by the retired worship of those 
ideal graces for which in practical life 
they have longed in vain. Sometimes 
they speak the language of those who, 
having wandered from the path of 
duty, have forgot the practice though 
not the love of virtue, but who now, 
in the intervals of passion, or in the 
returning of the prodigal to his fa- 
therms house, lift up an humble and 
mournful hymn to proclaim from sad 
experience the blessings of that rec- 
titude from which they have too easily 
departed. 

The topics on which these compo- 
sitions chiefly touch are confined with- 
in a limited and uniform sphere. Life 
and its vanities, death and its certainty ; 
affliction and its uses, prosperity and 
its dangers ; the emptiness of outward 
advantages, the felicity of a calm and 
contemplative spirit ; the cares of the 
court and city, the pleasures of soli- 
tude and the country. There is much 
sameness in these subjects, and when 
feebly handled they are senseless and 
insipid. But when they flow sincerely 
from a sensitive heart, they affect us 
readily as their authors would have 
wished, and they tend to preserve in 
literature a sound and solemn spirit. 
When tainted by affectation, or de- 
faced by the tame diction and obscure 
imagery of a more modem mediocrity^ 
they entirely cease to please. 

We exclude from this examination 
poems of more considerable dimen- 
sions, and those belonging to a more 
formal class, such as that of the regular 
sonnet, otherwise so near akin to the 
moral compositions we have in view. 
We shall likewbe abstain from refer- 
ring to those lyrics of a mixed charac- 
ter in which moral reflections are en- 
grafted on the theme of love, or re- 
velry, or some other predominating 
subject. We shall also pass over 
those poems which are properly of a 

'* Fly from the press, f and dwell with soothfastness 
Suffice unto thy good, tho' it be small : 

For board bath hate, and climbing tickleness, 
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sscred and devotional tone, and of 
which we may hereafter attempt a 
separate exanunation. But in draw- 
ing these distinctions, we feel that it is 
neither easy nor necessary to observe 
the line of division with scrupulous 
accuracy. 

In the task which we now under- 
take we beg leave to disclaim in our- 
selves, though by no means to depre- 
ciate in others, any pretensions to 
black-letter precision or minute literary 
information. We propose to stand in 
a middle and connecting position be- 
tween the antiquary and the popular 
reader, divested if possible of the na- 
tural prepossessions and prejudices of 
both, and endeavouring to promote 
what is surely an important object, a 
friendly but discriminating acquaint- 
ance with the less fanriliar literature of 
our country. 

We give, as onr earliest example of 
this kind of composition, two stanzas 
of '* a ditty upon the uncertainty of 
this life,** preserved in a manuscript 
of the British Museum, and publbhed 
in Ritson*s Ancient Songs. It appears 
to have been written about the middle, 
or rather the end of the thirteenth 
century, and is worth something as a 
curiosity, if not as a poem. 

'* Winter wakeneth all my care. 

Now tbese leavis waxeth bare i 

Oft I sigh and moume sare, 

When it cometh in my thought. 

Of this world's joy, how it go*th all to 

nought. 
** Now it is, and now It n* is, 
All so it ne'er n* were, I wis : 
That many man saith, sooth it is, 
All goeth, bat Oodis will : 
AH we shflU die, tho' us Uke ill."* 

Passing over a century, we notice 
two little pieces, which have been 
ascribed, though perhaps groundless- 
ly, to the father of English poetry, to 
whose great work we owe a debt both 
of delight and instruction too large in 
amount to be sensibly affected by the 
addition or dednction of such trifles. 
Of the •* Good Counsel of Chaucer," 
which contains some germs of beauty 
imperfectly expanded, the first and last 
stanza may be inserted. 



• Rltjon'f Ancient 9usgs, 65. 
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Praise hath envy, and weal ii blent o'er all. 

Savour* no more than thee behove shall. 
Read f well thyself that other folk canst read. 
And truth thee shall deliver, it is no dread. 
• • • « 

** That thee is sent receive in buxomness : % 

The wrestling of this world asketh a fall ; 
Here is no home, here is but wilderness. 

Forth, pilgrim, forth, beast, out of thy stall ; 

Look up on high and thanke God for alL 
Wav^ thy lusts, and let thy ghost || thee lead. 
And truth shall thee deliver, it is no dread." 

The other yerses attributed to Chaucer contain a simple and wholesome list 
of advices for all conditions. 

" Go forth, king, rule thee by sapience ; 
Bishop, be able to minister doctrine ; 
Lord, to true counsel give audience ; 
Womanhood, to chastity ever incline ; 
Knight, let thy deeds worship ^ determine ; 
Be righteous. Judge, in saving thy name ; 
Rich, do almons, lest thou lose bliss with shame. 

** People, obey your king and the Uw ; 

Age, be ruled by good religion ; 

True servant, be dreadful ** and keep thee under awe ; 

And thou, poor, fie on presumption. 

Inobedience to youth is utter destruction. 

Remember you, how God hath set you low. 

And do your part as ye be ordained to.*' 

No comparison could be more illus- There then sprung up, as Puttenham 

trative and more pleasing than that tells us,tt " * °©^ company of courtly 

which has been ^awn by Warton, makers, of whom Sir Thomas Wyatt 

himself a poet as well as the historian the elder, and Henry, Earl of Surrey, 

of poets, between the premature and were the two chieftains.*' With these 

solitary rise of Chaucer*s genius and eminent names may be associated that 

the bright and brittle prombes of a of Thomas Lord Vaux, who, at the 

genial day in an English spring I The same period, and probably earlier than 

truth of the picture cannot be apparent Surrey, though in a more simple and 

in the limited enquiry which we are vernacular style, contributed some- 

now pursuing : but even here we are thing to the refinement of taste and 

struck by the dreary barrenness that versification in England. The works 

ensues. Our respect for royalty can- of this cluster of poets were first pub- 

not constrain us to admit as an excep- lished in 1557 in Tottel's Collection, 

tion the dull verses attributed to Henry the earliest printed miscellany of 

VL, of which the following stanza is poetry in the language, where the 

much the most tolerable, and, if genu- poems of Surrey and Wyatt are fol- 

ine, is at least remarkable for being lowed by a number of others of " Un- 

perfectly modem in its language and certain authors,*' among which are at 

cadence. least two by Lord Vaux. Those 

" Kingdoms are but cares, poems in this collection, of which the 

State is devoid of sUy ; parentage is unknown, seem to extend 

Riches are ready snares, back somewhat indefinitely in date. 

And hasten to decay." for among them is included the ** Good 

Towards the middle of the 16th Counsel of Chaucer,*' though under 

century there was a rapid and profit- ^ ^®^ ^'9;* „" To lead a virtuous 

able advance in poetical composition. ^" honest life. 



* Indulge thy taste. f Counsel. % Yieldingness. 

I SouU ^ Honour. ** RespectfuL 

tt Art of EngUsb poesy. Hailewood's edition. P. 48. 
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Wyat*8 strength seems to lie in his We borrow from him, however, the 
ethical or satirical epistles, which ex- following irregular sonnet : 
coed the compass of our present plan. 



THAT PLEASURI IS MIXXD WITH XTXRT PAIIT. 

« VeDomoufl thorns, that are so sharp and keen* 
Bear flowers, we see, fall fresh and fair of hue ; 

Poison is also put in medicine, 

And unto man his health doth oft renew. 

The fire that all things else consumeth clean 
May hurt and heal ; then if that this be true, 

I trust some time my harm may be my health. 

Since every wo is joined with some wealth." 



To Surrey our poetry owes much, 
independently of his having first used 
in England, in his translation of Virgil, 
that noble form of versification in 
which Shakspeare and Milton found 
free and fit scope for their genius, and 
which at once stimulates and tests 
the true poet by the high standard 
of thought and language, which its 
simple grandeur requires to sustain 



it. Love, though it may be doubt- 
ed if it had much share in Surrey*s 
life, is the prevailing theme of his 
original compositions. But we extract 
from them the beginning of a little 
moral poem which suits our purpose. 
It is written in a pleasing and favour- 
ite metre of that day. The title, as 
in the other cases likewise, seems to 
be Mr Tottel's. 



HOW VO AOX IS COMTXKT WITH HIS OWN X8TATK, AND BOW THX AO» OF CHILDRXN IS 
THX HAPPIXST, IF THKT BAD SKILL TO UNBXBSTAND IT. 

'* Laid in my quiet bed, in study as I were, 

I saw within my troubled head a heap of thoughts appear. 

And every thought did show so lovely in mine eyes. 

That now I sigh*d, and then I smiled as cause of thoughts did rise. 

I saw the little boy, in thought how oft that he 

Did wish of God, to scape the rod, a tall young man to be. 

The young man eke that feels his bones with pains oppress'd. 

How he would be a rich old man, to live and lie at' rest. 

The rich old man that sees his end draw on so sore. 

How he would be a boy agdn to live so much the more. 

Whereat full oft I smiled to see how all these three. 

From boy to man, fVom man to boy, would chop and change degree. 

And musing thus, I think the case is very strange. 

That man from wealth to live in wo doth ever seek to change.*' 



The compositions attributed to 
Lord Vaux are of unequal character, 
but he aimed often at a right mark, 
though not a high one, and he some* 
times hit it. His songs are not un« 
frequently fortunate in their ideas, 
neat and natural in their expression, 
and smooth in their numbers. He 
seems to have excited the simple won- 
der of his time by the art of counter- 
feitmg imaginary situations and feel- 
ings. His best and most popular piece 
is entitled by Tottel, " The Aged 
Lover renounceth Love,*' a name too 
limited for its subject, wldch embraces 
the more general contemplation of de- 
clining years and approaching death. 
Its dismal imagery supplied Shak- 
speare with some appropriate frag- 
ments of melancholy mirth for hb sex- 
ton in Hamlet, ^wmle engaged in la^ 



bourlng for the dead. The poem has 
considerable merit. The following 
verses contain a not unexpressive pic- 
ture of the encroaching torpor of old 
age. 

" My lusts they do me leave. 

My fancies all be fled. 
And tract of time begins to weave 

Grey hairs upon my head. 



" My muse doth not delight 

Me as she did before ; 
My hand and pen arp not in plight 

As they have been of yore. 

** For reason me denies 
This youthly idle rhyme ; 

And day by day to me she cries, 
Leave off these toys in thne. 
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" The wrinkles io my brow, '< Thus nmit I yo«th gire ap, 

The furrows in my face, Whose badge I long did wear ; 

Say limping age will lodge him now . To them I yield the wanton cup 

Where youth must give him place." That better may it bear. 

• • • 

In what immediately follows^ a more " And ye that bide behind, 
striking figure is somewhat roughly Have ye none other irust ; 

delineated. We add, also, such of the As ye of clay were cast. by kind, 
concluding verses as best deserye quo- ^^ "1**^* y® waste to dust." 

tation. 

Without further comment we in- 
** The harbinger of death sert some other extracts from Lord 

To me I see him ride : Vaux's moral compositions, taken from 

The cough, the cold, the gasping breath the Paradise of Dainty Devices, a Mis- 
Doth bid me to provide cellany of which we shall afterwards 

more particularly speak. 
" A pick-axe and a spade, 

Eke and a winding sheet, beivq iksxEn the occasion op his white 

A house 6f clay, for to be made head, he avsweretb thus. 

For such a guest most meet. « • » 

•* These hairs, of age are messengers, 
" Methinks I hear the clerk Which bid me fast repent, and pray: 

That knolls the careful knell. They be of death the harbingers 

And bids me leave my woful work That do prepare and dress the way. 

Ere nature me compel. Wherefore I joy that you may see 

Upon my head such hairs to be." 



OP thk mban estate. 

'' The higher that the cedar tree under the heavens does grow, 
The more in danger is the top when sturdy winds 'gin blow : 
Who judges then the princely throne to be devoid of hate. 
Doth not yet know what heaps of ill lye hid in such estate. 
Such dangers great, such gripes of mind, such toil do they sustain. 
That oftentimes of God they wish to be unkinged again." 



or A COKTXKTSD HIKD. 

" When all is done and said, in the end thus shall you find, 
He most of all doth bathe in bliss, that hath a quiet mind : 
And dear from worldly cares, to deem can be content. 
The sweetest time in aJl his life in thinking to be spent. 

" The body subject is to fickle Fortune's power. 

And to a million of mishaps is casual every hour : 

And death in time doth change it to a clod of clay, • 

Whenas the mind, which is divine, runs never to decay. 

" Companion none is like unto the mind alone. 

For many have been harmed by speedi, through thinking few or noBA : 
Fear oftentimes restraineth words, but makes not thoughts to cease. 
And he speaks best that hath the skill when for to hold his peace. 

'' Our wealth leaves us at death, our kinsmen at the grave, 
But virtues of the mind unto the heavens with us we have : 
Wherefore for virtue's sake I can be well content, 
The sweetest time of all my life to deem in thiuking spent." 

fiSTBIKElNO himself OF BIS XKSi WIUTXTH TBUS. 



" When I behold my bier, my last and posting horse, 
That bear shall to the grare my tUe and carrion corse, 
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Then iay I, silly wretch, why doft thou put thy trust 
In thiogii each nuMie of clay, that soon will turn to dnit* 

'' Dost thou not see the young, the hardy, and the iair. 
That now are past and gone as tho* they never were ? 
Dost thou not see thyself draw hourly to thy last, 
As shaft which that is shot at bird that flyeth last ? 

" Dost thou not see how death through-smiteth with his lance, 
Some by war, some by plague, and some by worldly chance ? 
What thing is there on earth, for pleasure that was made. 
But go'th more swift away than doth the sun^mer shade ? 

" Lo I here the summer flower, that sprung this other day^ 
But winter weareth it as fast, and bloweth clean away : 
Even so shalt thou consume, from youth to loathsome age. 
For death he doth not spare the prince more than the page. 

" Thy house shall be of day, a clod under thy head | 

Until the latter day, the grave shall be thy bed : 

Until the blowing trump doth say to all and some, 

' Rise up out of your grave, for now the Judge is come.* '* 

If Lord Vaux*8 life was a gay one, excite interest even where it is diffi* 

it muat be owned that his lines have, coltio bestow much praise, 
with wonderful success, shown " the 
counterfeit action*' of the lugubrious, 

though we should hardly say with thet of tux mxav kstatx aex VAPrixsT. 
Puttenham, that he has done it " very • # # 
lively and pleasantly." If his conver- 
sation was like his poetry, he must «« Among good things I prove and find 
have played at Court the part of the The quiet life doth most abound, 
Consurs Companion in the Roman And sure to* the contented mind 
triumph, and both Henry and his There is no riches to be found, 
courtiers might have better profited 
by such lessons. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

We return to Tottel's Collection,fipom « i y^^^ ^ herdsman once compare 

which we shall take a few further spe- That quiet nights he had mo slept, 

cimens, believing that the importance And had mo merry days to spare 

of this period, in giving a direction to Than he which oughtf the beasts he kept." 
the sentiments and a shape to the ♦ • • 

language of poetry among us, may 

COMTAAISOK OF LIFX AVO DXATS. 



" The pleasant years that seem so swift to nn, 
The merry days to end so iisst that fleet, 
The joyful nights on which it daw'th so soon. 
The happy hours which mo do miss tfaaa meet, 
Do all consume as snow against the sun. 
And death makes end of all that life begun. 



*' If man would mind what burdens life doth bring. 
What grievous crimes to Qod he doth commit : 
"What plagues, what pangs, what perils thereby spring. 
With no sure hour in all his days to sit : 
He would sure think, as with great cause I do, 
The. day of death were better of the two." 



* Compared to. f Owned. 
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THAT EACH THING IS HURT OF ITSELF* 

** Why fewest thou the outward foe, 
Where thou thyself thy harm doth feed ? 

Of grief or hurt, of pain or woe. 
Within each thing is sown the seed. 

** So fine was never yet the cloth, 
No smith so hard his iron beat ; 

But th' one consumed was with moth, 
T'other with canker all to-fret. 



** Of youth the lusty flower. 
Which whilom stood in price. 

Shall vanish quite within an hour. 
As fire consumes the ice. 

" Where is become that wight, 

For whose sake Troy town 
Withstood the Greeks, till ten years fight 

Had rased their walls adown ? 



** Did not the worms consume 
Her carrion to the dust ? 

Did dreadful death forbear his fume 
For beauty, pride, or lust ?" 

We find ourselves here again in the 
death Vhead school of poetry, of which 
the last verse may have too rank an 
odour for the polite nostrils of modem 
days. We learn that among Tottel's 
contributors we should include the 
poet Churchyard^ to whom, as far as 
the name goes, the most doleful of 
these ditties might be fittingly ascribed. 
Their funereal solemnity comes oddly 
from that courtly company to whom 
they are attributed. What a difi'erent 
collection would have proceeded from 
the courtly makers of other reigns I 

In compliment to the second writer 
of English blank verse we shall in- 
clude among our extracts from Tottel, 
before closing them, some lines of 
Nicholas Grimoald, in commendation 
of Friendship. 

" Of all the heavenly gifts that mortal men commend. 

What trusty treasure in the world can countervail a friend ; 

Our health is soon decayed ; goods, casual, light and vain ; 

Broke have we seen the force of power, and honour suffer stain. 

When fickle fortune fails, this knot endureth still ; 

Thy kin out of their kind may swerve, wben friends owe thee good-will. 

What sweeter solace shall befal, than one to find. 

Upon whose breast thou may*st repose the secrets of thy mind ? 

He waileth at thy wo ; his tears with thine be shed ; 

With thee doth he all joys enjoy, so lief a life is led. 

Behold thy friend, and of thyself the pattern see. 

One soul, a wonder shall it seem, in bodies twain to be : 

In absence, present ; rich in want ; in sickness sound : 

Yea, after death, alive mayst thou by thy sure friend be found." 



•' The knotty oak and wainscot old 
Within doth eat the silly worm ; 

Even so a mind in envy rolled, 
Always within itself doth burn. 

" Thus every thing that nature wrought, 
Within itself his hurt doth bear ; 

No outward harm need to be sought 
Where enemies be within so near." 



OP THE VANITT OP MAN S LIP*. 

" Vain is the fleeting wealth 
Whereon the world stays, 

Since stalking time by privy stealth, 
Encroacheth on our days. 

** And eld which creepeth fast 
To taint us with her wound. 

Will turn each bliss into a blast 
Which lasteth but a stound.* 



It seems to have been quite g^ratui- 
tous in Grimoaldy who was an eccle- 
siastic, and could scarcely be a married 
man, to insert in another of his coup- 
lets on this subject an unhandsome re- 
flection on the matrons of the age, 
which might be used, however, to 
raise a laugh against the husbands. 

** Down Theseus went to hell, Pirith his 
friend to find ; 



O that the wives in these our days were 
to their mates so kind." 

The Paradise of Dainty Devices* 
"aptly furnished with sundry pithy and 
learned inventions, devised and written 
for the most part by M. Edwards, 
sometime of Her Mjgesty's Chapel ; 
the rest by sundry learned gentlemen 
both of honour and worship," was pub- 
lished in 1576. It contains, as may 



' An hour. 
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already bave been inferred, ratber too 
much of the cypress and yew to be a 
very delicious Eden ; and its ivies and 
myrtles are not of a much livelier cast. 
We should say, indeed, that the love- 
songs in it are rather duller than the 
dirges. We select a part of one piece, 
already printed by Percy and by 
Ellis, which seems to us to be well 
versified, and in the last verse to pos- 
sess considerable stateliness both of 
style and sentiment. The author, 
whose initials are M. T., is not cer- 
tainly known. 

** Man » flitting life finds surest stay 
Where sacred mrtue beareth sway, 

** The sturdy rock for all his strength. 
By raging seas is rent in twain ; 

The marble stone is pierced at length 
With little drops of drizzling rain. 

The ox doth yield unto the yoke, 

The steel obey*th the hammer stroke. 
• • • 

" Yea, man himself, unto whose will 
All things are bonndcn to obey. 

For all his wit and worthy skill 
Doth fade at length, and fall away. 

There is no thing but time doth waste : 

The heavens, the earth consume at last. 

*' But virtue sits triumphing still 
Upon the throne of glorious Fame ; 

Though spiteful Death num*s body kill, 
Yet hurts he not his virtuous name. 

By life or death, whatso betides. 

The state of virtue never slides." 

It deserves our approving notice that 
tbe poetical collections, of which we 
have now spoken, contain scarcely a 
word or thought which could bring a 
blush into the purest cheek either of 
those times or of our own. 

It would be difficult to find two 
compositions with any similarity of 
name and purpose, so amusingly con- 
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trasted with each other as the Geor- 
gics of Virgil and the Five Hundred 
Points of Good Husbandry of Thomas 
Tusser, Gentleman. In the one we 
see poetiy in all its power and beauty 
employed to adorn and elevate the art 
which it professes to teach ; harmony 
of numbers, dignity of diction, fertility 
of invention, tenderness of sentiment, 
sublimity of thought. In the other 
we see nothing of the Poet's skill ex* 
cept the simple device of easy rhythm 
and homely rhyme, intended rather to 
aid the memory than to delight the 
ear, every thing else being left on the 
level of the most pedestrian prose. 
Yet Tusser's verses were not without 
use in the formation of the English 
mind ; and it may be said in his praise, 
that <' sure the Eternal Master found 
the single talent well employed.** The 
qualities of good sense, good morals, 
simplicity and sincerity, should never 
be without their reward. The mixed 
lessons which he inculcates of hospi- 
tality and thrift, sobriety and cheerful- 
ness, attention to this world and care 
for Use next, were well calculated to 
please the taste and confirm the virtues 
of the honest yeomen for whom they 
were designed, and might help, in hum- 
ble minds, to prepare the way for 
higher sentiments and better poetry 
on similar themes. We shall venture 
to extract a few moral verses from one 
of the unconnected chapters of which 
his work is composed. We may re- 
mark in passing that, in the scansion 
of his lines, Tusser is considered to be 
remarkably correct according to the 
pronunciation of his day.^ His poem 
was originally published in 1557, but 
was considerably expanded in subse- 
quent editions. He died a very old 
man in 1580. 



A DSSCRIPTIOV OP LIFE AKD RICHC8. 



'* The lands and the riches that here we possess 
Be none of our own, if a God we profess ; 
But lent us of him as his talent of gold, 
Which being demanded, who can it withhold ? 

** God maketh no writing that justly doth say 
How long we shall have it — a year or a day; 
But leave it we must, (howsoever we leave), 
When Atrop shall pluck us from hence by the sleev#. 

<< To death we must stoop, be we high, be we loW, 
But how and how suddenly few be that know ; 
What carry we then but a sheet to the grave. 
To cover this carcass of all that we have ?" 
VOL. XtlY. NO. CCLXXVI 2 
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Yea, tho* thou find no tliliig amiss 
Which thou can'st call to mind. 

Yet ever more remember this. 
There ii the more behind. 



From George Gasooigne, once so 
warmly admired, and then so tho- 
roughly fbi^tten, whose unthrifty 
youth was redeemed by a sober man- 
hood, and^ as an eyewitness tells us, 
by ** a godly and charitable end," we 
could borrow several things which de- 
serve praise, and might afford plea- 
sure. His minor poems, all smoothly 
and easily written, have something of 
fancy, and much of yood feeling. 
They show a gradual a^ance in taste 
and polish, as applied to popular poe- 
try, on which those qualuies seem 
better bestowed than on the cold rap- 
tures and forced fictions of Petrarcan 
Ipve. jGascoigne's lullaby to hjs youth- 
ful passions is ingeniously conceived, 
though unequally executed. It flows 
with a somewhat sweet and slumber- 
ous melody. Take, for example, the 
first verse : — 

" Sing lullaby, at women do, 
( Wherewith they bring their babes to vest ;) 

And lullaby can I sing too, 
As womanly as can the best. 
With lulliOjy they sUU the child, 
And if I be not much beguiled, 
Full miMiy wanton babes have I, 
Which must be stilled with lullaby." 

His Good- Morrow and Good- Night 
ore both of them meritorious composi- 
tions, infected, indeed, with the vulgar 
disease of running an analogy for ever 
on all fours, whether it will or no ; but 
probably not on that account the less po- 
pular with the million . Though averse 
to separate what their author intended 
for companions, wo must, from con- 
siderations of space, confine ourselves 
to the quotation of one of these pieces, 
and shall ^ive the preference to the 
" Good- Night," as encroaching least 
on the department of psalmody. Gas- 
coigne, we may observe, died in the 
prime of life, in 1577. 

OASCOIGMb's GOOD-NIGHT. 

" When thou hast spent the lingering day 

In pleasure and delight ; 
Or after toil and weary way 

Dost seek to rest at night ; 
Unto thy pains or pleasures past 

Add this one labour yet ; 
Ere Bleep close up thine eye too fast, 

Do not thy God forget. 

" But search witMn thy secret thought 

What deeds did thee befall ; 
And if thou find amiss in aught, 

To God for mercy call. 



And think how well soe'er it be 

That thou hast spent the day. 
It came of God, and not of thee, 

So to direct thy way. 
Thus, if thou try thy daily deeds. 

And pleasure in this pain, 
Thy life shall cleanse thy com from weeds. 

And thine shall be the gain. 

" But if thy sinful sluggish eye 

Will venture for to wink 
Before thy wading will may try 

How far thy soul may sink : 
Beware and wake, for else thy bed. 

Which soft and smooth is made. 
May heap more harm upon thy head 

Than blows of enemies* blade. 
Thus if this pain procure thine ease 

In bed as thou dost lie. 
Perhaps it shall not God displease 

To sing thus soberly. 

I see that sleep is lent me here 

To ea^ my weary bones, 
As death at last shall eke appear 

To ease my grievous groans. 
My daily sports, my paunch fuU fed, 

Have caused my drowsy eye ; 
As careless life, in quiet bed, 
• Might cause my soul to die. 

" The stretching arms, the yawning 
breath 

Which I to bedward use. 
Are patterns of the pangs of death 

Wl;en life will me refuse. 
And of my bed each sundry part 

In shadows dolh resemble 
The sundry shapes of death whose dart 

Shall make my flesh to tremble. 

" ^ly bed itself is like the grave. 

My sheets the winding-sheet. 
My clothes the mould which I must have 

To cover me most meet. 
The hungry fleas which frUk ao fresh, 

To worms I can compare. 
Which greedily shall gnaw my flesh. 

And leave the bones full bare. 

** The waking cock that early crows 

To wear the night away, 
Puts in my mind the trump that blows 

Before the latter day. 
And as I rise up lustily 

When sluggish sleep is past, 
Co hope I to rise joyftilly 

To judgment at the last. 
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, I wriw, Ums wiH I sleep, iii|^, as anodier specimeo of Gas- 

coigne's poetry, a part of a dramatia 
cfaoros, in his Glass of GoTernmeBt, 
a " Tragical Comedy/' intended, it 
Is said^ to expose the prevailing ern»ri 
of education. These lines are pro- 
bably the first example in the Ian* 
guage of this species of compon- 
tion. 



f J I hope to rise, 

neither wail nor weep, 

in goodly wise. 

■hall in this bed remain, 

in God shall trust, 
4 hope to rise again 
leath and earthly dust." 



' ay be excused for here add* 



" When God ordain'd the restless state of man, 

And made him thrall to sundry grievous cares, 
The first-bom grief or sorrow that began 

To show itself was this : to save from snares 
The pleasant pledge which God for us prepares : 
I mean the seed and offspring that he gives 
To any wight which in the world here lives. 



T ^ 



4r . 



** Few see themselves, but each num seeth his child. 

Such care for them, as care not for themselfe ; 
Wo care for them in youth when wit is wild ; 

We care ior them in age to gather pelf. 
We care for them to keep them from the shelf 
Of such quick-sands, as we ourselves first found 
\^lien heady will did set our ships on ground." 






■yjjf 



'• 'Our next qaotation shall be from 
•- •• obert Green, best known as a dra- 
■ - • atic writer, who was bom about 1 550, 

• ' nd died in 1592. He is said to have 

een the first English poet that wrote 
or bread, and it has been observed, 
.hat his life thus forms *' a melancholy 
- ppocha in the history of our literature.*' 
But is this justly said ? Is that a me- 
lancholy era at which poetical talent 
' came to be employed as the means 

• of supporting its possessor? Such a 
' change seems rather to cast a gloomy 

hue upon the times that preceded it ; 
as implying either that roe public had 
previously been un willing to give 
bread for poetry, or that poetry had 
never arisen where there was a want 
of bread. On either supposition, when 
property followed out, we must infer 



a striking deficiency in social cuUura 
Whe would desire to see in this respect 
a retrograde movement, or to confine 
poetical composition to '' courtly ma- 
kers** or men of fortune ? Who is it 
that longs for the time when poets 
ahall cease to write, and to write bet- 
ter than they would otherwise do, either 
simply for bread, or for better bread 
than they would otherwise eat ? Poor 
Green, however, diminished by his 
vices and follies both the honour and 
advantage of his laudable exertions for 
a livelihood. Yet he seems, in the 
midst of dissipation, to have preserv- 
ed some purity of taste, and tender- 
ness of feeling. The following lines 
are not without smoothness and ele- 
gance. 



'* Sweet are the thoughts that savour of content ; 

The quiet mind is richer than a crown : 
Sweet are the nights in careless slumber spent ; 

The poor estate scorns Fortune's angry frown. 
Such sweet content, such minds, such sleep, such bliss 
Beggars enjoy, when princes ofl do miss. 



*' The homely house that harbours quiet rest. 
The cottage that affords no pride nor care, 

The mean that 'grees with country music best, 
The sweet consort of mirth and music*s fare, 

Obscured life sets down a type of bliss ; 

A mind content both crown and kingdom is.*\ 
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The last line of these verses sug- 
gests a well known popular poem, of 
which the composition seems referable 
to this or to an earlier period. *' My 
mind to me a kingdom is," the song 
to which we now refer, appears to 
have been printed and familiarly known 
some years prior to 1590. Its author 
is undiscoyered, and is apparently be- 
yond the reach of conjecture. It was 
a favourite subject of imitation in its 
own day, and has been of^en since 
inserted in poetical collections with a 
high degree of praise. It is certainly 
in its own department a remarkable 
composition, and reflects credit on the 
infancy or adolescence of English po- 
pular poetry. The commencement, if 
now deprived of the charm of novelty, 
is strong and impressive ; and several 
of the lines or stanzas throughout are 
neatly expressed, smoothly construct- 
ed, and diversified by some variety of 
point and metaphor. Yet the leading 
idea of the poem, such as it is, is not 
expanded with much fertility of 
thought, or skilfulnessof management. 
The same things are repeated with 
needless iteration, and the brief and 
sententious phrases employed, while 
they interrupt the flow of melody and 
feeling, are often strung together with- 
out any natnral tie of connexion or 
congruity. The prevalence of this 
fault may be apparent from the cir- 
cumstance that difierent editors have 
differently arranged a good number of 
the stanzas, without its being easy to 
tell that the true order has been ma- 
terially violated. We insert such verses 
of it as we think best deserving of at- 
tention. 

'* My mind to me a kingdom is, 
Such perfect joy therein I find, 

As far exceeds all earthly bliss 

That God or nature hath assigned ; 

The* much I want that most would have, 

Yet still my mind forbids to crave. 

** Content I live, this is my stay; 

I seek no more than may suffice : 
I press to bear no haughty sway : 

Look, what I lack, my mind supplies. 
Lo 1 thus I triumph like a king, 
Content with what my mind doth bring. 

** I see how plenty surfeits oft. 
And hasty climbers soonest fall : 

I see that such as sit aloft 

Mishap doth threaten most pf all : 

These get with toil and keep with fear : 

Such cares my mind could never bear. 



[Oct. 



** Some have too much, yet still they 
crave ; 

I little have, yet seek no more : 
They are but poor, tho*mach they have. 

And I am rich with little store : 
They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 
They lack, I lend ; they pine, I live. 

" I laugh not at another's loss, 
I grudge not at another's gain : 

No worldly wave my mind can toss, 
I brook that is another's bane : 

I fear no foe, nor fawn on friend ; 

I loath not life, nor dread mine end. 

•* I wish but what 1 have at will, 
I wander not lo seek for more : 

I like the plain, I climb no bill. 
In greatest storms 1 sit on shore, 

And laugh at them that toil in vain, 

To get what must be lost again. 

" My wealth is health and perfect ease. 
My conscience clear my chief defence ; 

I never seek by bribes to please. 
Nor by desert to give offence ; 

Thus do I live, thus will 1 die. 

Would all did so as well as I." 

If it were fair to subject a compo- 
sition of this popular kind to very 
serious criticism, or if it deserved 
such a tribute to its importance, a 
graver objection to tins piece, as to 
others of a similar character, might be 
foimd in the general coldness of its 
temperature, connected with the fal- 
laciousness of the sentiments involv- 
ed in it. 

** My mind to me a kingdom is. 
Such perfect joy therein I find," 

has a lofty and imposing sound, and 
seems the prelude to a proud display 
of the noblest enjoyments and richest 
resources of mental perfection, scarcely 
agreeable, indeed, to that hunulity 
which best becomes a human creature. 
But the progress of tlie poem is not 
suitable to its outset. The regal en- 
trance, by which we at first approach, 
proves, after all, to be the porch to 
a cottage. It is found that the only 
particulars in which the mind resem- 
bles a kingdom, or is enabled to afford 
its possessor such perfect joy, are 
the subjugation of troublesome appe- 
tites, and the absence of external ob- 
jects of interest to ruffle its serenity. 
No reference is made to the enjoy- 
ment of any positive pleasure, to 
the indulgence of any social emotion, 
or the discharge of any active duty. 
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This is surely a poor view of that 
noble domain, the mind of man» and 
it is not a poetical one. Indifference 
to human affections implies a low 
tone, both of poetry and morality, as 
tliere can be neither prsdse nor sym- 
pathy without virtuous exertion or 
strong emotion. It must be confessed 
that several poems of the class we 
are now considering are pitched upon 
this under key, and seem merely to 
represent virtue as implying the ne- 
gation of vice, and to place the only 
security from criminal indulgence in 
the retrenchment of natural passion. 
Some minds may find their best refuge 
in this retreat from active life, but 
they ought to announce their prefer- 
ence with the humility of those who 
have been forced to fly where it was 
their duty to fight. In a world of 
creatures of kindred origin and con- 
stitution with ourselves^ a proud exul- 
tation in a state of mere quiescence, 
unaffected by the innumerable varia- 
tions of fortune and feeling occur- 
ring around us to demand our sym- 
pathy, is nothing else than a refined 
selfishness, unattainable, indeed, in our 
actual condition, and not desirable if 
it could be attained. Such voluntary 
separatists from the natural union of 
the human family might be addressed 
in lines, somewhat resembling, in 
homely plainness, the productions of 
the school which we are now consider- 
ing:— 

** ' My mind to me a kingdom is*— 
No longer urge that swelling strain, 

For who can hope the praise is his, 
A monarch o'er himself to reign ? 

" Nor boast that thus in cold content 
Thoa bear*st a calm and careless mind ; 

Nor deign'st to laugh or to lament 
For joys or sorrows of thy kind. 

** Such lonely life may lurk apart. 
Unreached by tainting passion's stain ; 

And what was once a human heart 
May lose the touch of human pain. 

" But heavy is the blame he bears 

Who, flying vice, flies virtue too : 
Whose fields, devoid of corn or tares, 
' Lie barren in his Maker's view. 

** And greater bliss it were to groan. 
With all whose sufferings ask a sigh. 

Than, thus congealed to conscious stone. 
Unwept, unweeping, live and die." 

Our next object of BelectioD» ** The 
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Soul's Errand, or the Lie,** has had its 
due share of controversy and perhaps 
of commendation. It has often been 
ascribed to Raleigh, and was at one 
time supposed to have been written by 
him the night before his execution. 
What authentic instances there are of 
poetical composition in so awful a 
situation we shall not pause to en- 
auire; but we should be in general 
disposed to ascribe them less to mag- 
nanimity than to desperation, or the 
love of effect. Certain we are that, in 
such moments, a man should be more 
intent on examining himself than on 
condemning his fellow-creatures, and 
should be too much occupied with the 
mysterious scene on which he is enter- 
ing, to rail at the world from which 
he is taking his departure. But all 
speculation as to the probability or 
propriety of such a poem being com- 
posed by this great man, in such cir- 
cumstances, b here excluded by the 
facts. Raleigh perished in 1618, and 
Mr Ellis observed that the poem ap- 
peared in *' Davison's Poetical Rhap- 
sody" ten years before. Recent cri- 
tics, however, have somewhat perti- 
naciously dung to a similar idea, with 
the modified suggestion, that the poem 
might possibly have been written by 
Raleigh '' the night before he expected 
to have been executed" in 1603. But 
it appears that the poem can be traced^ 
if not to print, at least to paper, ten 
years even before that date, so that 
this new possibility becomes again 
impossible. We must, therefore, be 
content to abandon entirely this ro- 
mantic account of its origin, and 
either betake ourselves to some other 
theory, or submit to leave the matter 
in obscurity. Mr Ellis has rather 
rashly assigned the composition to 
the silver-tongued Sylvester, on no 
better ground than that his editor has 
kidnapped and disfigured it by inclu- 
ding it with some wretched additional 
stanzas in the collection of his poems 
in 1 64 1 . Ritson attributes it to Fran- 
cis Davison, in whose ** Rhapsody** the 
earliest printed copy of it is founa. But 
in the ** Rhapsody*' are collected the 
compositions of various authors, some 
by name and some anonymously, and 
there is no special reason for ascribing 
this poem to Davison, whose signature 
is not affixed to it as it is to other 
pieces of his acknowledged composi- 
tion. Mr Campbell enquires whether 
the '< Soul*8 Errand** is not the same 
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poem witk the Soul^s Knell or ** Soul 
Knil" of Richard Edwards, which 
Gascoigne mentions in one of his pre- 
faces, and which he ridicules simple 
readers for supposing tohave been writ- 
ten " in extremity of sickness/* This 
theory would remove its date to a pe- 
riod prior to 1567, the year of Ed- 
wards's death, which seems scarcely 
admissible. If it were so, it is sin- 
gular that so remarkable a poeok 
should not be found in print long 
before the publication of the Rhap- 
sody in 1601, while, on the other hand, 
it is equaUy singular if the " Soul 
Knell," which is mentioned by more 
than one early writer as well l^nown 
and as baying been " commended for 
a good piece,'* should not now be at 
all extant. Were We to indnlge in a 
yery diffident conjecture as to this last 
question, we should suggest that Ed- 
yrards's *' Soul Knell'* might be found 
ia the pleasing little piece beginning 

** O death, rock me on sleep, 

Bring me on quiet rest, 
I-et pass my very guiltless ghost 

Out of my careful breit." 

The burden of this song is certainly 
fayourable to the supposition. 

** ToU on the passing bell, 
Ring out the doleful knetl^ 
Lot the sound my death tell, 

For I must die. 

There is no remedy. 

For now I «e." 

The mannseript of tliis dirge ia said 
to bear the appearance of haying been 
written abovt tiro fine of Henry VIIL, 
and it has been thought to kaye been 
composed either by^ or in the person of, 
Anne Bt^yn ; wMle Mr Ritson, with 
little appax^B■i reason, has ascribed it 
to George, LorclRochford, the brother 
of that imbappy princess. It seems 
possible that ift may baye been com- 
posed by Edwards, who, in 1561, was 
appointed master of the 8ingin£g-boys 
in Queen Elizabeth's Chapel, and 
may, in compliment to his mistress, 
haye written it in the person of her 
mother. Its composition has eminently 
the t^peairanee of haying proceeded 
fVom a practical yocal»l, while it 
correspomb, more nearly than any 
other piece we remember, with the 
now unattached title of Edwards's 
once celebrated '^ Sonl Knell.** The 
«< SouVs Errand" appears to us to in- 



dicate a considerably later date as 
well as a different style. 

Dismissing these unsatisfactory spe- 
culations, let us return to an examina^ 
tion of the poetical merits of the com- 
position which has giyen rise to them. 
The " Soul's Errand" has receiyed a 
yery high commendation from a yery 
high authority. « The * SouVs Er- 
rand,* ** Mr Campbell has said, '* by 
whomsoeyer it was written, b a burst 
of genuine poetry. I know not how 
that short production has eyer affected 
other readers, but it carries to my imagi- 
nation an appeal which I cannot easily 
account for from a few simple rhymes* 
It places the last and inexpressibly 
awful hour of existence before my 
yiew, and sounds like a sentence of 
yanity on the things of this world, 
pronounced by a dying man, whose 
eye glares upon eternity, and whose 
yoice is raised by strength from ano* 
ther world.** 

This is noble criticism if it were 
justly bestowed. But we conless that 
we'greatly question its soundness. The 
critic seems to haye been duped by his 
own poetical genius conspiring with an 
indulgent taste, and to haye discoyered 
in this composition that sublime tone 
and those solemn features which are the 
appropriate characters of the subject, 
but which, we fear, are but feebly and 
defectiyely expressed in the attempted 
representation of them. Here it is, 
perhaps, that a poet is found to be 
most fallible as a judge, if, at any 
time, by accidental associations or re- 
laxed attention, the spirit of sound 
and searching criticism is biassed in 
its decisions, or its yigilance Idd asleep. 
The suggestion to a poet*s mind oi a 
poetical situation or sentiment has in 
Itself the effect of poetry, and gross 
deficiencies in taste and execution may 
escape his obsenration, if his excited 
feelings and conceptiona oyerpower 
his faculties of judgment and compari- 
son. He sees, then, in the 8D^)}eet of 
his criticism, not what the work truly 
is, but what it might be. He clothes 
the dead and ddl ^eleton that is pre- 
sented to him with the yfgonr and 
warmth of life, add mistakes the hnages 
of his own fancy for the creations of 
the performance before him, which 
has merely^ roused them from their 
sleepfng.piaces in his soul. This re- 
sult is most likely to occur in the case 
of unpretending and sketch-like pro- 
dnctioDs, wfaieh dintrm the aererities 
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of censure by not appearing to chal- 
lenge a high pUce in poetical reputa- 
tion. It irili be further facilitated 
as to those compositions which have 
the charm of antiquity on their side» 
and are likely to have been first pre- 
sented to the mind while its susoepti- 
bilittes of pleasure were greater than 
its experience or penetration. We 
readily adMt that the first stanza of the 
'< Soul's Errand*' is eleyated and strik- 
ing ; whether we conceive it to be the 
poet's idea that he was then infusing 
his spirit into this dying address to the 
world, or adopt the bolder view that 
he was delivering a command to his 
soul itself to visit men after its separa- 
tion from the body, and denounce their 
deceptions. The last verse also> or at 
least the last couplet, has some vigour 
and dignity, but these are associated 
with mean expressions, and a feeble 
conceit. The intermediate verses, 
might, some of them, make tolerabb 
prose, but can scarcely be said to con- 
tain much poetry, while many of them 
are not merely commonplace, but 
stupid. No calm or unprejudiced 
critic, we think, would be startied 
either by the glaring eye, or by the 
supernatural voice of a dying man, in 
reading the following very middling 
stanzas. 

** Tell potentates they live, 

Acting by others' actions, 
Not loved unless they give, 

Not strong but by their factions. 
If potentates reply, 
Give potentates the lie. 

** Tell men of high condition 

That rule affairs of sUte, 
Their purpose is ambition, 

Their practice only hate : 
And if they once reply. 
Then ^ye them an the lie. 

'* TeB them that brave it most. 
They beg for more by spending. 

Who in their greatest cost 

Seek nothing but commen^ng ; 

And if they make reply,* 

Then give them all tiie Ke. 



" Tell arts they have no soundness. 

But vary by esteeming ; 
Tell schools they want profoundness, 

And stand too much on seeming ; 
If arts and schools reply, 
Give arts and schools the lie. 



« Tell faith i^B fled Uie dty ; 

Tell how the country erreth ; 
Tell manhood shakes off pity ; 

Tell virtue least preferreUi ; 
And if they do reply, 
Spare not to give the He." 

It seems to need no ghost, nor any 
man about to become one, to tell us 
most of these things ; an4 they are 
often so tamely expressed, that we 
might suspect they were not all the 
pr^uction of the same author who 
conceived the idea, and composed the 
first stanza of the poem. But, in 
truth, the writers of that time seem 
to have been incapable of retrenchine 
the weak and unequal things which 
most poets must sometimes write. 
They had not learned " the last great 
art ofall, the art to blot." They had no 
idea, that in the poetical litter, it was 
generally best to destroy a large pro- 

Eortion of the progeny ; but seem to 
ave looked with a parent's partiality 
on even the most rickety of the pro- 
ductions to which they had once given 
birth. The poem now before us, like 
many others, would be greatiy im- 
proved by abridgement; and, fami- 
liar as it must be to our readers, we 
take the liberty of inserting it in 
the curtailed shape in which a ma- 
turer judgment might perhaps have 
originally presented it to the publio. 

*' Go, ioid, the body's gnest. 
Upon a thankless errand | 
Fear not to touch the best. 
The truth shall be thy warraat. 
Go, sinoe I needs must die. 
And give the world the tte^ 

*' Go, teH the eourt, it glows 

And shines like rotten wood ; 
Go tell the church it shows 

What's good, and doth no good. 
If church and court reply. 
Then give (hem both the lie. 
• ♦ • 

** Tell seal it laoks devotioD, 

TeUlove, it is but lust. 
Tell time, it is but motion, 
TeH flesh. It Is but dust, 
And wish them not reply. 
For thou must give the lie. 
• • # 

** Tell wit, how much it wrangles 

In tickle points of niceness } 
Tell wisdom, she entangles 
Herself, in overwiseness. 
And if they do reply. 
Straight give them both the lie. 

• «r « 
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** Tell fortune of her blindoess, 

Tell nature of decay ; 
Tell friendBhip of unkiodaeas ; 
Tell justice of delay. 
And If they dare reply, 
Then give them all the lie. 



** So when thou hast, as I 

Commanded thee, done blabbing, 
Altho' to give the lie 

Deserves no less than stabbing. 
Yet stab at thee who will, 
No stab the soul can kill." 

We believe that we have now reach- 
ed the point at which, for the present^ 
we should pause. The extracts we have 

?fiven exhaust, according to the ob- 
ects of our plan, the period previous to 
1590, the most important era in the his- 
torvjof English poetry. In that year ap- 
paaredthe "Fairy Queen,*' the bright- 
est effulgence of moral poetry that ever 
rose on the world, and at whose light the 
meaner beauties of the sky must have 
paled their ineffectual nres. The 
♦* Fairy Queen*' will be for ever felt and 
admired by all who can feel or ad- 
mire poetical truth and beauty ; but 
the genius of its author cannot be 
fiilly appreciated except by comparing 
his work with those of his predeces- 
sors, and ascertaining its immeasur- 
able superiority over every thing that 
his country had yet produced. The 
only type of Spencer s spirit b to be 
found in '* Sackville's Induction to the 
Mirror of Magistrates ; *' but highly as 
we must estimate that composition^ 
it yet detracts little from the infinite 
praise of Spencer*s varied and sus- 
tidned powers. Whether as a reposi- 
tory of the richest poetical language, 
or as a monument of the noblest facul- 
ties of intellect and imagination, the 
Fairy Queen equally demands our 
wonder and our love, in a degree which 
can only be surpassed by our rever- 
ence for the solemn and sublime pur- 
poses which were to its author as the 
muse of his inspiration. Let us be 
forgiven, however, if we intercede for 
the poets who preceded Spencer to 
obtam a milder judgment than if 
Spencer had already written ; and let 
us not be thought too bold in behalf 
of the humbler class of whom we have 
now been treating, if we daim for 
them the praise of being ^e har- 
bingers of the great moral poet, to 
announce hb possible approach, and 
to prepare for him in the breasts of 
hiB coontrymea a wider and a warmer 



welcome. We can scarcely regard it 
here as an indifferent consideration, 
that for nearly half a century the 
popular poetry of England had 
shown a character so earnest and 
serious, and so faithful to the laws 
of our spiritual nature. We shall 
not ask whether, in any circum- 
stances, Spencer could have descend- 
ed to the levities of Arfosto ; but we 
may be allowed to doubt whether he 
would have been encouraged to string 
hb pure and virtuous lyre at all, ex- 
cept in a country where the hearts 
of men were already attuned to 
better strains than those of luxury 
or love. The importance o£popuLur 
poetry in connexion with political 
feeling has often been noticed : its in- 
fluence in fostering and diffusing poe- 
tical compositions of a higher class 
than itself is at least equally conspi- 
cuous. The floating songs and sim- 
ple stanzas that are in tlie mouths of 
children and uneducated persons, are 
as the elements of poetical thought 
and feeling that lead them gradually on 
to higher attainments than they could 
otherwise reach. They are often the 
seeds from which the poetical faculty it- 
self springs up, in lonely and neglected 
minds, with as much luxuriance, and 
nearly as much beauty, as in tho^e w hich 
have been visited by regular cultivation. 
The remarks we have now made ap- 
ply with the same force to the appear- 
ance of Shakspeare's poetry as to that 
of Spencer's. He, too, perhaps, 
needed the assurance of being exten- 
sively loved and understood before he 
could be excited to pour forth with 
such boundless profusion those max- 
ims and sentiments of moral wisdom 
and beauty which exalt his dramas 
above even the sublime oracles of the 
Greek Chorus. The appearance of 
Spencer and Shakspeare within a 
year or two of each other bears the 
strongest testimony to the advance 
that had been made in the materials of 
literary taste, and to the solid charac- 
ter, and lofty spirit of that country 
which produced them with such powers, 
and inspired them to use those powers 
with so true a reference to the duties 
and destinies of mankind. 

We shall take another opportunity 
of following out the subject of thb 
essay, by collecting some of the most 
pleasing compositions of the minor 
moralbts who appeared subsequently 
to the era with wliich we have now 
concluded. 
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** Hie niger est— hunc tu Romane caveto."— Uor. 



** Upon my honour, sir, my father 
does not gef. more than 40 per cent I*' 
This consoientions and genteel speech 
haunted me not very long since, du- 
ring a painful and dangerous illness. 
It came certainly very mal a-propos ; 
hut having come, would not depart, 
like an imp of evil, as it was — for some 
one has observed, or, if not, some one 
might have observed, that words once 
embodied in sense or sentence have a 
living existence, the good or bad spi- 
rits taking conception in the mind, 
and birth from the mouth, never to 
return agdn, but invisible agents in 
tbe world, that do a world of mischief 
in it, and often standing in a court of 
justice against their parents in the 
flesh — such an imp of evil, I assert, 
was that sentence to me, for, having 
taken possession of the best room in 
the house of my brains, it kicked its 
heels there, and called about it lustily, 
and innumerable were the train of 
thought-imps that came at its call. 
*« Upon my honour, sir, my father 
docs not get more than 40 per cent.'* 
Who gave it existence ? It was the 
son of an undertaker, my dear Euse- 
bius. The occasion this : — I was pre- 
sent when the said very genteel youth 
presented the bill for a funeral, a few 
weeks after my acquaintance had 
buried his Cather. I am sure the old 
gentleman never would have slept with 
his fathers, could he have read over 
the items of his last journey, and 
would have again died over the sum- 
total. The bUl was indeed startling. 
It was upon a slight remonstrance 
that this nicely, dressed mincing son 
of his father, in about the nineteenth 
year of his age, and full promise of 
his trade of hat-bands and scarfs, laid 
his hand upon the left side of his waist- 
coat, and unhesitatingly swore like any 
Peer of Parliament — ** Upon my ho- 
nour, sir, my father does not get above 
40 per cent!!*' Years have passed 
away since I heard this sentence, nor 
have I thought of it in the interim ; 
but that it should just then, above all 
times, when I lay in a feverish state, 
and when it appeared by no means 
improbable that an inquest of ** 40 
per cents** might be called to sit upon 
my body> was a remarkable proof of 



a fiendish existence of words that, like 
vultures, come to the wreck. From 
that day I know an undertaker by 
instinct, and abhor him, as dogs in 
China fly from a butcher. Long days 
and nights did I lie upon my uneasy 
bed ; and this son of an undertaker 
was at the foot or the head of it con- 
tinually. At one time he brought me 
a list of friends and relatives to attend 
my funeral, most of whom I thorough- 
ly disliked ; at another time he laid 
out the scarfs, and hat-bands, and 
gloves upon my bed, and chaoged my 
curtains mto black cloaks. At another 
time he presented me with a book of 
patterns of nicely drawn coffins, and 
coffin* ornaments, tin-lacquered che- 
rubims, with wings, cloud, and trum- 
pet. Then stepped out of the room, 
and came in again with a stone-cut- 
ter, and his book of monuments and 
tablets— and then I racked my brain 
for inscriptions, and he suggested 
many, so abominable, that I was quite 
angry. Then the discussions upon 
the relative merits of stone and marble, 
the cost of cutting per letter ; the 
clergyman's fee, the clerk's, the sex- 
ton's—if all were to have silk hat- 
bands ? the charges for pumping the 
grave dry. But the worst was when I 
felt that i was in my coffin, and yet 
knew all that was going on in the room 
about me, just the same as if I had 
been purposely gifted with the facuU 
ties of mesmerism — only I was con- 
scious of sense of sufibcation. Under 
this new magnetism I saw them carry 
me out of the room, the ever polite 
son of an undertaker pointing the way. 
I felt the shock as they knocked against 
a"i bureau (of which, by the by, I told 
them to take care), in which I had 
many treasures — alas I thought I — 
farewell I never to see them again. I 
very distinctly saw a near relative, to 
whom I had left, for me and for him, 
too, a handsome legacy, smile with 
more hilarity than was becoming the 
peculiar situation, and I believed he 
inwardly thought he should rummage 
my bureau. I would call to them 
to stop — I wished to alter my will- 
but no utterance came to my wishes. 
** This then,*' says I, " is being dead 
in law.**— <^' I am infant — oh! the 
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rogues! — they will ransack all — I 
shall have nothing." — " You shall 
have the bill>*' looked the son of an 
undertaker, and " upon my honour, 
my father does not get more than 40 
percent." Extortion! miscreant!— 
*' Lift the poor gentleman cautiously 
over the banisters, and don't hurt the 
wall for the next comer," muttered 
an oily- faced fellow in damp black, 
the smell of which was awfully suffo- 
cating. I saw and smelt through the 
boards that covered me. Bang they 
went against the staircase wall, and 
they staggered under me. " Well 
done. Old Scratch," cried another. I 
was horrified — was he one of my 
bearers ? We passed the door of the 
room where my ** mourning friends " 
were assembled. It was open. Who 
would believe it ? they were in jo- 
cund conversation. My surgeon, whom 
I had considered the tenderest and 
most humane of beings, was facetious 
with the parson ; how they, too, were 
** true " sportsmen — always in at the 
death ! There was some confusion in 
the hall. The great door w;as open. 
I saw the two mutes, the horses of 
a part of the body of the hearse, 
and heard the wheels of mourning 
coaches behind. ** Go on," says one. 
«« We can't,*' says another. '* Lawyer 
Codicil isn't come yet," said another. 
— '< I sent him hatband and gloves,'* 
said the son of an undertaker, " and a 
coach at his door." — *' Coach is re- 
turned,** said another ; '* he can't 
come, he says, but will be here aftm' 
the fondral to read the will."—'* Oh, 
he win, will he,** thought I; but I 
couldn't jump out of the coffin, though 
I tried. " He will take the will for 
the deed,'* said I j " I never will em- 
ploy Lawyer CocHcil again.'* — There 
are no lawyers where you are going, 
a something suggested to nfe ; and do 
you forget you are dead ? you are go- 
ing to be buried — " Oo on," said the 
son of an undertaker. Out came the 
procession in cloaks, and he was ran- 
ging them in order, two and two. I 
saw the paraphernalia, hatbands, &c. 
blown by the wind as we got out of 
doors, but I couldn't feel a breath of 
it. I have no breath in my body, 
thought I, and therefore the air vnll 
have no sympathy with me; I shall 
never feel it again. Then all the men 
about me looked the most solid sub- 
stances I ever beheld ; they had been 
all the morning real beef-eaters. They 
shoved me into the hearse. I was sen- 



sible of the first slow motion — ^then 
that I was quite dead — in fact, I fell 
fast asleep ; and when I awoke they 
told me I was better— and the good 
surgeon was feeling my pulse, and did 
look jocund, and I forgave him. But 
it was some time before I could re- 
concile myself to the sight of ny re- 
latives, who had put on a hilarious 
look as they struck against my bureau. 
Though I knew perfectly that I was 
then alive, I had at first a oonfosed 
notion as if I were two persons, one 
dead and one alive; then that I the 
living and I the dead were at issue 
and bad a lawsuit, and that I the Kv- 
ing had a decision of the Court of 
Chancery in my favour — ^that ray desRl 
self was outlawed for coiiiempt of 
Court, and that the Court below had 
issued an ''habeas corpus" against 
him. He was condemned in costs. 
The surgeon was plainly metamor- 
phosed before my face into Lawyer 
Codicil. I insisted upon discharging 
his bin ; he told his clerk to make H 
out ; and then behind him, with bis 
pen in his hand, I saw the aforesaid 
son of an undertaker, who asked him 
if he should tack on more than " forty 
per cent." 

I will not attempt to nrn through 
an hundredth part of the detail of the 
wanderii^ of these two miserable 
days and nights, scenes various in 
character, but in all of which, in one 
shape or another, this forty per cent- 
age was my persecutor. But, while 
I am on the sulriect of this mental de- 
lusion during illness, I will just men- 
tion two dreams, the effects of lauda- 
mrai, which I do not recollect that I 
had ever taken before. 

It is utterly inconceivable to one 
awake and (as he trusts) in his senses 
how such an idea could even enter 
into a sick brain. I thought my bead 
was a forest ; that there was a baUtte 
in it ; there were plenty of birds and 
of sportsmen ; shots were fired, and a 
brace of partridges fell right throngh 
my eyes to mv feet. The sbote were 
suggested only by the slamming of a 
door. 

The other dream was more painfnl. 
To understand which it must be told 
that I had suffered under acute infiam- 
raation, and it had been found neces- 
sary to apply a mustard plaster. And 
here I cannot but remember ray own 
simplicity, for when my medical mend, 
good creature-^uid he was reallr my 
friend, and I ought to be tkankml to 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



Funerah. 



471 



him that I am able to write this — 
when^ I say, he told me that 1 might 
keep on the said mustard-plaster, if I 
pleased, till I saw him next day, I, 
who had enjoyed such good health 
that I never had had such a thing in 
nay life, and knew not what a mustard- 
plaster was, said, in the innocence of 
my heart, that, to oblige him, I would 
keep it on for a week if he wished it. 
But, oh I tortures, all that ever were 
or will be, are centered in thar thing 
called a mustard*plaster ! One hour 
was torture beyond description. Whe- 
ther it was that it was upon the tender 
and afflicted part, or that my constitu- 
tion has a particular antipathy to such 
" ticklers," as my wortiiy friend called 
them, I know not; but never did I 
ever feel such torment as that gave 
me — ay, for a day and a half at least 
after it was off. Now, after this plea- 
sant little episode of the mustard con- 
flagration, the scenes, the remem- 
brance of which makes the horrors of 
Milton and Dante tame, let us pass on 
to my second dream. I thought 1 was 
lying on a sofa. A servant entered, 
and announced that a woman wbhed 
to see me. I desired her to be shown 
up, supposing it to be some parochial 
affair. With this idea, the furniture 
of my room was gone, all but the sofa, 
and I was in an up-sttir room of the 
miserable old parish poor-house. I 
arose to receive the woman, whose 
steps I heard upon the stairs. She 
entered, and we met in the middle of 
the room. She was dressed in an old 
black bonnet and red cloak, a gaunt 
haggard creature whom I had never 
seen before. She instantly caught 
hold of me, and wrestled with me, and, 
as I was very weak, threw me on the 
floor. Then I beheld such a change come 
over her. She threw off her cloak and 
her bonnet, and was instantly no longer 

the woman — ^but my friend O , my 

amiable friend O , and how altered ! 
His festuret assumed the most terrific 
aspect of rage, and bis hair stood on 
end with fury, and hb gesture was 
violent in the extreme. Now my wor- 
thy friend has a wooden leg. He gave 
a violent turn with his whole body, 
and Jumped upon me, prostrate as I 
was on the floor, and with the end of 
his wooden leg pegged upon the very 
spot where I had had the mustard- 
plaster ; be gave a wonderful pirouette 
upon me, langhtng and gprinmng ; and 
continued the ae^on, with repeated 
jumps, which pat me in agony; he 



spun like a top. Such torture could 
not last long, and so I awoke. And 
here ends my experience of laudanum. 
I very soon recovered from my illness, 
of which, my dear Eusebius, I send 
you these particulars, as you have ex- 
pressed much anxiety on my account. 
I shall not soon forget my friend 
" Forty per cent" — and I am so tho- 
roughly impressed with a sense of fu- 
neral follies and funeral rogueries, that 
one object of this letter is to entreat 
you, my dear Eusebius, to see, when 
my day shall come, that I be quietly 
and unostentatiously laid in the 
ground. I woiild return to it as a 
child, wearied with his trifling sports, 
to his mother's breast. I care not 
with how little cost ; it is not my de- 
sire to enrich an undertaker by my 
death. And I beg you will signify to 
my nearest relatives that for my part 
of the show I willinglv dispense with 
all their outward marks of sorrow — 
and that if they choose to put them- 
selves and families into black, that 
they will do so to gratify themselves, 
and not to honour me. I have made 
calculations of what, according to the 
usual routine of these matters, my de- 
cease would cost my family, and find 
that the law and the undertaker might 
be considered as in part my heirs, 
which I by no means intend, and 
would provide against. 

People may complain of the expense 
of living, when in reality they have 
more cause to complain, if they had 
any forethonght, of the expense of 
dying. In fact death is treated as a 
crime, and subjects us both to " pains 
and penalties." Her Majesty loses a 
subject — so there must be a fine, with- 
out a recovery. Come into this world 
how we may, we are greatly taxed for 
the luxury of leaving it. We let the 
Government tax us high enough, but 
that we let the undertakers tax us be- 
sides, is certainly a wond^ful folly. 
There are situations of distress, when 
a man can neither afford to live nor 
to die ; and is haunted in his ailments 
by visions of the Harpies that will come 
to defile or to consume his substance. 
What pretence can thefe be but our 
own easy sufleranee for ihe abomina- 
ble death-law, armed with probate duty 
and legacy tax, ever on the watch for 
spoliation ? A man lies weak, help, 
less, incapable of exerdsing his indus- 
try and providing further means for 
his family — and because he is in this 
weak condition, yon take away from 
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him a portion of his former industry 
— when he wants it all, and more. 
You, in fact, accost him pretty much 
as the thief did the unfortunate man 
who was quite out of breath, and could 
not move a step fiirther, having pur- 
sued another man who had run away 
with his hat — ** What," said the new 
come thief, " can't you stir a step fur- 
ther?" " Not a step,'* said the rob- 
bed. " Not one ?" said the other, — 
*« then, hang it. Til have your wig." 
The law in this respect, is in fact a 
real Fury, with a power of ubiquity 
and self-multiplication, and is up to 
every mans bedside at his appointed 
hour, if he'have any thing worth hav- 
ing ; and because he can nm his course 
no longer, boldly breaks open his 
strong-box, takes Fury's portion, and 
meeting the undertaker on the stairs, 
bids him walk up and help himself. 
Law has a strong arm — ^if the strong 
and vigorous can scarcely resist it, 
how shall the weak? — so we put up 
with the evil, and that we may be 
used to it, and, like the eels, the better 
bear the skinning, we cannot have an 
almanac to tell us the weather, but it 
shall contain tables to refresh our me- 
mories, and tell us that we are mor- 
tal, and what b the cost of mortality. 
But, my dear Eusebius, why may we 
not make a strong fight against the 
undertakers ? Let any and all men 
get their bread by an honest calling. 
Live, and let live, should be every 
man s motto ; but it is not theirs. 
They are, therefore, out of the pale 
of humanity. They won't let live, 
but live upon our dying. They do not 
comfort the '« widows and afflicted," 
but vastly swell the amount of their 
sorrow. They come into the house 
like commissioners of Death's Parlia- 
ment, and with their retinue eat up 
and drink up all in it, before they that 
should have a share of it have been 
dead a week. And then the damaged 
and rotten goods they distribute to the 
mourners at the highest prices, know- 
ing very well the matter will never be 
noticed, and in many instances their 
taking even these back again at less 
than a quarter the cost, so that a hat- 
band or gloves may be sold at full cost 
twenty times, and taken back for a 
trifle as many 1 1 Really, when we 
como to consider the matter fairly, if 
my friend " Forty per cent" spoke 
truth, he had a conscience, for very 
many get five hundred per cent. Then 
their humility and look of considera- 
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bereaved so disarms 
they acquire a look of 
such universal and particular sym- 
pathy that their official duties have 
an air of benevolence in the doing. 
Their accounts are sure to be sent in 
in a decent time ; that is, when it 
would be a pain to look into them, 
when the feelings are too tender to 
discuss or dispute any of the items-^ 
for in grief we think of nothing but 
grief, and are generous, or careless — 
and who would bear the shame and 
reproach of being supposed niggard, 
and repentant of the cost bestowed on 
affection, and hopes buried in the 
grave ? 

And, do you know, Eusebius, that 
in cities and populous towns there is 
too often an under traffic between 
them and the parochial clergy, so that 
the items charged are never sent ; a 
regular cash account being kept be- 
tween them, to the profit, and, as you 
will think, to the shame of both, the 
undertaker keeping to his own share 
a third, or even a half I ! Though this 
is all very well imderstood, it is con- 
nivance notwithstanding; oh, Euse- 
bius, were vou one of the parochial 
ministers of a large city, what a nest 
of hornets would you have about your 
ears ! You would pull the nose of the 
first that offered you the copartner- 
ship in the black business, and publish 
by advertisement the iniquity, and ac- 
quaint all widows, widowers, orphans, 
&c., that you had a stock of mourning 
items for general use, and would not 
trouble them. I confess I never see 
a town clergyman step out of his 
mourning chariot, in his many, many a 
time worn wo-trappings, for the wear 
of which the price of new is charg^ 
to the afiUcted relative of the deceased, 
without feeling that he is lowered in 
my estimation, and that he is lending 
his name and profession to a petty 
fraud. But your conscientious un- 
dertakers are not satisfied with dress- 
ing up the relatives and friends^they 
must have attendants and mourners of 
their own, all to be tricked out at a 
similar cost. An acquaintance of 
mine, of very moderate means, told 
me, not long ago, that he had in the 
last year two funerals in his family — 
and that, though he wbhed to be as 
moderate as might be, and yet avoid 
the talk and notoriety of flying in the 
face of a custom, miscalled decency, 
and though the distance to the place 
of burial did not exceed a mile^ yet 
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that the funeral expenses each time 
were between seventy and eighty 
pounds. Now, Eusebius, one hund- 
red and fifty or sixty pounds from 
his pockets and his children's, into the 
pocket of an undertaker, is a very ab- 
surd, and at the same time, a very la- 
mentable thing. That sum, bestowed 
on the education of his children, might 
have made a very considerable differ- 
ence in their views and situations of 
after life. How few, that know well 
in other respects to regulate their 
households and their business, have 
strength boldly to resist the custom, 
greatly aggravated by the whole trade 
of undertakers, and rather go on en- 
during the infliction of being knowingly 
imposed upon, and suffering in many 
cases a serious diminution of means, 
already too small, and often rendered 
smaller by altered circumstances caus- 
ed by the very death that brings the 
harpies upon bis house. When I read 
in the newspapers, that in the last in- 
fluenza in London, there were suppos- 
ed to be not less than 1000 funerals in 
one Sunday, I could not help calculat- 
ing the enormous sum distributed 
among the undertakers, and consider- 
ing the expenditure a very serious ag- 
gravation of the family distresses 
brought about by that universal cala- 
mity. One thousand homeless, com- 
fortless homes for one day*8 work of 
death in one city I ! What must have 
been the aggregate amount of devas- 
tation of the malady ! ! Then to think 
that on the working day, the day fol- 
lowing, came the business of life, with 
all its tumult of action, and that all 
that was then going on of death, and 
all that had gone on, was hidden from 
sight — it brought a sort of conviction 
that the vast population was walking 
over disguised pitfalls ; that, let who 
would fall in, the rest were careless. 
A London churchyard is at any time, 
crowded as it is, a most forlorn place, 
so utterly abandoned by the living, 
and as much as may be shut out from 
sight, as if we were ashamed of them, 
and compensated by a long neglect 
for the undertaker's one expensive pa- 
rade. And who does not, while in 
life, encourage the idea of resting in 
the grave? but in these receptacles 
there can be, fancy assures us, no rest, 
night nor day. The incessant noise 
of carriages that pass them in their 
speed of pleasure or business; the 
full tide and roar of life, that never 
Btops to remember one inhabitant of 



all the tombs, that ring with the cha- 
riot wheels of universal neglect, rat- 
tling on to the feast or show — and the 
dampness and the fog that settles on, 
or broods over them in the twilight of 
a November day, and the chill and 
rains of wintry nights, so sadly con- 
trasted with the low debasing riot of 
life, and wickedness of lanes around 
them, all those seem to rob death of 
its repose, and even of its respect, and 
the grave- tenants of their respectabi- 
lity. No, Eusebius, I am weak 
enough to abhor such sepulture. If I 
must contemplate the outward scene of 
my last home — and how few are there 
that do not? — let it be where the grass 
grows not rank and black, amid the 
broken pots and pans, and refuse cast 
from decaying windows — but where 
the grass grows on which the sun 
shines, and a flower may spring up 
from the fresh earth, returning modest 
thanks as an offering, even from the 
dead, for the blessing of showers and 
dews of heaven — where, if there be 
pride, it shows not its offensive arro- 
gant airs, but the aristocratic and hum- 
ble monuments bears a family relation 
to each other, claiming clanship in 
death ; where the daily frequented 
path yet keeps friendly fellowship 
with the living, and where graves are 
not nn visited; where graves look 
sensible of a Sabbath, and Sabbath 
care and villagers' talk— where the 
Sunday congregation, not hastening 
out with all speed, as from an odious 
place, love to linger; and there is 
homely courtesy, and better than 
everyday thoughts put on with Sun- 
day clothes. Where a friend, such as 
my Eusebius, may freely come and 
cheat his fancy, and give breathing to 
his affection, without having to seek 
sexton or beadle for key, and a per- 
mission to be paid for. Not too gay 
for sorrow, nor too sad for love ; but 
where there may be an indwelling 
sanctity that may hallow both ; whence 
sorrow might receive comfort and 
love trust ; where there is a sweet green 
shade for the tales of the young, and 
a lingering sunshine upon many a sod 
to rest the aged as they sit, not un- 
thankful that beneath their feet is the 
same home that will receive them, as 
it has received their kindred before 
them. Such is a scene of peace. 
Here the living may hope to " sleep 
with their fathers." I love even the 
country churchyard epitaphs, their 
repetitions, their quaint rhymes, and 
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mis-spellings. One can fancy that on 
moonlight nights^ when the shadows 
connect grave with grave, and stone 
with stone hy their distinct lines, that 
gentle spirits come out of them, and, 
Hnked together in groups, seek amuse- 
ment, their permitted hour in reading 
each other*s histories, and humhle 
praise. You know, Eusehius, I do 
not mock — there is no thought that is 
not in some sense a reality ; and such an 
one, if it passes through the mind but a 
moment, awakens but a natural instinct, 
assuring us that even death is not aU 
death. Somewhere the dead are, and 
I do not think we are the worse for 
bringing them nearest to ourselves. 
The country churchyard has, besides, 
another charm. It rarely witnesses 
the undertaker's pomp. They are 
mostly town ferrets — here, poor men 
are chiefly brought to their graves on 
poor men's shoulders; there is, in 
general, more decency than show, 
though the village carpenter will some- 
times affect the undertaker; but it is in 
an humble way, and the consequences 
are not disastrous. There is a cus- 
tom with country clubs that is not a 
bad one — every member, in case of 
death of wife or husband of any mem- 
ber, gives a shilling to the survivor. 
This does more than pay the funeral 
expenses, and as there is not, as yet, 
any very great ambition for display, it 
may be hoped that substantial com- 
fort is offered by the custom — ^yes I 
substantial comfort, for it is a com- 
fort that there may be a loaf, and 
somewhat more in the house, even 
after friends have broken bread, and 
temperately taken a parting draught, 
not taken without solemnity, and 
moral, and perhaps religious feeling. 
Bereavement is made worse by imme- 
diate deprivation of life's comforts. 
A little time is required for reconcile- 
ment to worse things, and this club 
aid is in general very timely, and it 
does not go to the undertaker. The 
sleeping family of a country church- 
yard, as I remarked, are generally un- 
disturbed by grandeur, seeking to 
mingle its bones with the humble — it 
does happen sometimes. I remember 
well a procession which came from a 
considerable distance, which, though 
the parties concerned in it were not 
themselves grand, being too much left 
to the taste, and ambition too, of the 
undertaker, was somewhat conspi- 
cuous. I bore a part in it as mourner 
—we were two days upon the road, 



and such two days ! never shall I for- 
get them. When we had left the town, 
it seemed as if all had thrown ofi^ even 
the semblance of sorrow. I was in 
the coach with the nearest relatives, 
who, very sensibly, endeavoured to 
make the journey as little dismal as 
might be, and succeeded; so that it was 
even pleasant. There was nothing to 
blame here ; but the officials of the 
procession, the cavalcade, the under- 
taker, and his ^' merry-men all," made 
holiday all the way. It was observable 
enough, that, as fiddlers, on entering 
a village, strike up a note or two to 
show their calling, so on such occa* 
sions did our friend the *' forty per 
cent" marshal his men, and for a lew 
moments affect professional solemnity; 
but it did not always succeed, the 
officials did not go quite the straight 
way they were marshalled; and at the 
inns at night, I very much suspect the 
corpse was left to take care of itself; 
for '* 'twas merry in the hall." And 
upon one occasion I remember the 
procession was stopped before we 
entered a town — the mutes were miss- 
ing, and when found, they had been 
strangely and ludicrously metamor- 
phosed. The mutes had been with 
the liquids, and there was confusion in 
their tongues. We arrived at length, 
by the help of pretty fast driving ; when, 
not too near town and village, without 
being weary of our journey, we depo- 
sited the deceased in a country church 
vault. And I recollect thinking as I 
stood near the ceremony, and marked 
the stupid unconcern of the crowds 
that came to see the show, that it was 
a needless waste of money to bring 
thither with so much pomp one whom 
not one of the village population had 
known, or would ever acknowledge 
by any sympathy, to be flesh of their 
flesh, or bone of their bone, no, nor 
even dust of their dust. And all this 
coldness and indecency, if I may so 
call it, was purchased at the cost of 
some hundreds of poimds, for the 
benefit of — the Undertaker. 

It is very evident that costly fune- 
rals have not, for their first object, 
respect for the dead. The pride of 
the living is more conspicuous m them. 
If, however, they were a solemn les- 
son to all men, if they were a public 
proclamation of death— -a warning that 
all should take heed to their ways, it 
would be well. The burial-service is 
so ; but it is nrecisely where the un- 
dertaker's work of parade commences 
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that there is an interruption of the 
solemnity, which is not taken up again 
until the last deposit in the earth, 
when the friend and the relative steal 
forward, and drop their tears into the 
grave, and the men of business keep 
in the back-ground — often even then 
indecorously to pack up their trap- 
pings for another show. And there 
is always sure to be something ridicu- 
lous mixed up with their proceedings. 
In the last case it was strikingly so to 
even the would-be mourners ; for thet/ 
were not thought of, and the appear- 
ance of wo was discarded a mile out 
of town, the pace quickened, and 
tiie resumption of the farce occasion- 
ally, made the whole a mockery. The 
dresses assumed; the mutes; hired 
mourners ; the known circumstance 
that thev have never perhaps seen the 
deceased, nor care one farthing for 
him or her, and often they know not 
which ; their sleek appearance, bodily; 
their enormous eating and drinking ; 
their impatience to shuffle up their 
paraphernalia ; all these things, which 
are, besides, most adverse to any sym- 
pathy with the real mourners, have 
in themselves much of the ridiculous. 
The mummenr before our eyes leaves 
us n6 time to think of the defunct ; and 
if we do, it is to picture him, not as 
death, but as the mummers have trick- 
ed him up. The mind's eye can with 
difficulty penetrate the plumed enclo- 
sure. The very idea of the Trade of 
Wo, that all is hired for the occasion. 
Is revolting to better feeling. Now 
it is the absence of this hired sorrow, 
and the room that is left to the imagi- 
nation of the spectator, by the dress 
and sword of the soldier upon his cof- 
fin, to personify the dead — to see him, 
at a glance, the living and the dead — 
that makes a soldier* s funeral exceed- 
ingly affecting. And here all that 
attend have been his companions, nor 
is there any pantomime trickery of 
dress and gesture. These are the very 
arms he wore, he handled — the boots, 
their hability, their fitness to the in- 
dividual, all that which made them 
his, and him theirs, is not yet depart- 
ed. We see the man more awfully 
than if we actually saw him lying in 
his coffin. The value of the indivi- 
dual man is stamped by the official 
military attendance, and serves as an 
epitaph of merit. The costliest fune~ 
ral of the highest son of earth has 
nothing so affecting. 
There is much more solemnity in 



funerals abroad, where the Church 
steps in at once, and takes possession 
of the deceased as under its protec- 
tion, under the sanctity of its religious 
authority ; and if it makes an exhibi- 
tion, it is with authority, — and this 
proclamation has holiness in it. All 
that is not ecclesiastical is kept out of 
sight. There is nothing intermediate 
between the deceased and the Church. 
The undertaker interferes not, intrudes 
not here to spoil all. Death, it is 
true, reigns for the hour, but religion 
triumphs. The Church certifies the 
triumph, and the resurrection. I 
well remember, my dear Eusebius, 
how much I was once affected by an 
exhibition of this kind, on the yerj 
first night of my entering Rome. It 
was dark; a singularly impressive 
cry attracted my attention. I was led 
by the sound some distance, I knew 
not where, for I was totally unac- 
quainted with the city. I found my- 
self in a large and long street, at the 
further end of which I could see many 
torches, and heard a constant repeti- 
tion of the cry. I waited, leaning 
against a large pillar, until the pro- 
cession should reach me. It did so, 
and passed in great order ; first came 
the several religious orders, all bear- 
ing torches, as I should suppose, in 
number many hundreds. Then a 
single figure, a miserable friar, of 
some low order apparently, bare -foot- 
ed, with hb cora round his waist, 
bearing on his back a common coffin- 
shell, totally unornamented; in fact, a 
few poor boards tacked together ; im- 
mediately after biro, a sumptuous and 
highly raised car or bier, on the front 
and lower part of which was a splen- 
did display of armorial bearings, and 
above the body. It was a lady — of a 
fine person, and noble and handsome 
aspect. She lay extended ; her hands 
joined as in prayer; her face, her 
hands, and her feet naked and un- 
covered ; the rest of her person ap- 
peared in a stole of black, and such as 
showed the beauty ef her form. She 
appeared to be about thirtv years of 
age. Her countenance I shaJl never 
forget ; it was extremely placid, pale, 
had no sunken and worn character, 
as if disease had touched it. You 
could scarcely believe there was not 
consciousness remmning ; or whether 
remaining, as of the world left, or im- 
parted as of the new world, were the 
doubt. It passed ; and then followed 
a long train similar to that which pre* 
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ceded tbe body^ of monks and friars, 
and 'all religious orders numberless, 
with torches, and singing as they pass- 
ed " the Miserere," as did the whole 
procession. I did not follow to the 
church, for I was afraid of losing my 
way ; and I had heard strange tales of 
the streets of Rome, which deterred me. 
In this case the parade lost its va- 
nity and pride, for it seemed less of 
the individual than of human grandeur 
in the abstract, and that set up even 
by the Church itself as a broad text 
upon death, and humility, and all 
things, rather to be offered than dis- 
played at the foot of the cross in the 
sanctuary to which the procession was 
moving. How contemptible did all 
the funerals I had ever seen, in which 
display was affected, seem after this ! 
There is much in the idea that no 
unhallowed hands touch the body — be 
it so, or not, you are persuaded it is 
the case. There is no vulgar inter- 
vention between life, death, and the 
tomb. Every act, after the breath 
has departed, is of sanctity and reli- 
gious rite. 

I was on another occasion much 
struck with this. Turning the cor- 
ner of a street in Rome, also, and 
at mid-day, I suddenly came upon a 
tall personage dressed in ecclesiastical 
habit, carrying before him a coffin, in 
which was a child, a girl, probably 
about ten years of age. She was very 
beautiful. To say the face was pale ^ 
would ill describe the appearance ; it 
was marble pallor, with a look as if 
it had been recently so converted from 
living flesh and blood. Yet the idea 
of weight conveyed by the word mar- 
ble must be excluded from that ce- 
lestialized look and substance. Indeed, 
seeing that it was the body of one of 
the age I have mentioned, it has since 
been a sourse of some wonder that the 
priest could so easily carry it, and 
that surprise still more spiritualizes 
the subject. But that it was so pale, 
it might have been, to the imagination, 
an angel caught sleeping, and brought 
in the flowers of Paradise in which it 
had decked itself — for there were 
flowers in festoons from head to foot. 
None followed — there was but the 
priest with this beautiful child. It 
tias been, thought 1, discovered in its 
death to be an angel, and has put off 
in this sleep all its earthly ties and 
thoughts. Nor parents, nor relatives, 
must follow it. It must be laid by 
priest's hands in the temple for a sea- 



son — ^then will sister angels come to 
awaken her, to own her, and to bear 
her away. It was but a few moments 
while the ecclesiastic was passing, that 
I gazed upon the figure, yet often has 
the vision recurred to my mind ; how 
quick is thought, how searching is 
observation, when a mystery, nature 
knows not what, makes the impression t 
I said, Eusebius, that undertakers 
keep clerical company for mutual ad- 
vantage — let the relatives look to that 
—but when they are in league with 
the medical profession, let the sick 
man look to what stuff he takes. 
Many years ago my good father, 
whom you know, Eusebius, to have 
had a natural antipathy to any thing 
sordid, was sent for to receive his fare- 
well and blessing from an aged aunt 
upon her sick-bed at Bath. He ar- 
rived in time to see her alive, and 
likewise to have an interview with the 
apothecary, who, on taking leave at 
the door — the old lady yet living — said, 
softly and significanUy, to my father, 
putting a half a guinea at the same 
time into his hand, for he took him for 
the butler, my father being particular 
in his dress — " Be so good, sir, as to 
inform the family that my brother is 
an undertaker.'* Fagots and fury I 
gloves and hat-bands ! but such a thing 
as this ought to be looked into. If 
such should be the practice now at 
Bath or elsewhere, we are none of us 
safe in our beds. I have observed 
that an undertaker pays his court to 
the penurious wealthy. Misers are 
frequently known to be profuse in this 
their last, their only expenditure. 
They not uncommonly give very large 
directions for their funerals ; and, with 
a whimsical inconsistency, have driven 
hard bargains upon the occasion, 
which they are shrewd enough to 
know will not be adhered to, and, in 
some instances, have given an order 
on their heirs for the amount, and 
taken discount beforehand for their 
own funerals. It is but one of the 
freaks of pride. I knew a man who 
denied his aged wife, with whom he 
had lived forty years, in her last ill- 
ness medical attendance or nurse, and 
the many little comforts she wanted. 
But once dead, his affection was shown 
by extraordinary magnificence in her 
funeral. Great was the dbplay. The 
coffin was the most sumptuous that 
could bo ; all went on, to the universal 
astonishment of the neighbourhood, at 
great cost. But alas, the fit was over 
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the day before the funeral should take however, as it may. He did preserve 

place. A thought struck him that he her above ground, and above ground 

could save something in conveyance of she may be now perhaps. For he was 

the coffin from the undertaker's, and in the inventor of a new pickle, and in 

the dusk of the evening he sent for it the experiment the great John Hunter 

home in a dung-cart. It upset by the was coadjutor. It is quite pleasant to 

way, perhaps through the m^alice and think that one human being in the 

the contrivance of the undertaker, and great city could escape the hands of 

arrived in broad day at the miser's door, the Black Harpies. The old woman 

daubed with mud, and a troop of hoot- in Horace was to be carried oiled, to 

ing boys after it. He forgot to give see if it was possible for her to slip 

directions respecting his own bunal ; through the hands of her heir and the 

perhaps the costly experiment and undertakers. But the pickle of Ma- 

iidlure of his wife's interment sickened dame Van Butchel was a happier 

him ; his son certainly did not trouble thin^, for through it she was never 

his head about the magnificence of it. earned out at all, but preserved at 

The celebrated Van Butcbel was home.* 

worthy of our respect, not so much for If a man would but consider every 

his beard and spotted horse, as for his funeral he sees as his own, or as spe- 

determination and success in defraud- cimens of the trade, from which to 

ing the black fraternity of their un- select for himself, how much absur- 

reasonable expectations. He was at dity, mockery, and expense would he 

no sumptuous cost for his wife. It determine to cut off. Some have taken 

has been said that an annuity had been a fancy to have their coffins made, 

bequeathed to her, ** as long as she while in good health themselves, and 

should be above ground." Be that, kept them constantly before their eyes. 



* The following Epit^h, which I have somewhere met with, may not be unaccept- 
able. 

*' In reliquiaa Mariae Van Batchel novo miraculo coniervataa, et amarito fuo luper- 
8tite»calta quotidiano adoratas. 

*' Hie exion tumuli jacet 
Uxor Johannis Van Butchel, 
Integra onmino et inoorrupta, 
Viri foi amantiirimi 
Detiderium ■imol et delicie. 
Quam gravi morbo vitiatam, 
Consumptamque tandem long& morte. 
In hunc quem cemis nitorem. 
In hanc spedem et oolorem viTentla 
Ab indecora patredine Tindicayit, 
InvitA et repngnante naturft, 
Vir egregins, Gvdielmos Huntems, 
Artificii prius intenUti 
InTentor idem et perfector. 
1 fortunatam maritum, 

Cui datur 
Uxorem moltam amatam 
Retinere una in onis adibiis* 
Afiari, tangere, complecti. 
Propter dormire, li Inbet, 
Non fatia modo inpentitem, 
Sed (quod mirabilini) 
Etiam faaTlorem, 
Venustiorem, 
Habiliorem, 
Solidam magia, et magis lucci plenam, 
Qoam com ipsa in viTii foerit 1 
O 1 forttmatom vinun et invidendum. 
Col peculiare hoc, et proprium contingit, 
Apad te habere foeminam 
Constantem sibi 
Et horis omnibus eandem 1" 
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TWb may bo bravery pt cowardice j 
they may think thus to reconcile them- 
aelves by degrees to that which they 
scarcely dare face in all its reality. 
But to rehearse the funeral in full, 
even to the laying out the gloves and 
hat-bands> and to the examination of 
the accounts of the " forty per cents," 
would, if it became a fashion, doubtless 
ruin the trade. For, if men themselves 
were not satisfied with the rehearsal, 
their heirs would be. Milton rehearsed 
his, but that was to keep off the reality. 
There are many who profess to give 
up the world, to shut themselves up 
for the rest of their lives, who would 
do well to take this method of announ- 
cing to their friends their defunct state, 
that no further enquiries may be made 
about them, a practice which some 
debtors have found very convenient ; 
for men desperately in debt, by so 
doing, may, like skilful divers, plunge 
over head and ears, in the sight of 
their creditors, and come up else- 
where. That a rich man, however, 
should see himself dead and buried, 
and then sit down to write his own 
epitaph, and send it per post to his 
executors, would be past belief, if it 
were not to be found among the freaks 
of humanity. There is an example, 
Eusebius, within my and your memory. 
You remember Sir Giles -^— the 

sceptic — of Park. It is generally 

supposed that he died abroad ; but no 
such thing — by some means or other 
the truth has come out. Weary of 
property and prosperity, and of having 
no wants ungratitied but the greatest^ 
that of knowing what he wanted ; mo« 
rose, suspicious, mittanthropic, he had 
long] quarrelled with Provideoce for 
too amply providing for him ; and 
more out of spite than conviction had 
long professed himself an atheist. At 
the age of seventy he meditated a new 
scheme of happiness ; the only bar to 
the execution of which, for some time 
after the conception of it, being that it 
would confer happiness on others, a 
thing he never by any chance intend- 
ed. He had for years shut himself up 
within his own domain, and had mostly 
taken his exercise by nightfall. In 
these nightly excursions he visited the 
owls, and the owls visited him, and 
.they were mutually satisfied that they 
had no other society. It occurred to 
him that the monks of La Trappe 
must be an improvement on them, in- 
asmuch as there must be less new in 



th0 conveiit. He formed, dierefore» 
the scheme to become a meml>er of 
their or some other monkish order. 
Whither he retired is not known. He 
left his beautiful domains. Just at the 
moment his extensive lands and gar- 
dens were putting on their best sum- 
mer looks* and gently breathing in 
every wind ** enjoy." 

This invitation was too much for 
him, for he was determined not to en- 
Joy any thing. So he departed, osten- 
sibly to pass a few months on the 
Continent. Thither he went, taking 
with him only one old faithful domes- 
tic. He proceeded to the town of 

B . Having been there a few 

weeks, he opened his scheme to this 
old and tried servant, and made him 
solemnly swear to keep the secret, and 
perform his part in the scheme — to 
give out that he was dead— and to 
procure a mock funeral. And to se- 
cure his fidelity, he showed him a very 
beneficial codfcil in his will, not avail- 
able but in case of his real or suppos- 
ed death. I pass over the conditioa 
of the poor old domestic — he had 
served his master too long to dispute 
hb will— and now there was a lurking 
wbh that nobody else would dbpute 
it. It had been law to him, and might 
be in the eyes of others. The plan is 
agreed upon. The old domestic be- 
comes acquainted with some of the 
under attendants at the hospital of 
, and by their means, under pre- 
tence that his inaster is a Professor of 
Anatomy, procures a body — conveys 
it to the lodgiags — and, all minor mat- 
ters prepared for the deception, telb 
the people of the house that a friend 
of bis master's had died suddenly while 
paying him a morning visit. The 
body, under the real name of his mas- 
ter b coffined, and magnificent orders 
given for the interment. Things be- 
ing in this state, the domestic writes 
to the next heir an account of his 
master's sudden death ; that he had 
been obliged to deposit the body in 
lead, and all was ready for the funeral, 
and *' waiting further orders," &c. 
&c. 

The heir arrives, with little show of 
sorrow, and, strange to say, thb rather 
amused than offended the old gentle- 
man. Sir Giles, who now, under the 
disguise of a red wig and other ways 
and means of metamorphosb, at the 
reoommendation of hb servant to the 
UodorUkofi has bocomo one of the 



Digitized by VjUO VIC 



.1838.] 



Rtn^^. 



m 



official attendantsuponbisown funeral. 
Every thing was magnificently order- 
ed, as becoming tbe rank of so cpnsl- 
derable a man. In his capacity of 
assistant Undertaker, he was iAitialed 
into the mysteries, was even [leased 
with tbe sober riot and Uceatious de- 
corum, the cheating, tbe pilfer, the 
knavery, and felt a new joy in bis 
misanthropy. " Hung be the heavens 
with bkek. * ' Though tbe Undertaker 
spread showers of siUl, and suspended 
as clouds his sombre l>road doth, they 
were to him but as Xerxes* arrows, 
that shut out the day, but did not hit 
tbe sun of happiness that now, for the 
first time, shone in his heart. Happy 
to him was the day of his death, but 
far happier Chat of his burial. He 
looked upon his heir as tbe foel that 
bad taken the burden of his station 
and property off his ^oalders; and as 
be would have oaly hated him the 
more had be shown any feeling on the 
oeeasion, he was ^ile iadiffiMeiit to 
the degree of sorrow be aflketed or 
omitted to affeet. After the fhaeral he 
walked away, no one ever knew wfai- 
ther, bequeathing, as he fully believed, 
to his heir, all the miseries of prosperity 
unalloyed. Among bis papers were 
found his epitaph c ** ••«»r« mvji mm 
wa»r* r§ fiuthv," The old domesCie has 
recettily died, and bequeathed his 
money to the Ebenezer Chi^pel at 

T , and had disclosed, before Ihs 

death, to relieve bis conscienee, so 
much as has enabled me to tell you 
the story. I have only a word or two 
to add to this long letter, that, la my 
spleen against all undertakers, that 
they may more effectually mourn in 
their professional calling, and get their 
*' forty per cent " with entire impuni- 
ty, I will remind them of the ancimit 
discipline of their tribe among the 
Scythians, and sincerely wi^ they 
would return to it. Herodotus telLs 
us, that when the king died, the under- 
takers who attended him (I will use 
the words of the historian), ** cut off part 
of one ear, shave their heads, wound 
themselves on the arms, forehead and 
nose, and pierce the left hand with an 
arrow. Having done this, they ac- 
company tbe chariot to another dis- 
trict, and this manner is observed in 
every province, till, having carried the 
dead body of the king through all his 



dominions, they bury him in the conn* 
try of the Garrbians. " There is scarcely 
an undertaker's array, provided he be 
of any note, and has been long in the 
trad^ tiiat would ipyot ftgmisji the fol- 
lowing list to be strangled — " 41 con- 
eubine to be strimglei with a cup- 
beu«r, a cook, a groom, a wal^r, |i 
messenger, eertain hoI:^es•" A Ro^al 
Funeral in those days was something 
worth aemg— for, not satisfied witA 
the abov^ " they took the King's 
Ministers, $% in number, and strang- 
led them ; and with thum the King's 
stud, fifty beautiful horses, and aflar 
they have emptied ami cieamed thfw * 
he&u (the King's Ministen^ the|r 
having beea supposed to have filled 
them extraordiiiarUy)» thiey fill them 
wi^ straw, and sew them qp again. 
Then they Jay two jplaske of a femi- 
circular Conn upon fiour i^ees of tim- 
ber, placed at a eenvenient diataaee, 
with the half cuwle upwards I and when 
th^ have eroeted a aufieient number 
ef these maehuM, ^mt aet the boraea 
upon them, spitted with « stfoogpole, 
quite through the body to the nec]^ ; 
and thus one semieirele si^^orts tl»e 
flhoulders of the horse, the other hia 
dimk, and his legs are ausiMBded in the 
air. After tbia they bridle the horM9> 
and» hanging the ransat CuU Im^ 
upon posU ereoted to that end, mou^jt 
4me of the ^ they have etrangled, 
upoa eadi horse, and fix him in the seat 
by diiviagaatndghtatickvpwardsliron 
the end of the back-bone to hia head, 
and feateoing the lowest part of that 
stidt in aa apertwre of the beam that 
epiu tbe horses. Then, plaeiag these 
horsemen quite rowsd the monument, 
they all depart ^ and 4Us is the flaan- 
ner of the King's Funeral." The 
JSeytbians were a senalUe people. 

When Dr Prideaux offered te tbe 
puldisber bis oonnezion of the Old 
and New TesUment, the bookseller 
remarked that it was a dry subject, 
and he could not safely print it, unless 
be could enliven it with a little humour. 
Perhaps, my dear Eusebius, you will 
charge me with making such an attempt 
upon a grave subject. Be that as it 
may, I know very weU that If I do not 
mijke you laugb> you will laugh witfa- 
otU flap. Ever yours. 
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ScAEFiELD is onc of the old-fashion- 
ed villages that give such a charm to 
the rural scenery of England — not 
quite so romantic as Miss Mitford*8 
Everlegh, nor so picturesque as Ken- 
more, nor so secluded as Callander, 
but a clean populous hamlet, buried 
in huge clumps of elms, with the smoke 
rising clear into the sky, and reveal- 
ing &e habitation of man long before 
the houses themselves are visible 
among the windings of the lane. A 
post town at a distance of three or 
four miles forms a link between it and 
the world ; a sort of mooring-ring, 
attached to which the village rides 
securely amid the constantly risbg 
waves of new events; and without 
which it would drift away into the 
vast ocean of oblivion. A river, too, 
like " Rennet swift for silver eels re- 
nowned,** is another tie between it and 
the inhabitants of the rest of the world ; 
for few weeks pass in the fishing sea- 
son without sundry Viators and Pisca- 
tors finding their way to the Crown, a 
small hostel, which stands aristocra- 
tically apart from the village, and 
promises, on a board at the gate, 
good entertainment for man and beast. 
When we add to these the weekly 
visits of various pedlars and teamen, 
miscellaneous beggars, and sometimes 
in the summer a pic*nio party from 
the neighbouring town, we feel almost 
inclined to alter our opinion of Scar- 
field, and to consider it entitled to 
more respect than we were at first 
disposed to allow it. Whatever de- 
gree of importance we may attach to 
it, we are sure to receive the hearty 
concurrence of our valued friend Igna- 
tius Hubble, F.R.S., who considers it 
unequalled in England, and has resid- 
ed in the principal mansion, called 
Manor-hall, for twenty or thir^ years. 
His wealth, his learning, his having 
written and published a book, and at 
last his venerable age, and a pig-tail 
of unusual length, have made him uni- 
versal! v acknowledged as the "princi- 
pal inhabitant.** The farmers take 
off their hats— the squires shake his 
hand, and even the great Sir Wilfred 
Hammond, the owner of the estate, 
used not unfrequently to stay whole 
weeks with him, and make his house 
ma home. What the cause of this 



intimacy may have been it is difficult 
to conjecture, for two people more no- 
like than the scientific and literary 
Ignatius, and the fox-hunting, wine- 
bibbing baronet, can no where be 
found. It has been surmised, indeed, 
that mutual convenience may partly 
account for their friendship, for it was 
always remarked that a good many 
thick parchment parcels were visible 
during Sir Wilfred*s visits, and that 
for a few days after he had gone up 
from Scarfield, he seemed to have 
amazing quantities of ready money. 
This circumstance could not fail to 
strike any body who compared it with 
his usual state of impecuniosity ; for 
Sir Wilfred is one of those extraordi- 
nary individuals only to be met with 
in this land of attorney-stewards and 
broad-acres ; who are owners of mag- 
nificent estates, and sometimes have 
only a faint recollection of the colour 
and shape of a guinea. It certainly is 
a great defect in the economy of na- 
tiure that a man*B income does not al- 
ways expand in proportion to his 
family ; and few people regretted this 
mal-arrangement more bitterly than 
Sir Wilfred. A stud at Newmarket, 
which he had kept without feeling the 
expense of it, fifteen years before, was 
a dreadful draw on mm, now that he 
had a son at Cambridge; and even 
the pack of hounds he had started as 
a bachelor, made prodigious inroads 
on his fortune now that his wife bad 
saddled him with Madame Carson^s 
bills. It may seem strange that he 
did not give up Newmarket and his 
hounds ; but the thought never enter- 
ed his head. He thought a great deal 
oftener of his son giving up Cam- 
bridge, and his wife deserting Madame 
—but the son went on with his studies, 
my lady went on with her drees, New- 
market rejoiced in his racers, and 
Tom Herrick still hunted his pack. 
Mr Flashy continued to " do for him," 
as, in legal phraseology, he expressed 
it, and Sir Wilfred, about twice in the 
year, paid a flying visit for a few days 
to our worthy and ready-money friend, 
Ignatius Hubble. 

Dear good old Ignatius I what a 
flood of good-humour inundated your 
countenance as day after day Sir Wil- 
fred and you drew your chairs cloaar 
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to the fire, if it were Printer, and to the 
bow-wiudow in summer^ and passed 
between you the huge flat-bottomed 
decanter that held two good auarts of 
claret, and yet modestly called itself a 
bottle of wine! Not, oh yenerable 
and esteemed Ignatius, that you were 
addicted to the pleasures of the table 
— falsely so called — or that you de- 
graded the high character of a philo- 
sopher and a scholar by an unseemly 
regard for creature-comforts in a liquid 
shape, but simply because you knew 
that the good-natured visitor would be 
sedate and silent, prepared to swallow 
with pleasure and edification whatever 
you chose to pour into him — ^whether 
through the medium of a green glass 
nearly as large as a barrel, and in the 
shape of prime old Bordeaux — or 
through your own lips, tipt with ce- 
lestial fire, and in the shape of an ora- 
tion to which all the bees of Hymettus 
had contributed their honey, and no 
small portion of their hum. Then 
you knew that you might harangue to 
attentive ears on all manner of sub- 
jects—on the adventures of your youth 
— the studies of your manhood — the 
reflections of your age — your disco- 
veries in science — your experience in 
all things — your disappointments in 
love ! For you know you were dbap- 
pointed, though you sometimes pre- 
tend you jilted the widow ; Ignatius I 
it was the widow that jilted you. 
You've confessed it a hundred times 
to Sir Wilfred, and he has a hundred 
times forgotten the whole concern ; 
for your communicativeness on such 
topics has generally reached its height 
when the aforesaid decanter was for 
the second time in the very act of en- 
listing in the marines ; an incident 
which had a very remarkable effect on 
the memory of your friend. But hark ! 
the drawing-room bell is vehemently 
puUed for at least the twentieth time, 
and a sharp, clear, precise voice is 
heard saying to Abraham Slocock— 
" Are you certain you told the gentle- 
men that tea was ready ? " 

So Ignatius is a husband ? —perhaps 
a father ? — a patriarch with his table 
quite overshadowed with olive branch- 
es ? Ah, no ! a bachelor has he been, 
and is likely to be to the end of time. 
And yet many of the comforts that 
only the weaker vessels, as we politely 
call them, can bestow, are in our ex- 
cellent friend's possession — sour looks 
when he is not exactly punctual, and 



severe reprimands when he omits near- 
ly throttling himself with vast rolls of 
handkerchiefs if he puts his foot out. 
of doors after mid-day, especially in 
an east wind. Yes ! we may safely say 
that Miss Barbara Hubble, a spinster 
sbter of mature years, contrives to 
make his home as agreeable to him as 
if he had a wife. The part of children 
is played to the life by George and 
Mary Hope— the ofi'spring of a favou- 
rite niece whom Ignatius nas adopted, 
and whom all the world has long ago 
set down for his heirs. 

*' But the theory of education, my 
dear Sir Wilfred, is very insufficiently 
developed. The faculties are treated 
as if they were potatoes or turnips 
that had been planted at a particular 
time, and at another particular time 
were expected to come to maturity. 
The faculties, I maintain, on the other 
hand, vary so astonishingly, so much, 
and so greatly in the period of their 
acquiring the fulness of their growth, 
that sometimes they are in a very im- 
perfect state even in old age. You 
have met with old people who were 
stupid, ignorant, dull ?'* 

Sir Wilfred looked at his host 
through the mist that had begun to 
settle over his eyes, and observing that 
the old gentleman addressed the ques- 
tion to him in a very pointed manner, 
answered, " Oh yes, dull enough, my 
good sir ; but with a bottle of such 
claret as this we can do very well, I 
assure you." 

" Well, sir, the cause of their stu- 
pidity, even in extreme old age, is, 
that they have not completed their 
education. The generality of man- 
kind are not qualified for any place but 
school till they are fifty years of age. 
I myself. Sir Wilfred, was under a 
strict tutor till thirty-five ; I have re- 
gretted ever since that he died when I 
had reached that period, or he might 
have continued his superintendence of 
me till the present time.*' 

" He would be a pretty old gentle- 
man if he stuck so long on the perch,'* 
hiccuped the listener, 

** Not much above a hundred, which, 
by a recurrence to the patriarchal mode 
of life, might again be rendered the 
prime of manhood. I myself. Sir 
Wilfred, feel as if I were still in the 
teens of my understanding ; and with 
regard to your boy that you complain 
of, what is he but a babe ? — a suck- 
ling?'* 
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*« He roclw me pretty hard/* wdd 
the baronel, emptying the bottle ; 
** five hundred last term, and no chance 
that I can see of weaning him.** 

*• An infant without teeth," conti- 
nued Ifi^natius, *' a creature scarcely 
in the dawn of existence, fit only for a 
rattle add long clothes" • 

<* Long clothes!** exclahned the 
baronet, who was no dab at metaphor, 
and cotdd not make out what might 
be the meaning of all this nursery 
phraseology, " long clothes, my good 
sir ? you mean long clothes-bills— do 
you know that you are talking of 
Arthur Hammond, my son, six feet 
high, strong as a horse, and waiting 
very impatiently for his first commis- 
sion in the- blues? and where the 
devil Vm to find the needful. Heaven 
only ** 

*' You misapprehend me. Sir Wil- 
fred, I speak in figures. I give vou 
the ideal presentment of an intellect 
still in the cradle, scarcely old enough 
vet to amuse itself with wooden 
horses **— — 

** A cursed deal too knowing a 
judge ibr that ; no, Arthur has a good 
eye for a nag," muttered the father, 
who was again lost in a fog. 

«* With but the experience of two- 
and'twenty years to enable it to grope 
its way through the dark places of 
this world ; you must indeed, my dear 
friend, view the slight aberrations of 
such extreme juvenility with more 
philosophical eves. In mirty or for^ 
years more, I have no m)ubt Mr 
Arthur Hammond will be a very steady 
and rational young man. . Get him a 
tutor, *tis the only way.'* 

** A tutor for a fellow six feet 
high?" 

" My dear sir, if he were a walking 
pyramid 'twould make no difference. 
Tis of the intellect I speak — that may 
be of the very minutest tenuity while 
the corporeal covering is gigantic as 
the sons of Anak. But the tutor's 
business would be to model the plastic 
clay of the still flexible understanding 
into what shape he chose ; he would 
curb, restrain, reward, and punish, 
till the youthful pupil" 

" Would probably lay hands on 
the tutor's collar, and fling him into 
the nearest pond." 

(Ting I ting ! ting I " Abraham, are 
you perfectly ture you told the gen- 
tlemen that tea was growing cold T*) 

" But th# old girl i^i^ impatient, 



my dear Hubble,** continued Sir Wil- 
fred, slowly rising, ** and we can finish 
the rest of this business some other 
time.** 

«' No time like the present,** re- 
plied Ignatius, pushing the madeira 
to his companion, who resumed bis 
seat once more, " a tutor must un- 
doubtedly be procured, and by way 
of setting a good example, I am on 
the point of engaging one*s services 
myself.** 

" Yon, Mr Hubble ? what do you 
want with a tutor ?" 

" I have a nephew. Sir Wilfred, 
who turns out very differently from 
what I expected. Instead of feeding 
himself with solid food that would 
raise him up a Hercules among the 
sons of men, he stuffs himself with 
light unwholesome garbage— would 
you believe it. Sir Wilfred, he told 
me himself that he had not the slight- 
est relish for Bacon.** 

♦« Very bad ta8te,"that*s all ; for I 
think a rasher with a few egg^« — or 
even boil*d with good beans— one of the 
best dishes a man can sit down to.*' 

" I allude not to eatables, my good 
sir," replied Ignatius ; " 'tis food for 
the mind I talk of. Yes ! George 
Hope has disappoioted me. With 
Buffon and Cuvier in my hands, I 
have endeavoured for hours and hours 
to explain to him the formation, qua- 
lities, instincts, and habitudes of the 
animal creation. I even presented 
him at his repeated request, with two 
horses on which to conclude his stu- 
dies in natural history ; and in a 
month, one of them was found sus- 
pended by a huge iron spike run 
through its body on the top of a high 

fate in the hunting-ground of the 
)uke of Beaufort How it got there 
is a mystery to me to this hour ; and 
the other (seized in all human proba- 
bility by a fit of delirium to which 
the equine genus are liable), leapt over 
fifty hurdles in less than five minutes, 
and committed deliberate suicide by 
drowning itself in a broad ditch which 
intersects a line drawn between this 
church-tower and Highwell steeple." 

** He hunts and rides steeple chases," 
muttered the baronet, without being 
audible to the pre-occupied Ignatius. 
'* He's a tight lad, young Hope, I 
must have him over to Hammondale." 

" I may say the same,** continued 
Ignatius, " with regard to the princi- 
ples of bi;oyancy and suspension. I 
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purchased a boat for him that he might 
Decome experimeDtally acquainted 'with 
the power of resistance offered by 
water to a body passing through it ; 
that he might see the influence of 
light currents of wind on the sails. 
He seemed to attach some importance 
to the size of the vessel, and professed 
a strong desire to make his experi- 
ments on a large scale. The scene 
he fixed on was Southampton water in 
the neighbouring county ; and would 
you believe it. Sir Wiln-ed, I thought 
he was busily engaged in taking hb 
scientific observations, till yesterday's 
post brought me a letter dated from 
Stomoway, and accompanying an 
order on me for 150 pounds in fa- 
vour of Rory M'Tosh, fish-curer and 
bailie." 

«* Joined the Yacht Club," snored 
Sir Wilfred ; " go it, George." 

" You therefore perceive that a 
tutor is indispensable. * 

«< A pilot more likely ; those rocky 
seas are no joke to a young one," said 
the baronet. 

*« A pilot, indeed, as you express it. 
Sir Wilfred, is what both our young 
men require; a person of firm and 
decided character to hold the helm 
steadily in all the storms he may en- 
counter; a person of mature years 
and great experience. Money would 
be no object with me could I but pro- 
cure so inestimable a guide for the 
wandering steps of my youthful charge. 
Surely, Sir Wilfred, at one or other 
of our glorious Universities, a gentle- 
roan with these qualifications could be 
found." 

" If you don't gmdge the money," 
said Sir Wilfred, ** you can get any 
thing you require." 

'* I would not grudge the money." 

** Then leave th« tutor getting to 
me s by George t Fli get you a feUow 



shall teach your nephew Chaldaic in 
a week." 

" Languages I do not insist on. 
Those, I can teach him myself; 'tis 
life! life I life!" 

" Send him to Paris, if life is what 
you want to show him. I learned 
more there in a fortnight, than the 
rest of the world could have taught 
me in a century. Fraseatls — Tivoli 

— the Palais Royal—the Theatres 

ah, my dear fellow, Pve a great mind 
to be his tutor myself." 

** *Tis not shows and spectacles I 
require. Of these, we have plenty 
here. I remember twelve years ago, 
seeing a Swiss giantess in London 
seven feet high, so that we need not 
leave our own island for extraordinary 
sights; — no, the life I mean b the 
co-existent, yet invbible life within us 
—the deep caves of reason, sentiment, 
and reflection, where the metaphy- 
sical genii are perpetually at work ; 
rearing subterranean palaces more 
stately and enduring than those of 
Aladdin — fit habitation for him who 
reigns over hb subject thoughts, the 
king of the world of shadows which 
are more real than wood and stone-.- 
the etherial, pure, idealized soul." 

** Abraham !" exclaimed the voice 
we have heard before, '^ go and tell 
the gentlemen that the tea b cold, 
the candles burnt out, and Miss Hope 
and I ffone to bed." 

<' Then, Abraham," said Mr Hub- 
ble, as the faithful domestic, with a 
fidelity worthy of Homer s messengers^ 
delivered the notice word for word, 
<< bring in some fried bones, and lay 
the cognac on the table. I believe. 
Sir Wilfred, you always take it 
col^" 

<' Without," continued the iroi«l»r 
baronet, and sipt tbd last drop of mi 
madeira with a sigh. 



ChaptbbII. 
To Arthur Hammond, £$q-, IVmt^ CoUege, (ktmbridge^ 



** My dear Son, 

*' Mr FUshy wrote to me to say, 
that not another shilling could be rais- 
ed among the tenants, and that, as he 
was about to separate from his partner, 
he must clear off all old scores, and 
therefore sends in his bill. The ras- 
cal ; he thinks he has hb noose too 
firmly ronnd my neck for me to kick ; 
bat be sbaU find be is mistaken* I 



know that, if I am poshed to exti^aii- 
ties, you wiH not refuse me your 
assbtance, and an amazingly good 
offer has ^ready been made for iUhy- 
weU, if you will join me in breaking 
the entJl. This I will not ask you 
to do, unless the necessity b yerj 
urgent ; but as I think I see symptoms 
in Sir Hilary Jupp of an intention to 
tall np bis wofijt yoa bad better nu 
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up for a day or two to London^ and 
visit him in his suburban paradise at 
Mnswell Hill, and pay great attention 
to the tall young woman I introduced 
you to at Cheltenham. She is his 
only child, and they say will have ten 
thousand a^year ; and as the whole of 
it was made by sdling blankets, I 
don't doubt you would be able with 
that sum to keep yourselTos warm and 
comfortable. In fact, my dear Ar- 
thur, I have certainly held out some 
expectations of that sort to the old 
usurer, and I shall therefore consider 
it a piece of dutiful obedience if you 
will either marry her without dday, 
or keep her in hopes of it for as long 
as you possibly can. The thousand 
pounds you ask is paid into Drum- 
mond's, but for Heaven's sake, my 
dear boy, be careful ; for extravagance 
is the worst vice a young man can 
possibly indulge in. The week I spent 
at Scarfield has answered very well. 
Old Rubble is a real gentleman, 
though he has a little more ready 
money than is quite the thing; but 
bating that, and a cursed odd way he 
has of speaking like an encyclopedia, 
he is a most excellent and worthy 
man. Your mother continues as much 
attached as ever to his niece Mary 
Hope, and talks of asking her here 
again sometime next month. His 
nephew is at present in Seotiand in 
his yacht, if I can make out old Hub- 
ble's story, and is in want of a tutor. 
If you knew what a great rough Tony 
Lumpkin sort of a bear he was, you 
would be some Uttie astonished at the 



old gendeman*8 fancying a tutor can 
be fonnd to refine Mm ; but people 
like Mr Hubble, my diear Arthur, 
must be humoured in their whims, 
and I have promised to employ yoo 
among the big wigs and wise men in 
Cambridge, to procure for him a per- 
son such as he requires. I shall ako 
write by this day*s post to my friend 
Colonel O* Donahue, who is living* 
near Wallingford, to look me out a bear- 
leader in Oxford, and his task will be 
easier as I have the name of a person to 
whom he is to apply— Jerome Whiffle, 
A.M. — in whom Mr Hubble has such 
confidence (from having read a book, 
of his on education), that he will en- 
gage with him at once, if Mr Whif- 
fle will undertake the charge. lu the 
mean-time, be on the out-look, and if 
O* Donahue fails in securing Whiffle, 
you will be prepared with a substi- 
tute from Cambridge. I shall desire 
the Colonel to write to you whether 
he succeeds in his commission ; which 
will be a saving of time, and also of 
trouble to me, as letter-writing is not 
my forte. Be careful of the thousand 
pounds, and never play high with a 
bad partner; don't forget to visit 
Muswell Hill, and I think, on farther 
acquaintance, the squint you observed 
wiU disappear. Believe me, your af- 
fectionate father, 

" Wilfred Hammond. 

** No news yet from the Horse 
Guards — but we may expect to hear 
▼ery soon.** 



To Sir Wilfred Hammand^Hammondale. 



*' Dear Father, 

" Many thanks for the draft on 
Drummonds, which I will keep as long 
as it will stay by me, as a memorial of 
your fatherly regard. The hint about 
Miss Jupp shall be attended to, and 
the squint as little ob^rved as possi- 
ble. As to George Hope and his tu- 
tor, I rejoice very much you told O'- 
Donahue to write to me as to the suc- 
cess of his enquiries, as I shotdd have 
assuredly failed in getting any one so 
orualified for the place as Mr Whiffle. 
The Colonel writes me on the subject, 
so your mind may be quite at rest. 
Young Hope will obtam all the po- 
lish and experience that the pride of 
Oxford can impart, and the old gen- 
tleman's expenment on the slow de- 



Telopement of the mental powers on 
which you have told me he is so elo- 
quent, can be carried on under the 
most favourable auspices. I am glad 
my mother b going to ask the young 
girl. Miss Hope, to visit her again. I 
thought her society was of great use 
to the old lady last summer, and I 
have no doubt will be equally agree- 
able this. I am pushed for time, as 
Euclid is waiting, and I remain, dear 
father, your affectionate son, 

*' Arthur Hammond.** 

" So far, so gtwd,'* said Sir Wil- 
fred on receipt of this missive from his 
son. '' Old Hubble will see that I 
have exerted myself to oblige him. 
The ten thousand a-year will reconcile 
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Arthur to the squint — the yillain 
Flashy shall be paid off, and all will 
go well — rU ran up for a few days to 
town» and g^ a horse for Tom Her- 
rick in place of Brown Tiger, which 
is certainly grown groggy. Another 
conversation with Sir Hilary will do 
no harm at the same time. I wish I 
had told the boy at once, I had made 
an arrangement for him to marry the 
girl. That last five thousand could^nt 
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have been had without it ; the next, I 
fear, won*t come without the actual 
marriage ; for the old blanket-maker 

b^ns to ride rusty.** 

^ A pity that plans so deeply 

laid, should be so completely over- 
thrown as were those of poor Sir 
Wilfred ; as we are under the dis- 
agreeable necessity of eiplaining to 
the reader in the course of the follow- 
ing pages. 



CHAPTEa III. 



It is much to be lamented that ladies 
be^n to require spectacles just at the 
time when they grow most inquisitive. 
The prying propensities of fifty, join- 
ed to the clear eyesight of twenty-five, 
would have made our hitherto invisi- 
ble friend Miss Barbara Hubble, per- 
fectly intolerable. As it was, people 
were astonished at her powers of vi- 
sion. With a particularity that only 
belongs to an eye-witness, she could 
describe events that occurred at the 
same moment at opposite extremities 
of the parish ; and it was remarked, 
that if a slight degree of impropriety 
could be elected in the events of 
-which she was an observer, the per- 
spicacity of her vision seemed snper- 
naturally increased. She could see it 
at five miles* distance, though invisible 
to any eyes but her own. Miss Bar- 
bara, in short, was one of those pure 
and happy creatures that one reads of 
in fairy tales, who have no means of 
understanding in their own persons 
what faults or imperfections may be, 
and are therefore forced to study them 
in the characters and conduct of other 
people. It will easily be imagined 
that Miss Barbara, having freed her- 
self from all the blots and blemishes 
that human kind are liable to in this 
world, had come to the conclusion that 
she was a chosen vessel, and sure of 
felicity in the next ; a felicity which, 
according to the old adage, must be 
very much inhanced in vaiue, how- 
ever diminished in enjoyment, by the 
very few people whom she allowed to 
share it. For heaven, according to 
some notions, is something like a re- 
ligious tea-meeting, to which only a 
very small and select party can be ad- 
mitted ; where the share of the toast 
and muffins that falls to each is com- 
putable by simple division ; and where 
each has, therefore, an interest in keep- 



ing the number of guests as low as 
possible. 

One day, about a fortnight after 
Sir Wilfred*s visit to Scarfield— -in- 
deed it was on the 1 5th day of August, 
1898 — Miss Barbara had occasion to 
go to the upper portion of the village 
to enquire into certain rumours touch- 
ing the behaviour of one of the inha- 
bitants, and was accompanied, as far 
as the little stream on which the vil- 
lage is situated, by her grand-niece, 
Mary Hope. A basket slung over 
het arm, and a fishing-rod in her hand, 
showed that she intended 

** To ply the iport 
Which that iweet season gave ;" 

and Mary was indeed allowed to be 
one of the best casters of a line that 
fished on the Scarfield water. In fact, 
if you looked in Mary*s face, you 
would allow her to be any thing in the 
world — for such faces and figures are 
not seen every day, and we have a 
very poor opinion of the fish that did 
not catch hold of her hook immediate- 
ly, that they might have a nearer 
view of such a beautiful creature. If 
we were a fish~bnt we shall not 
mention what a lot of foolish things 
we should be inclined to do, — suffice 
it to say, that Mary Hope was the 
prettiest girl in England ; dark hair, 
blue eyes — step like a fawn, smile like 
an angel — and for all other particu- 
lars, as to shape and figure, we refer 
you to the Venus of Canova. 

*f Remember/' said the old lady as 
theyrparted at the little foot-bridge, 
** that I consider your conduct highly 
blameable, and*' 

« Conduct, grand-aunt?'* 

** In fishing, I mean. That man 
Yarrel that you study so much, and 
the wretch called Christopher North 
with his rhapsodies in praise of fis^- 
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Ingf are worthy of eternal reprobation 
— for fishing as practbed by you is 
sinful in the highest degree ; but as 
my brother encourages you in it^ I 
ory aloud in yain.*' 

« But bow Is it sinful* aunt Bar- 
bara P'^-^enquired the young lady. 

" At any rate> ifyoufish^ do it with 
real flies." 

" Oh ! t* would be so cruel." 

** Cruel ? — what is cruelty compar- 
ed to deceit ? You delude the unfor- 
tunate fish under false appearances* 
and are therefore virtually guilty of a 
lie. But go your ways. Good Mr 
Whiffle will soon be here* and you 
shall profit from his exhortations.*' 

Miss Barbara pursued her way af- 
ter tbb rebuke, and Mary followed 
the windings of the stream* and soon 
arrived at the point of the river where 
the ripples on the water promised the 
best sport. It was a beautiful nook* 
where a gigantic willow hung over 
the wide reach* and Mary laid her 
basket on the ground, and was pro- 
ceeding to put her rod in order* when 
• • • • 

—Aunt Barbara had transacted her 
business at the upper end of the vil- 
lage* and administered sundry preven- 
tives of iniquity, in the shape of tracts 
against smuggled gin and other illicit 
delectations* and was on her way home 
again* when the straw- bat of her niece* 
glintiDg near the willow* attracted her 
observation. She adjusted her spec- 
tacles with renewed accuracy on tbe 
long thin bridge of her nose* at sight 
of the well-known Dnnstable* and 
oould scarcely believe the evidence 
of her eyes* corroborated by her sil- 
▼er-monnted Dotlande* when she saw 
Standing by the side of her niece tbe 
figure ^ a tall young man. She saw 
even the bright brass buttons on his 
light g^reen coat* she saw his grey 
beaver — Hght, fancy-coloured waist- 
coat, and from his general appearance* 
eoold not resist the inevitable conclu- 
sion that he was the most gentleman- 
ly* handsome-looking man she had 
ever gazed en in tbe course of her 
Hfb. 

Long stood Amit Barbara on the 
Bttle enHoence that overlooks the ri- 
ver for nearly a mile of hs course* 
watching the motions of the pair.— ^ 
They were evidently well acquainted* 
they stood so near each other. They 
were evidently delighted* Mary had 
00 entirely neglected her fishing. 



What*8 thai she sees ?^His hand goes 
gently round Mary's waist ; the grey 
beaver gets into a state of the most 
alarming proximity to the Dunstable 
bonnet* and Heavens!— 

At that very moment a slap on 

the shoulder sent •the spectacles she 
had so sedulously fixed* spinning about 
a yard beyond her red tipt nose* and 
Aunt Barbara's farther observations 
were unavoidably suspended by an in- 
ability of seeing any thing at tlie dis- 
tance of twenty feet. 

" Hallo I old aunty I Here we are* 
all alive and kicking. How are ye* 
old ode ?— how's nunky ?" 

" George I — ^you've broken my spec# 
tacles — when did you come home ?— 
run after Mary. Such a thing I ah ! 
what a sinful world I ** 

<< Why* what's the matter? Is this 
a way of receiving a dutiful nephew 
after the dangers of the deep* and a 
hundred perils besides ? Cheer np* old 
lady, and don*t stand gazing up the 
brook as if you expected to see some- 
thing wonderful under the old wil- 
low." 

" I've seen it* George. Where are 
my spectacles? — the gipsy — the cun- 
ning* double* faced fishing* gipsy— 
that's the fish she's after 1 Oh I the 
wickedness of tbe unregenerate slut I" 

<' What's all this ? " exclaimed 
George* helping the old lady to re-ad- 
just her peepers. 

" Do you see nothing, Greorge* just 
nnder the great tree? — a white bon- 
net ?— -a grey hat ?— -a maris grey 
hat?" 

*' Neither hat nor bonnet— the devil 
a thing is moving near the water but 
the miUer*s brown cow — and now* that 
I look at her* I declare the mark on 
her rump is somethhog in the shape of 
Mary's poky bonnet." 

'* I certainly see a cow," answered 
the aunt* ^' but I am as certain as I 
am of my existence that I saw a man 
speaking to Mary* a tall handsome 
man* — I should knowhim again among 
a thousand* George 1 I saw him with 
my own eyes pat his arm round Mary's 
waist ; and Aii hat, George* and ner 
bonnet were just going together when 
your sudden attack" 

•* Wakened you out of your dream 
and showed you that the whole vision 
was nothing but a white streak on an 
old cow. Come, come* aimty, don't 
try to set me against Mai^y, for I wont 
believe a word to her diecredit— 4k>» 
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by heavensj though fifbr annts were to 
wear out fifty pairs of spectacles in 
prying out hats and bonnets on all the 
cow*9 rumps in England.*' 

The aunt and nephew pursued their 
way in silence, for George was irate 
at the accusations brought against his 
sister, and aunt Barbara was imagin- 
ing mischief in her heart» and only 
waiting for a public opportunity of 
accusing her in presence of her good 
uncle and, if possible, of the godly 
Mr Whiffle. As they passed the 
Crown they perceived symptoms of an 
arrival in the yard — a post-chaise was 
standing as if recently come in« and 
a thin lank-haired young man was 
lifting a pretty heavy trunk from the 
dicky, which he then carried in the 
direction they were going. 

*« Ho, my friend," said George, 
^* you seem a stranger here. Wher« 
are you off to?** 

" Unto the domicile of one who 
dwelleth in these parts/called Ignatim 
Hubble, Esquire.** 

'« And whose is that huge box, if I 
may ask ?'* 

<< It appertaineth unto the g^od and 
learned Jerome Whiffle, sometime a 
dweller in the tents of sin but now a 
portioner in Canaan.*' 

''And what the devil is this Ganaas- 
ite going to do at my ancle's? By 
Jove I've a great"—— 

'' To subdue the rebeUiossnesa of 
an unlicked eub called Hope.**-^-^ 

A grasp, as of a Boa Conttrietor^ 



laid on the shoulder of the yonng man 
made him pause— a flush of momen- 
tary anger passed across his face, and 
even a slight intention was visible of 
resenting the insult, but in an instant 
all such thonghts were checked, and 
he continued, 

'< If I have offisnded by speaking 
too plainly the object of my master's 
coodng, restrain your anger. Do I 
speak to the young alumnus ?*' 

" My name is George Hope, and 
when 1 have found out what all this 
rigmarole singing through the nose 
can mean, I will let both you and your 
master know a little more of me." 

" How glad I am he is come !" ex- 
claimed Miss Barbara, turning her 
eyes to heaven. " Oh, George, yon 
are a fortunate youth ; your uncle has 
ixed on the great Mr Whiffle as your 
tutor — he is to have the entire manage- 
ment of all your actions— to teach yon 
all the sdences ; he has written a work 
on come sections and defluxione, and 
is the cleverest man in England ; and 
80 good I His books, I am told, are 
truly edifying, and his very domestic 
speaks like a true sheep." 

'* He iook§ uncommonly like one, 
and that's the same thing," replied the 
nephew, hurrying on with increased 
speed, as he could make neither head 
nor tale of the octraordinary story hie 
anat had told him, and was anxioos 
for an explanation from the lipa of Mr 
HabUe himself. 



CBapTte lY. 



That worthy gentleman was so de- 
lighted to see his nephew, and had so 
many questions to ask, that the pre- 
sence of the thin young man with the 
trunk was scarcely noticed. 

** Your aunt has already told yon," 
began the senior, ** of your future 
happiness in acquiring the assistance 
of one of the most learned men of any 
age or country ; but before I resign 
my charge of your intellectual ad- 
vancement, answer me a few questions. 
I see by your tartan-coloured waist- 
coat and plaid trousers, as well as by 
a letter lately received, that yon have 
visited the northern limits of this 
island. Did you make any observa- 
tions on the needle in those hyperbo- 
rean regions?" 



^' I did'nt like," replied the youth, 
whose thoughts reverted to the arufi- 
eer of the aforesaid waistcoat and 
trousers in the Isle of Sky, ^ to trmt 
to the ignorant natives, but I've brought 
home plenty of stuff to be fitted up by 
more seieotifle hands*" 

«« What?— simple notea?— We shall 
work tbem out with the help of Bfr 
Whiffle, and I am highly pleased, my 
dear George, that you attend to ob- 
jects of snch incalculable importance.** 

** By Jupiter I *' thought the simple- 
minded Georffe, *' this fellow, Mr 
Whiffle, is nothing but a tailor." 

*' Another thing which, in those 
lofVy districts, is worthy of notice, is 
the quantity of rain or moisture, 
whether in the form of dew or mist. 
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^hich falls in the coarse of the year. 
Have you taken any notes on the sub- 
ject?" 

" Hav*n*t I ? that's all," replied the 
young philosopher. *' I've brought 
home two or three gallons of the 
purest dew I could find.'* 

" My dear boy," exclaimed the gra- 
tified senior, " Mr Whiffle, I am sure, 
will be delighted with your conduct. 
We shall have many a happy evening 
discussing the specimen you have 
brought. And the yacht, George, — 
what have you to say on the subject of 
sailing?** 

*' Ah, sir, that*8 a sad stonr. I fell 
in with the Western Yacht Club in the 
Mull of Cantyre, and a gentleman of 
the name of Nichol Jarvie challenged 
me to race.*' 

*' Speak in scientific language, 
George," interrupted Ignatius, ** it 
aids perspicuity of thought — proposed 
to you, you would say, a series of ex- 
periments on the propellability of your 
respective yachts.** 

** Just so ; I hoisted all sail and pull- 
ed hard on the wind in hopes of wea- 
thering the point. By this I saved a 
tack and left Jarvie half a league 
astern. The breeze rose every minute ; 
and that fool, the cautious Scotchman, 
took in two reefs in his mainsail and 
lufied in the wind's eve ; I tore along, 
and dida*t care a rush though it blew 
all my canvass to rags — I hoisted more 
sail, and had just set my sky-scrapers 
when, all of a sudden, came a devil of 
a squall, and I found myself swimming 
for life, and was only picked up after 
half an hour's battle, by another of 
the squadron — the crew was saved at 
the same time." 

** 'Twas a noble self-devotion in the 
cause of science,*' exclaimed Ignatius 
with enthusiasm. ** You understand 
the cause, I suppose, of the catas- 
trophe?** 

** She was crank built, and her spars 
were too high." 

** But the process of her disappear- 
ing?** continued Ignatius. 

" She foundered." 

" My dear boy, use philosophical 
terms. Your yacht, under the sudden 
impulse of the wind, was unable to 
displace a quantity of water propor- 
tionate to the increased weight im- 
parted to her by the impact, and there- 
fore the velocity which would other- 
wise have continued in a horizontal 
direction on the surface, took a per- 



pendicular course downwards. The 
same causes have been ascribed to the 
rotundity of the world, namely, the 
velocity of projection, as Mr Whiffle 
will explain. I expect him here every 
moment." 

** He hath already appropinquated 
to this vicinage," snuffled the lank- 
haired young man, who had been a 
listener to the preceding conversa- 
tion, *' and will domiciliate himself in 
this goodly tabernacle within a short 
space.** 

" Indeed?" said Ignatius, «M re- 
joice to hear it. Leave the trunk here, 
my friend ; some one shall take it up 
to Mr Whiffl^j's room, and go you into 
the kitchen, where I have given direc- 
tions for you to be attended to." 

" Gratias ag^mus. Vale!" replied the 
youth with a bow, and betook himself 
to the hospitable regions ruled over by 
the buxom cook. 

'* He speaks Latin too, — a good 
omen, George, for you ; it resolves 
itself, in fact, into a question in the 
rule-of-three, if he teaches his servant 
Latin, what will he not succeed in 
making his pupil ?" 

" He shan't succeed in making a 
fool of me,*' muttered the doughty 
George, " if a broken head cau cure 
him of the wish to try. But, ha t here 
comes Mary." 

The meeting of the brother and 
sister was warm and hearty — and all 
recollection of grey hats or white* 
streaked cows seemed banished from 
their recollection. What a strange 
thing it would be after all if aunt Bar- 
bara's eyes had deceived her ! George 
had scarcely ended his narration and 
had hurried Mary off to some other 
room, when the sonorous voice of Abra- 
ham Slocock startled Mr Hubble from 
a brown study by announcing Mr 
Whiffle. He was a tall man, solemnly 
drest in pepper and salt, with a light- 
coloured wig whose smooth combed 
locks rested on his shoulders. His 
nose was ornamented with a pair of 
uncommonly large spectacles, and his 
whole appearance was not unlike that 
of Mr Listen in the character of Do- 
minie Sampson. Though there was 
something ludicrous in his first address, 
Mr Hubble was too much of a philo- 
sopher to have a worse opinion of him 
on that account, and received him with 
great cordiality and respect. 

*« Your trunk has arrived some 
time," he said, after a few preliminary 
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common places* '^ and if yon approve 
of the bed-room I have designated for 
your occupation, it shall be carried up 
to it immediately." 

" I have no choice of rooms. Dio- 
genes lived in a tub**' replied Mr 
Whiffle. 

<' True* sir* and I hope you join me 
in my admiration of that illustrious 
philosopher* who* in a state of manners 
the most effeminate and depraved* 
taught the simplicities of life both by 
precept and example. Do you believe* 
sir* that his father was banished from 
Sinope as a passer of counterfeit coin ?" 

" Tve no proofs," replied Mr Whif- 
fle. " Quinctilian* indeed"—- 

" Well, sir, I will yield to any opin- 
ion of the Rhetorician of Calagurris." 

" He says*" continued Mr Whiffle — 
<< But if you really want a disquisition 
on the subject* 1 shaU be happy to fur- 
nish you with one at some future time. 
Meanwhile, if you desire any informa- 
tion on matters so simple* allow me to 
refer you to my Famulus* whom you 
have already seen. Are you acquaint- 
ed with the ancient Punic ?'* 

<« 1 regret to say*** answered Mr 
Hubble* ** that, with the exception of 
the scene in Plautus* I don*t know a 
word of it." 

" I'll teach it you ; but* in the mean- 
time* will you introduce me to my 
pupil ? 1 am anxious to begin the du- 
ties of my office.*' 

Mr Hubble did not altogether like 
the cavalier manner in which he was 
turned over to the servant for the re- 
solution of his doubts on the family 
history of Diogenes* nor the boastful 
offer of instruction in Phoenician, but 
yielded with his usual good-nature* 
and accompanied his guest in search 
of George Hope. 

There was something so amusing to 
that young gentleman in the grotesque 
appearance of his tutor* that he did not 
show such indignation at the assump- 
tion of authority by Mr Whiffle as 
might have been expected ; and when 
we consider the deference paid him by 
Mr Hubble* the silent awe of Mary 
Hope* and the rapturous admiration 
of Aunt Barbara* we must conclude 
that the learned pedagogue had no 
reason to be dissatisfied with his re- 
ception. A few hours wore off the 
awkwardness of a first meeting under 
such circumstances* and by the time 
dinner was concluded Mr Hubble saw 
clearly that his new inmate iris the 



most deep read of mankind* or at least 
had the most learned domestic ; Aunt 
Barbara was fascinated with his studied 
compliments and attentions* and even 
George Hope began to consider him 
not quite the useless bookworm he 
had at first believed him* more par- 
ticularly as he gave a very good ac- 
count of the Priam colt at Newmarket* 
in answer to a question by Mr Hubble 
on the nature of the Pythic games. 
On ordinary occasions Ignatius be- 
took himself to his couch, or at least 
to his bedroom* at a very early hour. 
This night* however* he prolonged 
his sitting in the drawingroom till past 
nine o*clock* and even then only bade 
the party good-night* when Abraham 
Slocock begged to speak with him for 
a few minutes alone. 

« Tm sorry* sir*'* said Abraham, 
" to leave so good a master, but I 
must give you warning." 

" Why, Abraham? — has any one 
offended you ? — have I ? " 

" Oh not you, sir ; I will say that 
you are a perfect gentieman* and a 
very good master to me, though they 
say you* re as great a scholar as the 
best.'* 

*' Though I'm a scholar? explain 
yourself.** 

*' Well* then* there a'int no use to 
mince the matter; we all know that 
Latin is the devil*8 language, and we 
ha'nt no doubt that that e*re famulus* 
as he calls himself* of Mr Whiffle* is 
an imp of Satan.'* 

" Because he speaks Latin ? — I feel 
ashamed at such super". 

" Ashamed or not* sir* MoUy and 
me ca'nt stay in the house with him ; 
he has converted the morals of half 
the maids already — I seed him myself 
a kissing of our old cook." 

** Indeed ? but* after all* it may be 
only a peculiarity of the young man ; 
or* more likely* a translation into 
visible sig^* for the edification of the 
uneducated* of the old proverb* Abra- 
ham* which says ' He that loves good 
dishes kisses the cook — Qui dapibus 
datur coquam osculatur.* " 

*' But then* sir*" continued Abra- 
ham* *' Jane Marsel* Miss Mary's 
maic^ ain't cook* and he did exactly the 
same to her. And for the matter of 
that* he tried the same trick with 
MoUy herself— but she hit him such a 
pelt on the side of the head* he'll re- 
member it the longest day he has to 
Uve.*' 
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^ Stnage thftt cncli fiirolf Hr/' inased 
Mr Habble» ** shoald be joined to so 
much erudition. His knowledge of 
the Greek measures is amazing.*' 

« So it is of the Engli^^ sir> — par- 
ttculariy quarts — lie has drunk a whole 
gallon of your honour's best October^ 
and is hollowing out as loud as he can 
for eold swizzle and eigars.*' 

** I regret to saj I have none of the 
latter" 

** But he has given me the key of 
his master's trunk, where he tells me 
there's a whole box of them. I've 
g^ the trunk here, sir.** 

Abraham fitted the key to the lock. 

"Stop!" exclaimed Mr Hubble; 
" are the eigars bis own property? 
They're in his master's keeping." 

" No, sir, they're in his keeping, so 
that's all right enough t sich things is 
always parquisites." 

" Well, then," said Ignatius, who 
was willing to be conviuced by even 
less cogent ailments than those of 
Mr Slocock, so anxious was he to see 
the learned stores of his respected in- 
mate, '< but be careful not to injure 
the rolls of manuscripts, or the valu- 
able editions of the classics ; gently, 
Abraham, I trust there is a copy of 
his own immortal work on education 
among them." 

Thus permitted, Abraham lifted up 
the lid, but no papers met the view. 
Shirts, cravats, silk waistcoats, a gay 
and brilliant wardrobe, and at last, near 
the bottom of the trunk, to the delight 
of the examiners, a volume or two, 
and an open letter. Eagerly were the 
precious spoils laid hold of. But alas ! 
the printed ones consisted only of the 
Racing Calender, — the Sporting Ma- 
gazine, — " the Better's Ready Reck- 
oner of Odds up to a Hundred" — and 
the Army List. 

^ He must be engaged in some en- 
quiry into the sports of the ancients," 
said Ignatius. 

" His sports lie more among the 
young ones," answered Abraham. 

•* The letter wUl perhaps expiate," 
continued the master. ** Let me see ; 
it has no address, and is siened Ter- 
rence O'Donahue. Who is he? I 
know no scholar of Chat name.** 

** Dear Atty,— Your joll^ old go- 
vemor has given me a commission to 
pick up an old fellow of the name of 
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Whifle, for tutor, or soma toeh thio^* 
to some Johnny Raw of his aeqoaiot- 
ance. It is a great pity he did'Dt 
apply to me a week sooner, for the old 
man was alive ' at that time,' but just 
as if on purpose to disappoint me, he 
died last week of old age, for he was 
seventy or eighty years old. I call^ 
at his rooms in College, ^ And u Mr 
Whiffle at home?' said I to the seout. 

" ' Troth is he,* said he (and I saw- 
in a moment he was a countryman of 
mine) ' and his long home, too ; for 
we've jist come from the berrying.* 

" « Ah I my dear,' said I, ' I'm 
sorry ; for I wanted him for tutor for 
a friend's friend, and I do'nt know 
what to say to him.' 

" ' You can just give my master's 
compliments,' said the youth — a real 
Kerry boy, his name is Dermont 
Brady — * and Sby he is particularly 
engaged.' 

" And this strikes me to be a good 
piece of advice, so you can deliver that 
same message, and look out among the 
dons of Cambridge" 

At this point of the letter Mr 
Hubble stopt, and no wonder, for the 
epistle fell out of his hands, and bis 
eyes were fixed in the extremity of 
amazement on the ceiling. 

** What can possibly be die mean- 
ing of all this ? Who is the tall man 
in the spectacles ?" 

'< Brother, I should think, to the 
famulus in the kitchen," suggested 
Abraham, "for he's playing just the 
some game in the parlour that the 
other is doing below. I seed him 
squeezing Miss Barbara's hand all the 
time of tea." 

" My sister's ? nonsense I '* 

** It's no nonsense," continued the 
observant Slocock ; " and I seed him 
a-whispering up in the comer behind 
the harp with Miss Mary, when you 
was a talking Greek to the fam'lus at 
the sofa." 

** You amaze me 1 — I begin to have 
suspicions that we are deceived in some 
extraordinary manner." 

" I never xnowed no good come of 
Latin, or any of them tongues." 

« Silence!" said Mr Hubble. '* I 
will find out the mystery. Accom- 
pany me once more mto the drawing- 
room." 



Digitized by 



Google 



laes.] 



The Tutor. 



«#l 



Cn^FTBE y. 



But the half-hour of his absence 
^ had written strange defeature there." 
Mr Whiffle, with an eloquence that 
went to the vei^ heart of Aunt Bar- 
bara, bad explained the system he in- 
tended to pursue with regard to his 
pupil. No theory without well proTed 
grounds; no precept without con- 
vincing example. 

" Very right, sir.*' 

*' For instance. Miss Barbara," said 
the Tutor, soAIy taking the lady*s 
hand, ** if I talk to him of the loveli- 
ness of the female character, the 
beauty of a meek and religious tem- 
per, I know where to direct his atten- 
tion to a model of those yirtues." 

"Oh, sir I" 

'* Yes, my dear madam, and if I 
thought I could depend on your con- 
currence, I would extend my tuition 
to the female infant now seated at the 
piano." 

" Female infant? You mean my 
niece ? She is indeed only a babe, and 
scarcely worth the trouble of instruct- 
ing/' 

" With such a pattern for imi- 
tation, my labours would be very 
easy," replied Mr Whiffle. «« And as 
I would incite them to the practice of 
all that is good by pointing to von, 
my dearest friend,— so I would deter 
them from vice, from vanity, from fri- 
volous occupation, by showing them 
the actual scenes where such things 
are in fashion. Oh, Miss Barbara I 
that you would assist me in teaching 
these young creatures the stupidity of 
a fancy bail!" 

" But they have no great partiality 
for one, have they ?" 

«« They may at some future time ; 
and you know, my charming friend, 
that prevention is better than cure. 
There is a masquerade at Winchester 
this very night. 

" Is there?" 

** How horrible it would be I — what 
a weight upon our consciences I if by 
any neglect on our parts, they were 
left in ignorance of the shifulness of 
such a meeting!*' 

** Explain it to them, dear sir." 

" Show it to them, you would say. 
Yes, my charming, my wise companion 
in this noble office, we must make 
them spectators of the inanity, the dul- 
ness of the proceeding. Yes!" he 
continued in la eloquent entbusiajraoi 



''we will take them and show them 
the artificial flowers with which the 
yawning abyss beneath their feet b 
covered. You, acting as the guiding 
Minerva, the goddess of wisdom, and I 
as simple Mentor, the adorer of the 
blue-eyed maid." 

« Well,— I don't know— but— my 
blue dress would jnst do. And one of 
the stuff'd owls, from my brother's 
eollection, could be sewed into my 
sleeve. And you think they would be 
benefitted by our going ?'* 

« Decidedly — and 1 felt so sure of 
your conciurence, that I ordered the 
chaise that brought me here to wait 
for us at the Crown." 

An additional pressure of the hand, 
and a glance from the huge eyes of 
the spectacles, that seemed to glow as 
if they had been burning-glasses, and 
had set fire to the tinder of Miss Bar- 
bara's heart, completed the success of 
the Tutor's oration> and Miss Barbara 
hurried off to accoutre herself. A 
lew words explained Mr Whiffle's 
system to George Hope, who did not 
stand to argue on the merits of it, but 
jumped at the plan with all the impe- 
tuosity of his nature, and rushed to 
his room ** to arm him for the 
fray." 

" So now they're both disposed of," 
said Mr Whiffle, turning to Mary 
Hope ; " and i have but a moment to 
explain to you my reasons for all this. 
My father insists on my marrying an- 
other — nay, don*t start or make a 
scene, I told you the same this morn- 
ing — he is such a violent man, and 
besides has such pressing reasons for 
the match, that, unless 1 can give a 
particularly good excuse for not com- 
plying, he will go mad, and get into 
scrapes with a person who has him in 
his power." 

** How ? gracious 1 who can have 
power over * ^— 

" When a man is in debt he is 
more dependent than a slave. If he 
found me married — settled — then, 
don't you see, it would be no fault of 
his that he could not fblfil his engage- 
ment ; and, in short, it's all settled— 
Tour uncle is in bed — ^your aunt and 
brother will be taken care of by a 
friend of mine, who is here in the cha- 
racter of my servant ; and we, mj 
dear Muy^ with four stont posters* 
nhfH soon bo down to Pirmiogb" 
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and once on the railway* catch us who 
can." 

There is no saving what effect this 
and similar speeches might have had* 
if the matter had not been otherwise 
decided bj the entrance of Mr Hub- 
ble and his man. 

Mr Whiffle seemed somewhat awk- 
ward at the sight of hb host; but* 
whether from a consciousness that a 
gentleman on one knee has a somewhat 
absurd appearance* we cannot tell. 
However, he sprang up in a moment. 

" 1 told ye how it were, sir," said 
Abraham Slocock — *' old or young, 
it's all one to them scholars — I'll ne- 
ver teach no son of mine to read or 
write." 

" The gentleman and his domestic 
are certainly somewhat Turkbh in 
their notions of matrimony," replied 
Mr Hubble, calmly. " Have the 
kindness to explain to me the meaning 
of thb behaviour." 

«* Certainly, sir," said Mr Whiffle, 
unabashed ; " 'tis part of my system, 
as detailed, you may remember, in 
my book. Tacitus, you recollect, sir, 
and Herodotus— but my Famulus will 
explain — Hesiod also, and Tertullian, 
all agree in " . 

" Well, sir, what of them ?" 

*' Let me send for my Famulus,** 
replied Mr Whiffle ; " he will quote 
to you the passages in a moment. 
*Tis too easy a task for me." 

" Then it will, perhaps, be equally 
easy for vou to account for the news 
contained in thb letter," said the gen- 
tle Ignatius, holding out O' Dona- 
hue's epbtle, which had caused him so 
much surprise. 

" A forgery — in fact, as Xeno- 
phon*s Anabasis says, or rather Ana* 
creon's Georgics — but my Famu- 
lus" 

" Anacreon's Georgics ! " exclaim- 
ed Mr Hubble — *' the proof grows 
stronger against you every woi^ you 
speak, and I am under the disagree- 
able necessity of sending for a con- 
stable, and taking you into custody as 
a deceiver.** 

** How do you like me now ?'* said 
Mbs Barbara, as she glided into the 
room, dressed in blue silk, with an 
immense owl resting on her arm, and 
a long staff in her hand for a spear. 
" WiH they know, do you think, that 
I am wbdom personified ?** 

" My sbter I** excliumed the hor- 
ror-struck Ignatius-^'' There*s mad- 



ness in the whole house — Barbara^ 
are you not ashamed of yourself?" 

*' Ashamed of the righteous deed of 
showing George and Mary the sin- 
fulness of a masquerade ? — of show* 
ing them the artificial fiowers on a 
yawning abbess ? as Mr Whiffle says 
— though who it b that b going in 
that character, I can*t tell--of show- 
ing them " 

" How foolish their aunt can be, 
you should say," continued Mr Hub- 
ble — " pray where b my nephew 
George ?" 

" Here I be, Nunky !" said that 
individual, who bad occupied the time 
of hb absence in dressing himself in 
tight drawers, and painting hb face 
red and white, in imitation of Mr 
Grimaldi — having resolved to astonish 
the assemblage in the character of 
clown. " What do you want with 
me . 

Mr Hubble held up his hands in 
despair, and scarcely knew whether 
to be glad or sorry, when a violent 
ringing at the bell announced a vbitor 
at that untimely hour. The door 
was opened, a nobe was heard on the 
stair, and into the drawingroom stalk- 
ed a stout gentleman, considerably 
advanced in wine. 

" Sir Wilfred I" exclaimed Mr 
Hubble, delighted. 

" My father I" exclaimed* at the 
same moment, Mr Whiffle ; and the 
baronet, gazing round him for a long 
time, at last found words. 

** Are ye all wild ? — Why, what 
mummery b all this ? — And you, you 
rascal, what has brought you from 
Cambridge here ? I told you to go 
to MusweU Hill.*' 

** Can't indeed, sir*** replied our 
friend Mr Whiffle. 

« And why not, sir ?— it can't be 
for want of a conveyance, for I nearly 
drove against two carriages in the 
lane.'* 

" Got a prior engagement, sir.*' 

*' Then, by heavens, sir, you're no 
son of mine.** 

" A son of yours. Sir Wilfred?'* 
interrupted Mr Hubble. '• 1 wasn't 
aware — a juvenile indiscretion* per- 



" A full grown one, Mr Hubble*** 
pursued the baronet ; " the rascal b 
Arthur Hammond — ^you wanted me 
to get him a tutor." 

" And he came here as tutor to my 
nephew.** 
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** And as suitor,*' contiaueJ Arthur 
Hammond, ** to anodier member of 
your family — the fair and'* 

** Yes, my dear brother,** chimed 
in the goddess of wisdom ; *' he has 
iudeed been so marked in his atten- 
tions, that, for the sake of my own 
reputation *' 

** Do hold your tongue about your 
reputation, sister," answered Mr Hub- 
ble. << 1 think I see my way through 
this." 

*' Then I wish you would give me 
a hand, for every thinflp is as dark as 
pitch,'* said Sir Wilfred. 

** I fear if I have the giving of any 
hand, it must be my youthful niece's 
to this young gentleman.** 

<' And Miss Jupp — or rather Miss 
Jupp*s papa?" enquired Sir Wilfred. 

<< I shall send you a fuU acquittance 
on the wedding-day — I will engage 
for that — for, as my experiment on 
my nephew's education has unfortu- 
nately failed, I must begin de novo, 
and shall insist on no time being lost 
in presenting me with a subject for 
my experiment ; if possible, a bov.*' 

'< Why, what is the man talking 
of? — Do you know what he means. 
Miss Barbara?" enquired Sir Wil- 
fred, bewildered. 

<< Not in the least,** replied Mi- 
nerva — *' 1 have been most infamous- 
ly treated, and have just one question 
to ask. Pray, sir,** she said, going 
up to Arthur Hammond, " do you 
wear a grey hat ?** 

" Yes." 

** Light waistcoat and green coat?'* 

*• Yes.*' 

" Then," said the goddess, turning 
triumphantly to the imitator of Gri- 
maldi, " I told you 'twas no cow — 
and she is a naughty, cunning, de- 
signing minx, and cares no more for 
fishing than " 

" I can explain all that,** inter- 
rupted Arthur. 

" Without the Famulus?" enquired 
Mr Hubble, with a smile—" Who is 
he?** 



" A capital fellow, and great friend 
of mine — a double first classman of 
Oxford, who will be happy to finish 
the dissertations, in his own person, 
he began with you in disguise. Be- 
ing no scholar myself, I referred you 
always to him — and I hope he an- 
swered all your queries sadsfac- 
torily.** 

" Send for him,** cried Sir Wil- 
fred, ** and let us have a night of it. 
All*s well that ends well ; and since 
every thing is so nicely settled, I 
would rather have you for my daugh- 
ter-in-law than twenty Miss Jupps.'* 
So saying, he kissed Mary Hope, and 
shook hands with Arthur very warm- 
ly. " But what*s to become of the 
commission ?** he added. 

Arthur shook his head. 

*' I'll settle that too," said Mr 
Hubble — ** if you will get it trans- 
iorred to iny nephew George, he can 
conclude his studies on the peculiari- 
ties of the horse-tribe in her Mijesty 's 
dragoons. And so let us all to sup- 
per i for to-night, in honour of th^ 
nappy events, I intend to depart from 
my usual habits, and exchange my 
cotton night-cap for one of a more 
cheering kind. And I may take this 
opportunity, my young friend, to re- 
mind you that Anacreon did not write 
theOeorg^cs. Those immortal produc- 
tions are the noblest efforts of the bard 
of Mantua.** 

If any one doubts that the supper 
was deilghtfu], Mr Hubble intensely 
doquent. Sir Wilfred inspired, and 
Airthur enraptured, we have only to 
say that we were so informed by the 
highest authority, namely, our own 
eyes — and have no reason to doubt 
the truth of the information — though 
we have at the same time a sort of dim 
recollection of two Abraham Slococks, 
with four candles, lighting us up an 
infinity of stairs, and at last assisting 
us to climb into two beds. 
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THE PROGRESS OF POPERY. 



The finequant aUoBtong in the pub- 
lic prets to this most interesting and 
important subject appear to haTe ex- 
cited a certain Yagfue and unde&ied 
anxiety in the mii^ds of the reflecting 
and religious portion of the commu-* 
nity. Unfortunately, those allusions 
bemg themselyes generally Tague and 
unsatisfactory, could lead to no other 
and more practical result. Facts have 
not been sufficiently brought forward* 
suspicions and rumours have been sub- 
stituted for them, and consequently* 
many who would be prepared, upon 
discovering real danger, to join in en- 
deavouring to avert it, refrain from all 
exertions, believing the time of peril 
still far distant. It is to such persons 
we desire now to speak, with the view 
of calmly and temperately stating the 
true position and prospects of that 
great semi-political power, which, in 
former times, enthralled and debased 
this country. We do not purpose to 
enter on reltigpious controversy, though 
we are deeply sensible both of its ne- 
cessity and utility, nor to unveil to 
persons who may be already aware of 
them, those pernicious errors which 
our Protestant forefathers were wont 
to call " the soul-destroying hereBies 
of Rome." Our object at present is 
of a different kind, though it is not, 
we are convinced, under exbting cir- 
cumstances, of inferior importance. 
We desire to prove that Popery, both 
at home and abroad, is in the posses- 
sion of immense strength, and has 
been, and is now, marching forward 
with giant strides to its old ascenden- 
cy ; and from a proof of these facts, 
we wish to proceed to an endeavour 
to arouse all who pretend to zeal for 
Protestantism, to imited and vigorous 
efforts in the cause which now pecu- 
liarly involves the continuance of our 
civil and religious liberties. To facts, 
and to facts alone we shall appeal for 
a confirmation of our statements, and 
although the information of which we 



are in possession is unavoidably less 
extensive than we could wish, it is 
still enough to justify alarm and to 
awaken the public spirit.* If it fail 
altogether in doing so, we are certain 
that information, as complete as ever 
satisfied a jury, would equally fail in 
reanimating the torpid mind of the 
people ; — for proof will then be af- 
forded, that there is im indifierence to 
iheprincipies of Popery, and therefore 
a carelessness about the degree of its 
success. We hope, however, better 
thinffs ; we trust that the lamentable 
apathy hitherto observable, was the 
result not of growing laxity, but mere- 
ly of temporary ignorance ; and if so, 
nothing can be requisite to the resto- 
ration of public interest in the Pro- 
testant, but a hxT and full declaration 
of the true position of parties in this 
country. 

It is well known that the Roman 
Catholics of England and Scotland 
took very little part in the sgitation 
which brought about the act of 1829. 
After the suppresf^iun of the Rebellion 
in 1715, when so many Roman Ca- 
tholic families in the north of England 
were ruined, and when all the others 
very properly came under the close 
surveillance of the government, very 
little indeed was done to disturb tba 
Hanoverian dynasty, save by the de- 
luded but enthusiastic loyalists of the 
Highlands. But when the bold Re- 
bellion of 1745 was suppressed, as the 
former had also been, the hopes of 
the House of Stuart fell altogether^ 
and the Roman Catholics throughout 
Great Britain became gradually more 
and more attached to the reigning So- 
vereigns, and more and more anxious 
to gain confidence by displaying their 
loyalty and contentment. Generally, 
they took very little part in political 
strife, and were alienated almost equal- 
ly from both of the great parliamen- 
tary parties. When the measure for 
admitting them to the legblature was 



• We principally allude to the return moved for, last Session, by Lord Ashley, of the 
sums paid in our various Colonies to all the different religious persuasions. That re- 
turn will not be ready till next year, and consequently, much of the matter which tends 
to criminate the present Government is at present not available. Enough, however, we 
l>elieve, is in our hands to betray their animu$, and to prove the singular success of the 
Popish machinatioua abroad. 
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taken up by the Whi^, they for a 
long time recommended themselves 
and their claims chiefly by refrainine 
from all violent efforts, and from m. 
participation in those democratic ex- 
pedientSf and that seditious turbulence 
on which the Irish entirely relied. At 
the period of the French Revolution, 
most of the English and Scotch Ro- 
man Catholics joined the ranks of the 
alarmists, and deprecated most stre- 
nuously the principles and the prac- 
tices 01 their Irish brethren. In many 
counties, their influence, though great, 
vras never exerted ; in some, it was 
given to the Tory candidates ; they 
took very little interest, however, in the 
contests; they attended Court very 
little ; they participated sparingly in 
the sports and expenses of other conn- 
try gentlemen ; and thus while their 
wealth was increasing, their respect- 
ability and local influence were increas- 
ing also. Times have now altered. 
The Roman Catholics now see clear- 
ly their interest in the success of the 
liberals, and therefore, with very few 
exceptions,* they have thrown their 
weight into that scale, and have joined 
in the projects of Mr O'Connell for 
advancement of their political power. 
How great that weight is in England 
alone* we wish now, before proceeding 
farther, to explain; because it has 
been much underrated, and because, 
from its having been only lately 
brought into use, it b not generally 
at all understood. 

In the peerage, the Roman Catho- 
lics number the Duke of Norfolk, the 
Earls of Shrewsbury, Fingall, and 
Newburgh ; Lords Petre, Stourton, 
Stafford, Vaux, Arundel, Clifford, 
Dormer, and Lovat ; besides, among 
the Scotch and Irish peers who have 
votes in the election ofrepresentatives 
in the imperial parliament, the Earls 
of Traquair and Kenmore ; Viscounts 
Gormanston, Southwell, and Frank- 
fort; Lords TrimlestowD, Louth, 
Dunboyne, and Ffrench. Of these, 
especially of the peers of Parliament, 
we need scarcely add that they include 
some of the most wedthy, ancient, and 
influential noblemen in the kingdom. 
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Among the baronets we find the fol- 
lowing Roman Catholics, nearly all of 
whom may be ranked with the richest 
of the class to which they belong : 
Sir C. Throckmorton, Sir J. Gerard, 
Sir T. Stanley, Sir T. Haggerston, 
Sir E. Blount, Sir H. Hunloke, Sir 
C. Wolseley, Sir H. Titchborne, Sir 
Clifford Constable, Sir £. Mostyn, 
Sir F. Vincent, Sir T. Gage, Sir H. 
Bedingfield, Sir B. Wrey, Sir J. Law- 
son, Sir J. Smy the. Sir J. Swinburne, 
Sir E. Vavasour, &c. ; and besides 
these, there are many baronets of Ire« 
land and Scotland we might mention, 
who profess the same reli^on. Again* 
in the list of the wealthy landed gen- 
try of England many, very many, are 
Roman Catholics; and (as the fol- 
lowing specimens will show to our 
readers resident in various parts of the 
country) some of them are among the 
most powerful proprietors in . their 
respective counties. These names of 
opulent and ancient families are se- 
lected from a much larger catalogue 
now before us : Salvia, Constable 
Maxwell, Mitford, Trafford, Giffard, 
Plowden, Weld, Silvertop, Blunt, 
Stonor, Doughty, Charlton, Canning, 
Eyton, Howard of Corby, Howard of 
Grey stoke, Cary, Chichester, Lang- 
dale, Blundell, Standish, Dalton, 
Scarisbrick, Hales, Tempest, Whe- 
ble, Momington, Lacy, Bodenham, 
Wright, Phillips, Digby, Best, Jones 
of Llawarth, V^aterton, Eccleston, 
Stapleton, Fitzherbert, Riddell, Cla- 
vering, Aston, Talbot, Strickland, 
Rookwood, Walmsley, Eyre, Middle- 
ton, Scudamore, Berkley, Touneley, 
&c. &c. There would be no difficulty 
in naming several in this list and that 
of the baronets above, with landed 
property to the amount of £40,000 
a-year, and a few with even larger in- 
comes. It is therefore clear that the 
Roman Catholics of England (for to 
these we at present confine ourselves) 
have at their disposal all the means 
nacessary to secure for their party 
great political importance and power. 
Nor are these means entirely neglect- 
ed. It if true that in the House of 
Commons the Roman Catholics num- 



* It gives us great pletsure to mention these exceptiong, honorU cautA, We believe 
they are confined to Sir Cliffbrd Constable, in Yorkshire ; Sir John Gerard and Mr 
Trafford, in Lancashire ; Mr Osboldiston Mitford, in Northumberland ; and Air Gif- 
ford, in Staffordshire. All these gentlemen are stanch Conservatives, and from their 
very large properties, enjoy great influence in their respective counties. 
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ber only forty,* of nrhom no more 
than six arc English members; but 
for the smallness of this force it is very 
easy to account when it is remembered 
that there are many Protestant« as 
zealous in the work of innovation as 
the Roman Catholics could desire; 
wfio are less liable to suspicion ; and 
who, therefore, not only have better 
chance at an election, but also are in 
Parliament the best tools Popery could 
select. It is not difficult to under- 
stand that the influential Roman Ca- 
tholics of the West Riding are as will- 
ing to support Sir George Strickland 
as one of their own persuasion ; and 
it is not very marvellous that the 
** liberal " Roman Catholics of Nor- 
thumberland support Lord Howick, 
who declares for the annihilation of 
the Irish Church, as warmly as they 
could possibly support any one even 
of their warmest Jesuits. If the votes 
of thd pseudo- Protestant and of the 
avowed Roman Catholic are to be 
exactly the same in the House of Com- 
mons, common sense and policy dic- 
tate to the Papists a preference for 
the former; and while so many of 
these convenient persons are to be 
found, there is no necessity for crowd- 
ing the House of Commons with men 
openly adhering to a religion, which, 
peradventure, may yet again become 
the object of popular alarm. But at 
Court, where the required work can- 
not be efficaciously performed by de- 
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puty, we find the Roman Catholics 
contrive to appear in person. The 
Treasurer of the Household b a Ro- 
man Catholic, the Marchioness of 
Wellesley, Lady BedingQeld, and the 
Earl of Fingal, all of whom have been 
about the Court for some time, are 
Roman Catholics ; and several others 
of the same kind have been placed in 
minor situations. Not a few places 
have been filled by individuals quite as 
well pleasing to Popery ; namely, in- 
dividuals notoriously of no religion at 
all. Many very high offices in the 
state are now held either by Roman 
Catholics or persons of this class. In 
Ireland, it is well known that nearlj 
every legal situation which has fallen 
vacant during the existence of the pre- 
sent Government, has been given to a 
Roman Catholic. As instances, we 
may mention that the Master of the 
Rolls, the Chief Baron of the Exche- 

?uer, the Chief Remembrancer, the 
^lerk of the Hanaper Office, the At- 
torney and the Solicitor- General, the 
Lord- Lieutenant's confidential legal 
adviser, are all Papists ; and if as yet 
there are no more in similar stations, 
the reason is simply that there have 
unfortunately been very few legal va- 
cancies. In the colonics the same 
gross mal-administration of patronage 
prevails. The newly appomted Go- 
vernor of New South Wales is Sir 
Maurice O'Connell, whose very name 
speaks volumes. But this is not all.f 



* As it is well that the names of these persons should be generally known, we sub- 
join them. English members : The Etrl of Surrey, Lord Fltxalan, Messrs Langdale, 
W. Stanley, Standish and P. H. Howard. Irish members. Messrs Archbotd, Bryaiij 
Bellew, Chester, Fitzsimon, Maner, O'Connell, M. O'Connell, M. J. O'Connell, J. 
O'Connetl, Morgan O'CounclI, R. O'Ferrall, Reddington, E. B. Roche, J. H. Tulbot, 
H. Ball, H. W. Barron, G. S. Barry, H. Bridgman, D. CalUgan, J. Power. W. Roche, 
R. L. Shiel, T. Wyse, O'Connor Don, M. J. Blake, R. D. Browne, A. H. Lynch, .1. 
P. Somers, C. O'Brien, Colonel Butler, J. J. Bodkin, Sir R. Nagle, and Sir Wm. 
Brabazon. It is proper to add, that Lords Surrey and Fltxalan have always most hon- 
ourably abstained from violating their oaths by voting on Church matters. No better 
condemnation of the rest could be required. 

t Connected with the subject of the increase of Popish political influence, there is 
one topic which we cannot overlook, thoogh it is rather a delicate one to mention ; we 
mean the private progress made by the Roman Catholics among the leading liberal 
families. We are reluctant to refer to this matter, but it is necessary to do so. 

It is notorious, that the Duke of Leeds, the Marquis Wellesley, Lord Albemarle, 
Lord Kinnaird, Lord De Mauley, Mr Ward, M. P., and numy more professing Pro- 
testants, married Roman Catholics. Such, too, is the case with many of the female 
Protestant nobility ; for instance, the Duke of Sutherland's sister married Lord Surrey ; 
Lord Sefton's daughter married Mr Towneley, the wealthy Lancashire Roman Catholic, 
Ice. &c. These seem private matters, but we mention them, because they throw no 
little light on public ones. And then again, members of several liberal families have 
recently l>een converted, or rather perverted to Popery. We may name among others, 
a brother of Earl Spencer, Sir Charles Wolseley, Mr Philips, son of the late Wbl^ 
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Popery has been adyaneing not only 
in wealth and influence* honour and 
official power ; it has been progress- 
ing in every other direction, and by 
every other means. Its proselyting 
zeal has been rekindled ; its Jesuitical 
arts have been applied ; its experience 
has been brought to bear ; it has 
watched every opportunity of turning 
the balance between contending poli- 
tical parties; and thus gradually it 
has gone forward, till its course seems 
plain, and its path smooth and clear. 
While Protestants have been quarrel- 
ling, or while they have been sleep- 
ing. Popery, with stealthy steps, or 
by bold manoeuvres, has been gaining 
ground, disarming some, deluding 
others, conquering more, and march- 
ing onward to a position, whence it 
can defy opposition; nay more, can 
in turn overbear and threaten all. 
Many have ridiculed the pretence of 
those who foresaw such encroach- 
ment and such a triumph ; many, 
even up to the present time, have so 
little heeded the matter, that they 
know not whether to ridicule or resist. 
Yet the slightest fair enquiry would 
have convinced the most sceptical that 
the peril was indeed fast approaching, 
and that a struggle must sooner or 
later come, if early efforts were not 
made to obviate the necessity of fu- 
ture struggles. We believe that it is 
now too late to stay the course of the 
successful superstition, though it can- 
not be too late to check and impede 
it ; at any rate, it is high time that 
the people should ascertain the truth, 
however psdnful and alarming, and 
should act on the dictates of sound 
policy, when at length a sound judg- 
ment is formed. 

In 1792, there ipere not, in t/ie whole 
of Great Britain, thirty Roman Ca^ 
tholic chapels: there are now Jive 
hundred and nineteen, and forty-three 
building. In that year, there was not 
one single Roman Catholic college; 
there are now ten, and sixty seminaries 
of education, besides chapel schools. 



Very lately, Mr Blundcll of J ace 
Blundell, a Roman Catholic gentle- 
man of great wealth, in Lancashire, 
died, leaving L. 200,000 to the Roman 
Catholic bishop of London, doubtless 
for the increase of similar establish- 
ments ; and by the Catholic magazines 
and Catholic directories, we observe 
some other bequests of great value— 
one, particularly, from a Miss Demp- 
sey, who is stated to have left her 
whole property (which is called con« 
siderable) to her church. There are 
other symptoms of extraordinary zeal 
and activity, and money is well known 
to have been received from abroad, 
particularly from the Leopoldine In- 
stitution of Austria. It must be re- 
membered, too, that the Roman Ca- 
tholic population of Great Britain is 
now very little short of Two Mil- 
lions; that there is, as we have 
shown, great wealth among their lead- 
ers; and that, when more money is 
wanted, all tbe terrors of a dcath-bcd 
are now, as they ever have been, em- 
ployed by the priests — with their 
threatenings of purgatory, and their 
promises of masses for the soul — to 
extort a parting gift or legacy to the 
church. Before the Reformation, this 
system had been carried to such an ox- 
tent, that, both in England and Scot- 
land, the Church of Rome nossessed 
upwards of one quarter of tne whole 
land of the country ; and nowadays, 
the same arts that gained that enor- 
mous property being employed — ^why, 
we ask, shoidd they not be propor- 
tionately, or at least ]^artially, success- 
ful? By law, devises of land for 
ecclesiastical or charitable purposes 
are void, by the force of acts which 
first were placed on the statute-book, 
centuries ago, to check the Papists— 
which they constantly evaded then 
with wonderful sagacity and cunning, 
and which they may evade again ; • 
or if not, donations are still valid un- 
der certain circumstances, and per- 
sonal property may be bequeathed as 
before. There is, therefore, every 



member for Leiceetershire, Mr Roche the member for Cork county, Mr Kenelm 
Digby, Sir Bourchier Wrey, and Mr Benett, the fon of tbe Whig member for Wilt- 
shire. On facts of this liind, when they accumulate, no comment is necessary. 

* For a great deal of curious information respecting the astonisliing avarice and 
grasping ingenuity of the Romish ecclesiastics in this country, we refer our readers to 
Blackstone's Commentaries, Book II., Chapter XVIII. The passage to which we 
refer, occurs under the head of '* Alienation in mortmain,*' and will well repay the 
trouble of perusal. 



Digitized by 



Google 



498 The Progress of Popery. [Oct. 

fair prospect that the two millions will testant chorcb-room-^-the latter doei 

be speedily fully provided with reli- not provide for one-tenth of the whole 

ipous instruction ; and when we con- of that population, which exceeds one 

sider the immense nimiber of Protest- million of souls I Then, in Ireland, for 

ants who are Protestants only in namci years the proportion of Roman Catho- 

and the very large portion of such lies to Protestants has been gradually 

who are wholly neglected, we own and steadily increasing through the 

we see nothing unreasonable in the former laxity of the Established 

expectation that Popeiy wUl gain Church, the zeal of Popery, and the 

many more victims. In Mr Bicker- recent bitter persecutions which have 

steth's tract on the Progress of Po- tended so much to the encouragement 

pery,* eighteen parishes are enume- of Protestant emigration. f jfn that 

rated, with their population^ and Pro- unhappy country Siere is a college, 



* Published in London, 1886 ; Seeley and Bomside. We cannot refrain from 
using one quotation, which Mr Bickersteth takes from Mr Scott — the able author, we 
presume, of the Continuation of Milner*8 Church History. It refers to the extent of 
Popish persecutions. " No computation can reach the numben who have been put 
to death, in different ways, on account of their maintaining the profession of the Gos- 
pel, and opposing the corruptions of the Church of Rome. A million of poor Wal- 
denses perished in Prance ; 900,000 orthodox Christians were slain in less than thirty 
years after the institution of the order of the Jesuits. The Duke of Alva boasted of 
having put to death, in the Netherlands, 36,000, by the hands of the conmion execu- 
tioner, during the space of a few years. The Inquisition destroyed, by various tor- 
tures, 150,000 within thirty years. These are a feW specimens, and but a few, of 
those which history has recorded ; but the total amount will never be known till the 
earth shall disclose her blood, and no more cover her slain." When to these things 
we add the days of Queen Mary in England, the Swedish butchery, the massacre of 
St Bartholomew, the Sicilian Vespers, the Inquisition at Goa, the suppression of the 
Reformation in Italy, the Irish massacre of 164 1, the Council of Constance, the revo- 
cation of the Edict of Nantes, truly we may well rally to resist the domination of the 
harlot^ ** drunk with the blood of the saints." But it is said, forsooth, Popery has 
changed \ that the Ethiopian has changed his skin, and the leopard his spots ! Oh 
mockery I We tead, in the Record and Times recently t i^n account of the banishment 
of some hundreds of poor Protestants from Zillerthal, in Tyrol. The incident recalls 
the recollection of Milton's noble sonnet on the persecution of the same people in 
Cromweirs time — a sonnet that should be in the very heart of every Englishxnan. 

** Avenge, O Lord, thy ilangbter'd uhits. whott bones 

Lie scattered on the Alpine mountftins cold : 

E'eS them who kept tliy truth lo pure of old. 

When all our fathen worehip'd fttocki and itonet. 

Forget not ; in thy book record their groans 

Who were thy sheep, and in their ancient ftMd, 

Slain by the bloody Piedmontese that roll'd 

Mother with infant down the rocks. Their moans 

The valet redoubled to the hills, and they 

To Heav*D. Their martyr'd blood and aiahes sow 

O'er all the Italian fields, where still doth sway 

The triple tyrant : that Trrttn Uiese may grow 

A httBdred fold, who, having Ieam*d thy way. 

Early may fly the Babylonian wock" 

t Besides the facts stated above, we call the attention of our readers to the follow- 
ing quotations from the ** Catholic Directory*' of 1838. They will show the spirit and 
progress of Popery in Ireland as clearly as anything with whidi we have ever yet met. 
Diocese of Ardogh. — " There are religious libraries and Christian doctrine confirater- 
nities in almost every parish ; and it is hoped that ere long they will be established in 
all. With one or two exceptions, every parbh has one or more newly built and 
slated chapels." * * * * ** Education has been greatly extended during the last 
few years ; parlicularly that religious education which con»ist» in an accttrate knowledge 
trfthe mytteriet and oMc** savinp truths of ChritHanity.** — CethoUe Directory^ page 101. 

So much fbr the national system of education 1 

" Religion has been steadily advancing in the diocese of Dromore. ♦ • • • 
Although one of tlie smallest and certainly one of the poorest dioceses in Ireland, yet 
within the last ft>w years sixteen new chapels have been built, and some of them 
among the best and most tasteful erections in the country.'' — Page 105. 

There are only seventeen parishes in Dromore, and yet we hear of sixteen new 
chapels I 

" In no city within the same short space have so many religious and charitable In- 
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supported by public money, for the 
free education of priests ; and of these 
there are now scarcely less than 2500, 
with four archbishops, twenty- three 
bishops, eight colleges, besides May- 
nooth, several monasteries and many 
conyents, nunneries, societies, clubs, 
and private seminaries. In Scotland, 
also, it is unfortunately too true that 
Popery has been of late rapidly ad- 
vancing, particularly in the west. In 
Glasgow alone there are now 30,000 
Roman Catholics, and even in Stirling 
they have recently erected a handsome 
chapel. In the colonies they have, 
mider various names (as, for instance* 
the Bishop of Trinidad is called Bi« 
shop of Olympus), bishops at the fol- 
lowing places : — Quebec (with a coad- 
jutor) ; Montreal (with a coadjutor) ; 
Hudson's Bay ; Kingston, Upper Ca- 
nada (with a coadjutor) ; Newfound- 
land ; St John's, New Brunswick 5 
Nova Scotia ; Trinidad ; Ceylon j 
Jamaica ; Mauritius ; Madras ; Cal- 
cutta ; Australasia ; Cape of Good 
Hope. In all these places they have 
extensive establishments. In Ceylon, 
their bbhop is only lately appointed \ 
and in the Catholic Magazine of Sep- 
tember 1838, just published, they 
boast of having 100,000 persons at- 
tached to their church in that island. 
In India they pretend to 600,000; 
and though that number is question- 
able, still it is not denied that their 
converts constitute no inconsiderable 
portion of the southern population. 
In Trinidad nearly the whole peo- 
ple are Roman Catholics, and sixteen 
new missionaries have lately sailed to 
complete the Popish victory.* From 
New South Wales, Bishop Broughton^ 
the excellent Protestant diocesan, 
wrote to the Christian Knowledge 
Society in January 1836, to the fol- 
lowing effect : — ''Protestantism is much 
endangered in this colony ; the efforts 
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of Rome in this country care almost in^ 
credible. It is traversed by the agents 
of Rome, I earnestly desire means of 
counteractijtg these machinations. The 
Protestant schools can be maintained 
no longer, and a grant is required to 
maintain schools in connexion with the 
church, and in t/ie churches them" 
selves,"* 

In Canada, Popery is the established 
religion of one province, and is libe- 
rally assisted in tne other ; while, dur- 
ing the period that intervened between 
1831 and 1835, although 300,000 more 
emigrants had arrived out, the grant 
to the established church was gradual- 
ly diminished from L. 16,000 per an- 
num to L.3,500 per annum. In the 
Cape of Good Hope much has already 
been done in Graham's- Town and 
elsewhere ; particularly in the new 
parts of the colony. In Newfound- 
land the Roman Catholics form a ma- 
jority of the House of Assembly, and 
have gained otherwise a complete as- 
cendency. A petition was presented 
to Parliament last session by Mr 
Gladstone, signed by 927 respectable 
inhabitants of the town of St John*8, 
which was ordered to be printed. 
From this important doomment we ex- 
tract the following passage : — 

*' Id this island, the populatioii of which 
may be estimated at 75,000, of whom 
about one-half are Protestants and the 
other half Roman Catholici, it may be 
proper to remind yomr Honourable House 
that there are no legal distinctions affect- 
ing any class of Her Majesty's subjects ; 
and were the Roman Catholics permitted 
to follow the impulse of their own minds, 
and to act individually as their own wishes 
might prompt them, there would be no 
cause for apprehending that they would 
differ from their neighbours in matters of 
a civil nature. But it unfortunately hap- 
pens that their clergy hare acquired a 
thoroughly despotic and absolute control 



Btitutions sprung up as in the metropolis of Ireland. The metropolitan church in 
Marlborough Street, and the new church of St Andrew, in Westlan Row, and St Paul, 
Arran Quay, are splendid proofs of the zeal and piety of the Catholic inhabitants of 
Dublin. That capital and its environs can now boast of twenty Catholic churches, one 
monastery, fourteen convents, five institutions of the Sisters of Qiarity, three Sisters 
of Mercy, ux charitable societies for promoting spiritual and corporal works of mercy,** 
&c. &c— Page 109. 

Diocese of Ossory. — ** Some new chapels and convents are in progress.**— Page 
114. 

" The Roman Catholic population of Cloyne and Ross, by the last census, amounts 
to nearly 400,000, and gives an average of nearly 7»000 to each parish." — Page 180. 

* See the Report of the Church Missionary Society for 1888, page 80. 
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over A Tery large proportion of the lower 
orders of their creed, by which means 
they are enabled to concentrate and direct 
the efforts of the body against each mem- 
ber individually to an extent that would 
scarcely be credited by any who do not 
witness their conduct, and in a way 
that is altogether destructive of the civil 
and religious liberdes of the people at 
large. . . . 

" In the first place, they denounce them 
firom the altar as persons hostile to the 
priests, and as opposed to the authority of 
their Church, and then warn their congre- 
gations not to deal or hold any intercourse 
with them, designating them commonly as 
' mad dogs ;* a term by which it is under- 
stood that the individuals to whom it is 
applied have not adopted the political 
views of their priests, and are therefore 
to be regarded as if excommunicated ; and 
being thus branded, they are, to a very 
considerable, and in some instances to a 
ruinous extent, injured in their business, 
are constantly exposed to much personal 
insult, and are not unfrequently ill-treated 
in the open streets by the lower orders of 
their own creed, who deem it a meritori- 
ous service thus to carry into effect the 
denunciations of their own priests.'* 

In the South Sea^, equal activity is 
displayed. Dr Lang, the principal of 
the Church of Scotland College in 
New South Walesi writing home on 
the 6th Octoher> 1836^ thus expresses 
himself: — 

" The moral influence of the Christian 
church of New South Wales will extend 
eventually to the neighbouring islands of 
New Zealand, containing a native popula- 
tion of half a million of souls, and com- 
prising an extent of territory almost equal 
to that of the British Islands; to the 
western islands of the Padflo, numberless, 
and teeming with inhabitants ; to the In- 
dian Archipelago, that great nursery of 
nations ; to China itself. That the Ro • 
mish propaganda has already directed her 
vulture eye to this vast field of mor»l in- 
fluence, and strewn it, in imagination, with 
the carcasses of the slain, is unquestionable, 
Spanish monks and friars have within the 
last few years been sent from the recently 
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formed republics of the South American to 
the eastern islands of the Pacific. Other 
groups, still more distant from the Ameri- 
can continent, have recently been survey- 
ed and taken possession of by Romiab 
missiouariea direct from France ; and tho 
Roman Catholic Bishop of New South 
Wales is already taking his measures for 
co-operating with these missionaries from 
the westward, hy trantforming the sous of 
Irish concicts in Ntw South Wales and 
Van Diemans Land into missionary priests, 
and disptrsiny them over the length and 
breadth of the vast Pacific,** 

In the United States, although it is 
not forty years since the first Roman 
Catholic see was created* the Christian 
Observer, as quoted by Mr Bickersteth, 
states, *' there is now a Catholic popu- 
lation of 600,000 souls uuder the go* 
yernment of the Pope, an archbishop 
of Baltimore, twelve bishops, and 34 i 
priests. The number of churches is 
401 ; masshouses, about 300 ; colleges* 
ten ; seminaries for young men, nine ; 
theological seminaries, ^ye ; novitiates 
for Jesuits, monasteries and convents 
with academies attached, thirty. one ; 
seminaries for young ladies, thirty ; 
schools of the sisters of charity, twenty- 
nine ; an academy for coloured girls 
at Baltimore ; a female infant school ; 
and seven Catholic newspapers." In 
the West Indies unexampled efforts 
are now made among all classes, prin- 
cipally from the missionaries of Cuba, 
where Popery reigns in undisturbed 
supremacy and unrivalled splendour. 
Even in China, beyond the borders of 
which Protestants haye failed to pene- 
trate, and whence they are now effec- 
tually (though we trust only for a 
time) excluded, the Jesuits have been 
working with a marvellous courage 
worthy of a better cause, and with a 
success which may well justify their 
boasting.* There is no comer of the 
globe which their restless feet have not 
invaded ; there is no danger thoy have 
not braved ; there is no artifice they 
have scorned; and, of course, no 
scruple has been allowed to deter men 



* For the boasting to which we allude, and other important information on the sub- 
ject of Roman Catholic missions, we must refer to ** Dr Wiseman's Lectures, Lon- 
don, 1837," and the ** Roman Catholic Missions of Australasia, by W. I'llatbome, D.D., 
Vicar- General." Published, Liverpool, Rockcliff and Duckworth, 1837. Some of 
the statements of the former work, particularly those relating to Protestant missions, 
have been refuted in the Rev. James Hough's " Protestant Missions Vindicated." 
Seeley, London, 1857. By the Catholic Directory of 1838, it appears that the P»- 
pists actually have two iMshopricks in China ! 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



The Progress 



who proclaim that " the end can sancti- 
fy the means." We believe it must be 
admitted, however, that the difficalties 
they encounter are not equal to those 
with which the Protestants contend. 
It is not very difficult to make a Pa- 
pist of a Pagan. No one who has read 
Southey's History of Brazil can be 
astonished at the success of Roman 
Catholics in their missionary efforts, 
and no one who has read Dr Buchan- 
an's ** Christian Researches,** and 
noted there the horrors inflicted on 
their victims, and the apology for 
Christianity taught by them, can have 
the slightest sympathy with their exer- 
tions. To them, if to any in the pre- 
sent day, applies the awful censure, 
*< Woe unto ye Pharisees, ye compass 
sea and land to make one proselyte, 
and when he is made, ye make him 
twofold more a child of hell than your- 
selves.** But it is with the facts we 
have now to do; we wish chiefly to 
show that they have progressed ; we 
leave others to determine how and why. 
We And in Europe symptoms that 
Popery is once more at war with the 
Bible, and struggling for ancient as- 
cendency. The following extract b 
from a fulmination of the Bishop of 
Bruges, dated Lent, 1838. We toke 
it from the Monthly Extracts of the 
Bible Society of the 30th April, and it 
is accompanied with a notification that 
similar decrees have been made in 
France. 

'* We are desirous that all onr dioces- 
ans should be apprised anew, that it u 
setertly prohibited to every one, who is not 
provided with apecial permitsum to read and 
hold forbidden books, to purchase a Bible, 
or a commentary on the Bible, or any other 
boohs whatever, of the emissaries of the 
Bible Society, or to receive them gratis, or 
to retain such copies as they have in their 
possession. In any case we deem it onr 
duty to state, that while holding error in 
detestation, individuals are nevertheless 
hound to abstain from all acts of violence 
towards the emissaries of the society in 
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question ; the constituted authorities alone 
being empowered by the laws, both human 
and divine, to employ force of arms and the 
exercise of justice,** 

Such is freedom in that popishly 
revolutionized land ! In Holland, we 
hear with deep sorrow, that supersti- 
tion is again making way, and is ra- 
pidly beating down that Protestant 
vanguard of Europe. In Leyden, 
three Roman Catholic chapels have 
been erected, and we understand, on 
unquestionable authority, progress has 
been made to an alarming extent. In 
France, the Archbishop of Paris has 
ventured on that which few French- 
men now attempt — the counteraction 
of their arbitrary king. He has ad- 
dressed the monarch, and has com- 
menced to agitate for a renewal of the 
pomp and power of Romanism ; and, 
with his psu^, he has already render- 
ed tho educational system as closely 
Popish as possible. In the Rhenish 
provinces of Prussia,* the Archbishop 
of Cologne has preferred the authority 
of the Pope to that of the King, and 
in direct contravention of the law, has 
displayed the bigotry of his religion, 
by forbidding Roman Catholics to 
marry Protestants. In Tyrol, as we 
have already mentioned in a note, 
hundreds have been banished from 
their native land, and expelled even 
beyond the extreme borders of the 
whole Austrian Empire for daring to 
worship the God of their fathers as those 
champions of truth dared to do in 
ancient times. Thus in every part of 
the world, Popeir, now in close al- 
liance with inndelity, is pursuing its 
triumphant course, is trampling on 
the consciences of mankind ; render- 
ing whole districts desolate of the 
word of life ; and thwarting, with sys- 
tematic zeal, the genuine ministers of 
the gospel. One short step more will 
enable that despotic power to com- 
plete the victory, to attack all recu- 
sants with pristine cmelty, and con- 
vert the most faithful countries into 



* In the Rhenish provinces the Roman Catholic population amouniB to 1,678,745 souls. 
In the whole Prussian dominions, inclusive of those provinces, the number is not less 
than 6,000,000 ! In Nassau, they form nearly three-fifths of the population, and in 
both Baden and Bavaria, they are more than double the number of all the various Pro- 
testant sects. In Hanover there are upwards of 200,000 Roman Catholics, and in 
Austria they constitute the mass of the community. Such, also^ is the case in France, 
Spain, Portugal, Italy. Belgium, Poland, Sicily, Sardinia, South America, Madeira, 
parts of Greece, Ireland, the Azores, the Cape de Verd Islands, the Phillipine Islands, 
Lower Canada, Martinique, Isle of France, tec. Sec. Ice. 
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Blaughter-honses of afflicted truth. 
Every where under fraudulent liberal 
pretences the Roman Catholics are 
gaining over the unwary j and on such 
they are fastening the clanking fetters 
which our nobler ancestors^ swelling 
with the dignity of freemen, burst 
asunder. The Jesuits who were put 
down when it was convenient to be 
quiescent, and when the jealous eyes 
of real Protestants were watching 
every trick, and were prepared to re- 
sbt every nefarious design, are now 
called again into action, and are al- 
lowed in a degenerate age to under- 
nune with impunity, and to prosper 
without remark. Nothing intrigue 
could procure is wanted, nothing false- 
hood could purchase is required, no- 
thing concentrated ability and enor- 
mous wealth could obtain is now un- 
possessed by the Papbts. With each 
concession they have obtained, their 
demands have increased ; with every 
victory they have won, their morbid 
ambition has risen ; and with accumu- 
lated strength > with augmented power, 
with expanded hopes, they have ap- 
plied themselves to each fresh under- 
taking, — resolved, however, even if 
that be gained, to deem it nothing more 
important than an " instalment,** 

But let us look at home, and scru- 
tinize more narrowly in our own once 
free and blessed land the insidious 
and successful encroachments of Po- 
pery. In 1793, the franchise was 
granted to the Roman Catholics, and 
they were rendered admissible to cor- 
porations; in 1795, the grant was 
made to the College of Maynooth, and 
shortly after they were admitted to 
the bar, and to the higher ranks of the 
army. They then clamoured in Ire- 
land and petitioned in England to be 
admitted to the legislature, making 
stmdry plausible professions as to their 
intentions and principles. These are 
very well known, but they cannot be 
too generally circulated, and there- 
fore, we will give specimens, and three 
only. In 1805, a petition was pre- 
sented to Parliament, signed, among 
others, by Mr O'Connell, praying for 
" Emancipation." The petitioners 
stated, 

" That the Roman Catholic party 
felt bound to defend the right of pro- 
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perty as established by the laws now 
m being, and they solemnly abjured 
all and every idea of subverting the 
Church, or of using any privilege 
that might be granted to them to effect 
that object." In 1812, a similar pe- 
tition was presented in an emphatic 
speech by Mr Brougham ; that peti- 
tion said, 

" We distinctly disavow any inten- 
tion to subvert the Protestant Esta- 
blishment, for the purpose of substi- 
tuting a Roman Catholic Establish- 
ment in its stead."* Lastly, in 1826, 
the Roman Catholic bishops address- 
ed the Protestants of England in a 
document, of which the following is 
an extract. 

« Bearing equally with you, our 
fellow subjects, the burdens of the 
country, and upholding equally its 
institutions and its glory, we clami to 
be admitted to a full participation in 
all the rights of British subjects. 
Every principle and practice hostile, 
in the remotest degree, to those insti- 
tutions, we most explicitly disclaim. 
Year afcer year we repeat the humi- 
liating task of disavowal, still we 
suffer the penalties of guilt." 

These, and many other similar de- 
clarations, deluded a very large por- 
tion of the people ; and at length Par- 
liament was recommended to consider 
the Roman Catholic claims. The 
King's speech on that occasion was 
as follows : 

** His Majesty recommends that 
you take into your deliberate conside- 
ration the whole condition of Ireland, 
and that you should review the laws 
which impose civil disabilities on his 
Roman Catholic subjects. You will 
consider whether the removal of those 
disabilities can be effiscted consistently 
with the full and permanent security of 
our Establishments in Church and 
State, with the maintenance of the re- 
formed religion established by law, and 
of the rights and privileges of the bi- 
shops and of the clergy of this realm, 
and of the churches committed to their 
charge.*' In answer to that speech, 
all parties in both houses unanimous- 
Iv concurred in an address, pledging 
themselves to have those important 
oljects in view when settiing this long 
agitated question. Consequently, two 



* For these, and very many other interesting particulars, see the Bishop of Ez«t«r*8 
admirable speech, delivered March 1, 1838, published by the Protettaot A aso cktf on* 
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clauses were insertedj in the bill, one 
forbidding any Roman Catholic Ec- 
clesiastic to assume the style and title 
of any bbhop of the United Church 
of England and Ireland ; in defiance of 
which, the Roman Catholic prelates 
have recently assumed the title of 
nearly every Protestant bishop, and 
have been lejfi unprosecuted by the Go^ 
vernment ; and the other, imposing the 
following solemn oath on all Roman 
Catholic members of Parliament. 

<^ I do swear, that I will defend to 
the utmost of my power, the settle- 
ment of property within this realm as 
established by the laws ; and I do 
hereby disclaim, disavow, and solemn- 
ly abjure any intention to subvert the 
present Church Establishment, as set- 
tled by law within this realm ; and I 
do solemnly swear that I never will 
exercise any privilege to which I am, 
or may become entitled, to disturb or 
weaken the Protestant religion, or 
Protestant Government in this king- 
dom ; and I do solemnly in the pre- 
sence of God profess, testify, and de- 
clare, that I do make this declaration, 
and every part thereof, in the plain 
and ordinary sense of the words of 
this oath, without any evasion, equivo- 
cation, or mental reservation what* 
ever.'* 

Such were the circumstances under 
which the Popish bill passed, and such 
was the oath on which the friends of 
the Ecclesiastical Establishments and 
of Protestantbm relied for their pro- 
tection. What has been the result ? 
We ask every reasonable man if eyerj 
year since 1829 has not seen the poh- 
tical power of the Roman Catholics 
increase ? And we askJUrther, if so 
much has been done in the first nine 
years after £mancipation, what may 
not the second nine years witness 9 

In 1833, a bill passed, for which the 
Papists in the Houses of Parliament, 
with a very few exceptions, voted, 
abolishing ten bishoprics in Ireland, 
abolbhing church rates in that coun- 
try, and taxmg all benefices above 
dC300 a-year. In the same year, the 
grant to the Kildare Place Society, 
which had for many years carried on 
an extensive, and, we believe, very be- 
neficial, and not unpopular system of 
bible education, was withdrawn ; and 
in place of it, the national system of 
education was established, to which 
fifty thousand pounds is annually 
granted, and which is conducted by a 
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board consisting of about equal pro- 
portions of Papists, Socinians, and no« 
minal Protestants. As might have 
been expected, the Bible has been ex- 
cluded from the schools. In lieu of it 
sundry extracts (not taken from the 
authorized version but translated by 
this " liberal " board), have been sub- 
stituted ; and, in consequence, the Pro- 
testants have almost in a body ab- 
stained from connexion with such a sys- 
tem, and the Papists are therefore left 
in undisturbed enjoyment of the large 
Government grant, while the Pro- 
testants are left without one word of 
sympathy or encouragement, and 
without the assistance of a shilling 
from the public treasury to which 
they contribute so considerable a pro- 
portion. So much for the year 1833, 
the first opportunity which the public 
excitement about the Reform bill had 
allowed for the consideration of gene- 
ral measures. In the following year 
Mr O'Connell moved a resolution that 
tithes should be appropriated to pur- 
poses of general public utility ; and in 
1835 came forth the celebrated appro- 
priation clause, by the operation of 
which the Protestant minbters were 
to be withdrawn from 850 parishes in 
Ireland ; and, ashy that clause whenever 
there were less ilmxi fifty Protestants 
in aparishthe church should be shut up 
and the property given — given on the 
spot, to Popish education under the 
resident Popish priest, it is evident 
that there was a direct premium on 
Protestant extermination in those 
places where rather more than fifty 
professors of the truth were found. 
In 1834 and 1835, too, Mr O'Connell 
and others of his party for the first 
time attended meetings in support of 
the Voluntary principle, that is agita- 
ted for the total destruction of the 
Church they had solemnly sworn to 
uphold. Happily both this notable 
scheme and the spoliation clause mi- 
serably failed, and then other mea- 
sures became requisite. As the Ro- 
man Catholics found that they could 
not grasp the whole, or a large part of 
the Church property, they determined 
to introduce at least the narrow edge 
of the wedge, and to share something, 
however small, as a beginning. Ac- 
cordingly, last Session, when the Pri- 
sons' biU was under discussion, Mr 
Langdale introduced a clause, provid- 
ing that whenever in any prison there 
shall be upwards of fifty persons of 



Digitized by 



Google 



504 

any denomination, tJure shall there be 
a chaplidn of that denomination paid 
by the Government. Thus, under 
cover of ** any denomination,^* the Ro- 
man Catholics, who were alone con- 
cerned in the success of the trick, con- 
trived to introduce a provision for the 
payment of some of their clergy ; and 
Mr Baines, as the organ of tfie Dis- 
senters, after stating, in terms which 
we do not hesitate to call false and 
disgraceful, that there were " no diS' 
sentersin prison,** supported Mr Lang- 
dale's clause, and carried it. But it 
was thrown out in the House of Lords, 
though not, it appears, to the dis- 
couragement of the parties chiefly con- 
cerned, for we observe, by the " Ca- 
tholic Magazine," that it is to be re- 
newed next Session ; and, on Dr Lin- 
gard's suggestion, with the additional 
provision that it shall extend to all 
persons confined for debt, as well as 
those incarcerated for criminal offen- 
ces. 

But this is not the only measure 
on the part of the Roman Catho- 
lics that has signalised the present 
year. For first, on the 26th February, 
at a meeting held at the Sabloniere 
Hotel, a society was instituted for the 
** Diffusion of Catholic Publications," 
which was at once taken up by many 
eminent and wealthy individuals. And, 
secondly, at another meeting, held 
more recently, at which the advice and 
presence of Mr O'Connell were ob- 
tained, a formidable kind of associa- 
tion was formed, to be called ** The 
Catholic Institute." Of this body the 
Earl of Shrewsbury is declared presi- 
dent ; and, on the 26th July, a circular 
was published, which we find in the 
Catholic Magazine of August. The 
following noblemen and gentlemen 
therein named as the Vice-Presidents, 
and others it is said have been ap- 
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plied to, though their answers have 
not yet been received : — 

The Earl of Newburgh. 

Lord aifford. 

Lord Lovat. 

The Hon. Charles Langdale, M.P. 

Sir Henry Beding field, Bart. 

Daniel O'Connell, Esq., M.P. 

Philip H. Howard, Esq., M.P., of 
Corby Castle. 

A. H. Lynch, Esq., M.P.* 

Charles Towneley, Esq. of Towne- 
ley, Lancashire. 

Wm. Constable Maxwell, Esq., of 
Eringham Park, Yorkshire. 

John Menzies, Esq., of Pitfodels. 

William Lawson, Esq., of Brough 
Hall, Yorkshire. 

Andrew L. Phillips, of Garrendon 
Park, Leicestershire. 

Philip Jones, Esq., of Llanarth, 
Monmouthshire. 

James Wheble, Esq., of Woodley, 
Berkshire.! 

Robert Berkeley, Esq., of Spetchley, 
Worcestershire. 

Joseph Weld, Esq., of Lullworth 
Castle, Dorset. 

Among the objects declared — we 
say declared, in contradiction to enter- 
tained, for we do not expect from Ro- 
man Catholics much openness or can- 
dour, are the following : — We give 
them as embodied in the 11th, 12th, 
and 13th "Resolutions. No. U." 
" That the funds of the institute shall be 
applied by the committee in providing 
a suitable place of meeting, and in re- 
compensing the secretary, and such 
officers as they may consider neces- 
sary, for the purpose of conducting 
the affairs, and keeping the accounts 
of the institute ; and that a further 
portion of the funds shall be applied 
m printing and circulating such pub- 



* Mr Lynch has recently been appointed to tho office of one of the Masters in 
Chancery, worth four thousand a-ycar. 

f Tliis gentleman is at present high-sheriff of Berkshire, and recently took advantage 
of tho occasion to proceed at the head of a procession, and lay the first stone of a now 
Popish chapel at Reading. Mr Momington, another Roman Catholic, being high- 
sheriff of Herefordshire last year, did the same at Hereford ; and, in that case, he 
marched out in very great pomp, and with the militia band playing the grand '* Halle- 
lujah chorus" of Handel. The Catholic Directory says two thousand persons were pre- 
sent, '* including the Mayor and his family, and several members of the Town Council." 
In Leicestershire, on laying the foundation of a chapel at Grace Dieu, Mr Ambrose 
Lisle Phillips ** appeared in the dress of a Deputy-Lieutenant of the county, and Sir 
Charles Wolseley in a court dress." 
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lications as> having the previous sanc- 
tion of a clergyman duly authorized 
by the Vicar Apostolic of the London 
district^ may be deemed useful to ob- 
viate calumny, to explain Catholic te- 
nets, defend the purity and truth of 
Catholic doctrines, and circulate use- 
ful information on these* subjects/* 

No, 12. Resolved, « That the com- 
mittee shall also undertake the exa- 
mination of all cases of religious op- 
pression, or of deprivation of rights of 
conscience of the poorer and less pro- 
tected classes of Catholics, under any 
circumstances.*'* 

No. 1 3. Resolved, " That the com- 
mittee shall be authorized to appoint 
sub-committees of not less than five 
members out of their own body, for 
any purposes of the institute, arid also 
to organize local committees , and to so- 
licit and avail themselves of the co- 
operation of individuals in different 
parts of Great Britain and the colo- 
niesJ" 

The result of tliis plan has been an 
arrangement for the complete organi- 
zation of the whole Roman Catholic 
population. Not only are there to be 
district committees, but also there are 
to be parish committees, and these 
again are to be subdivided. Thb ar- 
rangement, in all its parts, bears evi- 
dently the stamp of Mr O' Council's 
authorship. It is precisely like those 
organizations which he has formed in 
Ireland — sometimes publicly^ some- 
times in secret — for the purpose of 
overbearing the Government. We 
hope, then, that this will convince the 
Protestants of Great Britain, if every 
thing else fails to excite them, that 
Popery is preparing for greater move- 
ments than have hitherto been made. 
It seems that now the Roman Catho- 
lics deem themselves strong enough 
to follow the course of their Irish bre- 
thren, and are preparing to consum- 
mate their intrigues by intimidation. 
Such was the policy adopted in Ire- 
land. At first, nothing was heard but 
professions of loyalty, nothing but 
promises of peace ; but when the time 
came to speak out, first for emanci- 
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pation, then against tithes, and af- 
terwards for repeal, all cloaks and 
coverings were cast aside, and the 
tremendous machinery so long pre- 
paring was suddenly unveiled to view. 
Nor let it be supposed, that those ap- 
pliances and means which, in the sis- 
ter island, have given Popery such vic- 
tories, are here wanted. Every ele- 
ment of strength in one place, is en- 
joyed in the other. The priests are 
equally diligent ; the public press (at 
least in London) is, to a very great cx- 
tent, in the hands of the Roman Catho- 
lies ; the Government are disposed to 
assist in any ** heavy blow or great 
discouragement to Protestantism.** 
These are all most important matters. 
The moment is propitious. In our 
Church has sprung up a new school 
of semi- Popish divinity, recommend- 
ed by the virtues and talents of its pro- 
fessors, eating its way to the very 
core of the Protestant system of theo- 
logy, t Modem Liberalism, infidelity^ 
ultra high Church doctrines, the prin- 
ciples of political expediency —all 
these things have joined to help Popery 
forward in its prosperous and triumph- 
ant career. No secret is made by 
many, of their indifierence to its rise* 
no sufficient impediment is offered to 
its plans ; and we regret to add, that 
the non- conformists — those whose an- 
cestors were boldest in their hostility 
to the then rampant heresy — are too ge- 
nerally either passive spectators of its 
progress, or active auxiliaries of its 
political designs. Public opinion, 
which formerly always evinced more 
or less of a Protestant spirit, tiow in- 
dicates no symptoms of that healthful 
and necessary cnaracteristic. Bulwark 
afler bulwark of our constitution and 
of our religion, has been lost through 
perfidy, apathy, or defeat ; and now, 
at the present time, this nation, once 
renowned for the integrity of her 
counsellors, and the Christian princi- 
ples of her parliament, is at the mercy 
of a profligate demagogue, intent ou 
the introduction of a grovelling super- 
stition, and a humiliating foreign des- 
potism. Wo can no longer look for 



* The first fruits of this resolution was the clause iu the prison's bill to which we 
have alluded. It was introduced immediately after the formation of the institute. 

f We allude to those unfortunate and deeply to be regretted publications — ** Tracts 
for the Times," " Fronde's Remains," and Palmer's " Church of Christ," "Newman's 
Sermons/' &c. &c. The time has gone by when those works can be passed over with- 
put notice, and the hope that their Influepce would fail, is now d?ad« 
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that providential care which for ages 
was the guide and g^rdian of us as a 
Protestant people ; we are no longer, 
as even in CromweU's days, the ac- 
knowledged safbguard of the Protes- 
tants of Europe. All is changed ; our 
Sower is weakened, our prosperity has 
ecajed, and the prospects presented 
to our contemplation are such as in 
the days of old would have aroused 
the population as one man, to manful 
exertions to the presenration of their 
freedom and their faith. Too long, 
alas ! have we been deluded by the 
Tain idea that the enlightenment of 
this generation was proof against the 
assaults of Popery. Bitter experience 
now calls on every preacher to warn 
his people with the solemn mandate— 
** let him that thinketh he standeth, 
take heed lest he fall." To that warn- 
ing we add our feeble counsel, and bid 
every man who pretends to patriotic 
feelings, to look around on the portent- 
ous signs of the times, and fearlessly 
to do his duty to his country and him- 
self. We all have now a common 
enemy thundering at the gates, and he 
is a traitor who refuses to repel the 
danger ; doubly, then, is that man a 
foe to the land in which he now enjoys 
ancestral blessings that his children 
may claim to have handed down un- 
impaired, who gives up a single post 
he was bound to guard, or meanly 
sells his birthright for honours, or 
places, or from base sectarian ambi- 
tion. 

In concluding our glance at this 
question, we have only to proceed as 
we have proposed, to call for vigorous 
and united exertions in the Protestant 
cause. We do so from a most deep, 
and painful, and conscientious convic- 
tion of the important consequences to 
which resistance or assistance to Po- 
pery under present circumstances must 
surely lead. We do so from a know- 
ledge of the necessity of immediate 
efforts, and with a hope that our appeal 
will not be entirely in vain. Little 
has yet been done by the friends, and 
much, very much, by the enemies of 
the Constitution. There never was a 
time before in this country, not even 
during the reign of the last infatuated 
monarch of the Stewart dynasty, when 
evils more terrible threatened the land. 
At that period, memorable in the his- 
tory of this country which was then 
marvellously saved, memorable in the 
history of Europe which has often 
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since owed its rescue from oppression 
or Popery to the contagions spirit of 
this emancipated island— at that period 
our Universities, our Legislature, our 
executive Government in England and 
in Ireland, our corporations, and onr 
Court were for a time in the grasp of 
the popish tyrant, and were content to 
impose on the people ^e scornfully 
rejected thraldom of apostate Rome. 
But by the providence of God, the 
Protestants of Ireland rallied roimd 
the banner of their faith, and drove 
even their proud foreign invaders 
from the shore. Popery then call- 
ed all its energies, and throwing 
forth its whole force on the stub- 
bom and awakened population, broke 
itself on the rock they had erected, in- 
stead of sweeping every vestige of its 
strength from the surface of the land 
it protected. Like the heroic Dutch- 
men, when they cononered the power 
of Spain and expelled the Inquisition, 
the people exclaimed *' Turks rather 
than Papists." Thus Popery fell 
prostrate before the determined spirit 
of a Christian nation, that knew and 
could value its privileges. We ask 
our fellow-countrymen why the same 
agency should not overcome the same 
evil now ? Away with the petty jea- 
lousies which prevent men from co- 
operating together, which give the 
country and its interests a secondary 
place in the hearts of all who have a 
crotchet to prate of, or a paltry preju- 
dice to display. Away with all maud- 
lin sentimentality about ** the religions 
have-nothing-to-do with politics,"at the 
time when dl the means of disseminat- 
ing Christianity in the country are 
assailed through the instrumentality 
of political partisans. We do not 
ask any to become party men, we ask 
only for justice and for consistency. 
To the Dissenters we say — " Ypn de- 
clare yourselves against endowments, 
behold Popery endowed both at home 
and in the colonies.** To the Whig 
who still affects to act on the principles 
which distinguished his ancestors and 
placed the family of Brunswick on the 
throne, we say, " Enquire if Govern- 
ment is now carried on with the objects 
the Whigs of 1688 professed to have 
steadily in view.** if a man call him- 
self a mend of freedom, we ask him if 
he hopes tqr that blessing, when the 
iron hoof of the Papacy is crushing 
the land, and the poisonous falsehoocu 
of her superstition are corroding the 
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hearts of the people i No matter what 
any one avows himself^ Dissenter, 
Whigf Liberal^ or ConseryatiTe» 
Churchman or Patriot* we appeal to 
him to deceive himself no longer, to 
believe, ere it be too late, the facts 
which it is impossible to deny, that 
Popery, the same now as when the 
whole western population groaned in 
bondage, is graining ground by crafty 
devices and open violence, b coming 
forth from the dungeons of persecution 
and the cells of bigotry, once more to 
prostitute Christianity, once more to 
conquer and to enthral. To the sim- 
pleton who talks of Popery being 
changed, we retort, with the evidence 
of Dens*s Theology, the assumption of 
infallibility, and the recent instances 
of violated oaths ; and if the Papist 
himself impudently takes up this con- 
temptible jargon, we know of no an- 
swer but to laugh him to scorn. A 
very short time will prove who is right, 
and will show whether our statements 
are as fanciful and our fears as absurd 
as some will pretend to believe them. 
To the verdict Time will give, we re- 
fer all who are too ignorant to know 
the truth and too idle at once to seek 
it ; but this we beg them to remember, 
that each increase of danger increases 
the responsibilities of those who, being 
warned, neglected to avert it ; and fur- 
ther, as daggers and responsibilities 
augment, so also do difficulties, pari 
passu. We therefore once more ear- 
nestly call on all who value Protes- 
tantism, on all to whom the blessings 



we enjoy are dear, to acquit themselves 
of a solemn duty now resting on every 
one who has the slightest influence and 
the smallest power. E very thing worth 
preserving is at stake; policy and 
each higher obligation imite to excite 
us to exertion ; the means of useful- 
ness are possessed by all ; the evils of 
delay increase and accumulate; we 
have experience of the past to guide 
us, and hopes of tiie future to excite 
us, and above all, the noblest cause that 
ever yet animated the spirits of free- 
born men. The choice is between 
the system enthroned in the passions 
of corrupted nature, that has cursed 
every land on which it has trampled, 
the master-contrivance of priestcraft 
and fraud, which has dignified the in- 
solence of pride and monopolised the 
presumption of power, which has pal- 
liated crime, indulged depravity, and 
restored idolatry, which wr centuries 
has warred against the temporal and 
eternal happiness of man, and dero- 
gated from the honour of God ; and, 
on the other hand, that mild benignant 
sway that inculcates piety and pro- 
motes peace, succouring the afflicted, 
protecting the oppressed, giving free- 
dom to the enslaved, that shines on 
the spirit of human-kind with beams 
reflected from the clear refulgencv 
of heaven. It is the cause for which 
martyrs have perished, for which our 
purest patriots have courted peril, and 
which now affords to all classes of the 
people the pronaise of liberty and 
knowledge. 
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LETTER FAOM TOMBLINfl—BAGMAN versUS PEDLAR^ 



TO CHRISTOPHER NORTH* ESQ. 



Dear and respected Sir, 
The kind interest which on many 
occasions you displayed in ray welfare 
and pursuits^ had but ill prepared me 
for the severe blow which my private 
and professional feelings have lately 
received at your hands. I cannot bring* 
myself to enter, even under this provo- 
cation, on a direct controversy with 
one whom I have long regarded as a 
friend and a father ; but I appeal to your 
sense of justice to insert in the pages 
of Maga the following expostulation, 
addressed to another party concerned, 
which has long lain by me, nearly in 
its present shape, but which can now 
no longer be withheld from bursting 
into publicity, at once to convince 
yourself of the shameful partiality 
whicli you have shown for the follower 
of a different line of commercial busi- 
ness, and to overwhelm with confusion 
the presumptuous and pitiful competi- 
tor who has seduced you into so ground- 
less a preference. Referring you to 
your late observations on Mr Words- 
worth's Excursion, and your attempted 
vindication of that gentleman^s choice 
of a hero, I remain, dear sir, ever 
yours with much respect (after all that 
oas passed), 

Isaac Tomkins. 
Commercial Room, Hen and Chickens, 
Birmingham, 1 5th September, 1838. 

On hand at present an unusually 
excellent assortment of patent regis- 
ters ; also sclf-ac^usting pokers, fire- 
shovels, and warming-pans. The small- 
est orders attended to with the same 
punctuality as the largest. 

To Ma Murdoch Macolashan, 

Travelling- Merchant, &c.. 

At the sign of the Highland Bagpipe, 

Carlisle. 

(To lie t*dl called for.) 
Murdoch, 
It would have been quite as well if 
the zeal of some of your friends in 
your behalf had been tempered with a 
sprinkling of discretion. You might 
long enough for mo have enjoyed the 
reputation of a douce and decent man, 
if in an evil hour your self- conceited 
importunity had not overpersuaded 
Mr Word&worlh to make you the 
principal character, forsooth, of a phi- 



losophical poem ; and if the great ge- 
nius of that gentleman had not confer- 
red on you a factitious, but, as I con- 
fidently anticipate, a short-lived fame# 
to bo now speedily converted into a 
less honourable but more enduring 
notoriety. I long ago asked Mr 
Jeffrey to allow me to put an extin- 
guisher on your pretenaions ; but he 
would not trust me to do it, and un- 
dertook to crush you himself. The 
poor dear man accordingly did hla 
petit possible in that way, and for a 
time I almost thought the thing was 
accomplished, at least on the north- 
side of the Sark ; but it had not been 
put on a right footing. The snake 
was scotched but not killed, and you 
and your poet again reared your heads 
aloft like Skiddaw himself, as if no- 
thing had been the matter. Bitterly 
did I deplore the provoking popularity 
that seemed gradually pressing upon 
you, and often did I resolve to deal 
you a blow that should dispense with 
the necessity of its own repetition. 
You might, however, have been spa- 
red from this fate for some further in- 
terval, if the late ill-advised eulogium 
of our friend Mr North had not made 
the cup of my resentment flow over in 
an irrepressible cascade. Christopher, 
it is plain to me, b in his dotage. He 
seems now either to be without guile 
or gall in his crazy composition, or to 
exert them in the wrong places and on 
the wrong persons, and to be totally 
unable to tell the difference between 
drivel or dulness and sense or subli- 
mity. 

Without further preface I proceed 
to consider upon what grounds the 
author of the Excursion could adopt 
you as the prominent figure in that 
very able composition. The subject 
leads at once to a question, often ask- 
ed but seldom answered, viz., Who are 
you ? I shall afterwards, in order, pro- 
ceed to consider another question, not 
so often asked, viz., Who am I ? and 
shall finally draw a comparison be- 
tween our respective positions, whicli, 
if I do not egregiously err, wDl for 
ever lay you, Murdoch Maoglashan, su- 
pine in the dust of your own insignifi- 
cance, and elevate me, Isaac Tomkint^, 
to a pedestal of popularity more lofty 
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and conspicnons than any one of us 
ally i^hether in the hard or in the soft 
line> has hitherto been able to attain. 

Firstly, then, of the first point. Who 
are you ? I was unwilling, Murdoch, 
to smite you with a sense of degrada- 
tion in the eyes of Macpherson and 
his danghter, who keep the Highland 
Bagpipe, and I therefore addressed 
this letter to you, under the descriptio'n 
of Travelling Merchant. Therein I 
adopted, out of delicacy, the phraseo- 
kgy of your friend Mr Wordsworth, 
who speaks of you as ' a vagrant mer- 
chant, bent beneath hb load!' Your 
title to the appellation of vagrant I 
am not prepared to contest ; on the 
contrary, I shall be able to fortify 
your possession of it by some stri- 
king proofs. But that you are a mer- 
chant I wholly deny. A merchant, Mr 
Macglashan, is what you neither are 
nor can in the least degree understand. 
The term imnlies an extent of credit, 
capital, intelligence, and energy, to 
which you never could prefer the least 
pretensions. I am aware that, bor- 
rowing the deg^ded use of the French 
word marchand, your countr3rmen 
dignify with the name of merchant 
the most pitiful shopkeeper in the 
most paltry clachan. But an Eng- 
lish merchant scorns to limit his ex- 
ertions to so narrow a field. His 
views and transactions embrace the 
globe itself. He sees, with a pene- 
trating eye, the whole complexity of 
commercial relations in every quarter 
and comer of the world ; is ready to 
supply the wants, and carry off^ the 
superfluities of all nations ; preserves 
or restores, like the winds of heaven, 
an nniversal equilibrium in the ele- 
nients of life and happiness, and by 
his knowledge of exchanges can at 
any time wt^ a remittance from In- 
dus to the Pole, with infinite benefit 
to others and a handsome per centage 
to himself. These are sublime achieve- 
ments that you never could aspire to 
or even dream of. You are no mer- 
chant, Murdoch, and you know it. 
You are, or yon were, a hawker or 
pedlar, a packman, or petty chapman. 
In what estimation, public and private, 
the species of traffic involved m these 
terms, is, and ought to be held, will 
presentiy appear. 

Observe how your profession has 
been dealt with by the legislature. In 
a statute of Edward VI. (I am indebt- 
ed to a legal friend for the statements 
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now to be made), you are classed with 
tinkers, the very rubbish and refuse of 
mankind. By 5 and 6 Edward VI., 
c. 21, it is provided, " that no tinker, 
pedlar, or petty chapman shall wander 
about from the town where he dwell- 
etb, or exercise the trade of tinker, but 
such as shall be licensed by two Jus- 
tices of the Peace or more, under their 
hands and seals, upon pain of fourteen 
days' imprisonment." 

No doubt this sta^ite was repealed 
by your countryman, James I., who 
thought it mifi^ht bear rather hard 
upon some of hb original subjects ; 
but it shows the status that your bre- 
thren held in those days, to which 
vou might have been inclined to look 
back as to the age of chivalry in your 
honourable vocation. 

Agam, by 9 and 10 Will. III. c. 7, 
a duty of L.4 per annum was imposed 
on the licenses of eYerv pedlar, haw- 
ker, petty chapman, and other trading 
person or persons, going from town 
to town, or to other men's houses ; 
and any such person not having or 
not producing a license when demand- 
ed, shall forfeit L.5, and for non-pay- 
ment thereof shall suffer as a common 
vAcaANT, and he committed to the 
House of Correction, 

By a subsequent act of Geo. III., 
the duties on licenses of hawkers and 
pedlars are placed under the manage- 
ment of the Commissioners of Hack- 
ney Coaches ; and it is farther there- 
by provided, that every person to 
whom any such license shall be grant- 
ed, and who shall trade under colour 
thereof, shall cause to be written in 
large capitals upon every pack, box, 
bag, trunk, &c. in which he shall carry 
his goods, the words ** Licensed 
Hawkeb." 

I have some reason to believe, though 
I would peril no part of my argument 
on this point, that for some years you 
travelled in the North of England 
without a license, and that this irre- 
gularitv first brought you in contact 
with Mr Wordsworth, in consequence 
of his connexion with the revenue. 
It was very gfood-natured in him to 
deal so hand^mely with so doubtful 
an acquaintance. 

Such is the eminent and honourable 
station to which you may boast of 
having attained at the acm^ of vour 
career. Its fitness to form the basis 
of a poetical or philosophical charac- 
ter must at once be appa^'ent ; but on 
2k 
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this subject I reserve my remarks until 
1 have completed my review of your 
personal history. 

.* Among the hills of AthoU you were 
bom.' Just so : I know the place 
perfectly — nearly half-way between 
Dalnacardoch and Dalwhinnie, the 
bleakest, barrencst, stoniest, and stu- 
pidest portion of the Perthshire High- 
lands. Your father, Dugald Macgla- 
shan, was a very decent carle, though 
fond occasionally of the mountain dew. 
He rented a little croft, which Mr 
Wordsworth has correctly described 
as *' an unproductive slip of rugged 
groimd," and must, with his large fa- 
mily, have been in abject poverty. 
Nothing is said in the poem as to your 
costume in early life ; but it is certain 
that, till twelve years old, you had nei- 
ther hat to your head, shoes to your 
feet, nor breeches to your pelvis. In 
this condition you might have sat 
for the picture, drawn in another part 
of the Excursion, of that 

" Ragged offspring with their own blanch- 
ed hair, 

Crowned like the image of fantastic fear ; 

Or wearing, we might say, in that white 
growth 

An iU-adjusted turban for defenca 

Or fierceness, wreathed around Uieir sun- 
burnt brows, 

By savage nature's unassisted care. 

Naked and coloured like the soil, the feet 

On which they stand, as if thereby they 
drew 

Some nourishment, as trees do by their 
roots, 

From earth, the common mother of us all." 

You certainly realized one side of 
the Frenchman's observation as to the 
differences of custom — " Par ezan^le, 
on lave les mains tons les jours — les 
pieds jamais.''* 

I suspect strongly, too, that another 
feature of Mr Wordsworth's portiait 
already noticed, might also apply, and 
that when any travellers passed by 
the Highland road, you were to be 
seen among other imps, running in 
your blue kilt alongside of the chaise, 
and whining for abawbee, the only Eng- 
lish word you could then pronounce. 

Your attainments in literature must 
in boyhood have been somewhat limit- 
ed, if I may judge from probabilities. 
Gaelic unquestionably was your mo- 
ther tongue, and would be with 
difficulty exchanged for the very sin- 
gular lingua franca which yonr com- 
mercial pursuits afterwards compelled 
you to employ. Any books that you 
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might pick up on the stalls of Pit- 
loch rie, or Moulineam, the nearest 
towns to your abode, would not make 
a very handsome library; and Mr 
Wor^worth's assertion that, ** among 
the hills, you gazed upon that mighty 
orb of song, the divine Milton^" seems 
to border on the incredible. Equally 
startling is the idea that you became 
an adept in the purer elements of tnUh 
involved in lines and numbers*— that 
your triangles were the stars of heaven 
— and th^ you often took delight 
'' to measure the altitude of some tall 
crag that is the eaglets birthplace." 
Had you ever a quadrant or tbeodo« 
lite for this last operation ? I doubt 
it, and as to your knowledge of .figures 
or numbers, I can only say, that old 
Jack Jones, of Griffiths and Co., who 
knew you well, used to tell us, in the 
Commercial Room, that vou were as 
ignorant of the Italian method of book- 
keeping as a babe at the breast, and 
never could tell for your life whether 
cash should be debtor to sundries, or 
sundries debtor to cash. I may after- 
wards say something as to the Ukeli- 
hood of your acquiring the moral, 
metaphysical, and poetical feelings, 
which are said to have animated you 
in your mountain solitudes. My own 
belief is, that the only strong emotions 
of which you were then susceptible^ 
were those of hunger and thirst, or at 
least of hunger, which vou must often 
have experienced on tne hill-side in 
ravenous intensity. Jones used to say 
that he had seen you sometimes when 
a lad gnawing at a raw turnip on a 
cold day with the same relish as if it 
had been a pine-apple in sununer. 
But my own impression is, that your 
acquaintance with turnip husbandry 
was derived from a district of country 
much more to the southward than 
your own. 

Thus reared and accomplished, you 
commenced that itinerant career, on 
the dignity of which I have already 
commented. Whether * from your na- 
tive hills you wandered fur* is matter 
of opinion, but I rather believe that 
Kinross and Kendal were to you as 
the tropics of Cancer and Capricom. 
That in your long wanderings among 
the rural villages and farms, von saw 
a good many persons, and had obfarr- 
ed the history of several families, if tm- 
questicmably true. From the natlooal 
noulty of second-sight, or a k«en ob- 
servatbn of snspkioas am>earaao0t, 
you had always a sure anneipatfon of 
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marriages and christenings, and with 
a Yolture's seent or sight (I decline 
entering into tlie Waterton Contro- 
yersy), your presence at a burial was 
infallible. Here, indeed, your conduct 
was oflten far from praiseworthy : for 
on such melancholy occasions it was 
obserred that the price of y onr ribbons 
and gown-pieces always rose in pro- 
portion to the affliction of the suffer- 
ers and your own sympathy with 
their loss. Indeed, you were erer a 
knowing fellow, and looked constantly 
to the main chance. I ask no better 
proof of this than a passage in which 
your friend Mr Wordsworth has un- 
wittingly let the eat out of the bag. 
He makes you say, after detailiugthe 
Tory heart-rending story of that poor 
woman Margaret, that at the mere 
sight of some sprhiging plants about 
the place, " those weeds, and the high 
spear- grass on that wall/' tou were so 
reconciled to the idea of her sorrows 
and death, that you turned away, ''and 
walkedalong your road in happiness." 
It is before said that you could afford 
to suffer, though we never hear of 
your aflbrdinff to give Margaret five 
shillings ; and here even your sympa- 
thy disappears at a moments warning. 
Was this the part of a friendly and 
sympathetic man who had received 
such touching acts of kindness from 
that bereaved and afflicted creature ? 
I suspect not. But, in truth, you were 
then occupied with thoughts which 
yon were too cunning to let Mr 
Wordsworth know. You were making 
a professional application of Virgil's 
phrase, ** primo avulso non deficit al" 
ter" though in a different way from 
what the dentist did. Your notion 
was this : " WeU, Margaret is away, 
but Martha succeeds. I lose one cus- 
tomer, but there soon comes another 1" 
Even in your strongest perceptions of 
human grief, you did the thing in the 
way of business. You observed it, 
that yon might tell it again. Likethe 
penny-a-liners of the newspapers, 
yon coUected in your rounds tne ftiU 
particulars, and something more, of 
sad afflictions and moving accidents^ 
that yon might repeat them to your 
next customers, and thereby enhance 
the price of yonr wares. Have we for- 
got Shakspeare'sAutolycns? Accord- 
ingly, it is admitted, that yon pretty 
well feathered your nmtt and are now 
enjoying a better competency than be* 
lonjra to many a better man. 
Having given this general tketeh 
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of your history, I leave you for the 
present, in order to speak of myself; 
but, you will take notice, that I am 
not done with you, as I intend to come 
back on the subject, and consider in 
detail the whole points in yonr cha- 
racter and career that bear upon the 
poetical part that you have been made 
to play. 

I shall not here anticipate, more than 
is necessary, the interesting particulars 
of my life, or the origin imd progress 
of my own powers. " Ancn' to son 
pittore** Tomkins too, perhaps, has 
composed a long philosophical poem, 
'* containing views of Man, Nature, 
and Society, and to be entitled, the 
Commercial Traveller, as having for 
its principal subject the sensations 
and opiniens of a Poet, living on the 
road, and engaged in business." Whe- 
ther and when I shall publish the 
whole of this poem, or any portion of 
a part of it, needs not now be explain- 
ed. But, if I am adylsed to commu- 
nicate to the public a prospectus or 
satnple of it, vou shall, with Chris- 
topher's permission, have an oppor- 
tunity of perusing it in the pages of 
Maga. For my present purpose, it 
is enough that I reveal thus much of 
my life : I was bom and bred in a 
civilized country: I spoke English 
from the moment when I could speak 
at all : as soon as I could walk I wore 
stockings and shoes : and I was early 
put into breeches, which I have never 
discontinued, except now and then 
when Mrs Tomkins put them on by 
mistake ; and except farther on that 
memorable morning which Christopher 
has so facetiously recorded as exhibit- 
ing my femoral muscles in a defence- 
less condition. I received a good 
education in reading and counting, 
at school, acquiring at the same 
time a knowledge of some Latin 
words and some Greek letters. I after- 
wards served for some months as clerk 
in a coaeh-office, and was allowed 
occasionaUy to drive a few stages out 
of town, to give me a strong whip, 
hand. I was finaUy rounded off with 
a sesiion of academical study in the 
metropolis of your own conntry,where 
I also distingniahed myself greatljr as 
a member of the Snouters Union. 
Fully prepared by this curriculum of 
instruction, wide awiJie and up to 
every thing, with an eye like an ar- 
row, and a tongue like a tavern beU, 
I entered on that honourable nrofes- 
sion fbr which I was all along design- 
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ed, and have now for about forty years 
carried the bag in various grades and 
departments, with some emolument to 
myself, and great satisfaction to the 
public. 

Now, Christopher, for here an 
apostrophe to you breaks involuntarily 
from my pen — ^look on this picture, 
and on that, and repent in sackcloth 
and ashes the grievous wrong you 
have done to me, and your own judg- 
ment. In your September Number, 
you thus write as to the exclusive fit- 
ness of the Pedlar for the poetical 
hero of a work like the Excursion. 

^' What would you rather have had 
the Sage in the Excursion to have 
been ? The Senior fellow of a Col- 
lege ? A Head ? A retired Judge ? 
An ex-Lord Chancellor? A Nabob? 
A Banker? A Millionaire? or, at 
once to condescend on Individuals, 
Natus Consumere Fruges, Esquire? or 
the Honourable Custos llotulorum?" 

Where, Christopher, were you lo- 
cated when you thus wrote? You 
seem to have turned over the Oxford 
Calendar, the Red Book, and the Edin- 
burgh Directory. But was Pigott 
not at hand ? Was he not, as usual, 
in the Sanctum, or were you realty 
writing among the mountains at the 
moment ? It must have been so : for 
a glance at his portly volumes would, 
in your philosophical soul, have been 
followed by a flash-like perception of 
the truth. But oh ! even in absence 
of Pigott, could Christopher forget 
his Isaac — North, his Tomkins, — the 
Master of Maga> his own son. The 
Bagman ! 

Yes, Christopher, and you Mac- 
glashan, to whom I once more return, 
Uie question propounded as to the 
appropriate hero of the Excursion 
should have been thus answered. The 
Pedlar should have been discarded — 
the Bagman should have been install- 
ed in his place. How much more 
fittingly, how much more gracefully, 
would he have filled it! 
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I proceed to compare in detail the 
principal points in our respective con- 
ditions that aflcct the question of fit- 
ness for a poetical character. 

I. Earh/ Life and Education, 

If there had been nothing else to deter 
Mr Wordsworth from the choice which 
he made in your favour, he might, I. 
think, have been moved by the consi- 
deration that he must tliereby forego 
the praise of originality. This is not 
the first time that the developement of 
intellect and imagination in an hum- 
ble mountain-boy has been made the 
subject of poetry, and of good poetry 
too. We have most of us read Beat- 
tie*s Minstrel, and some of us may re- 
turn to that poem even after reading 
the Excursion, without feeling much 
disenchantment of the old charm 
which it exerted over us. Nay, the 
Minstrel may give us greater plea- 
sure than ever from our considering 
it as the original of so admirable an 
imitation. So closely has the idea of 
Edwin been followed by Mr Words- 
worth in your own history, that I 
think at least some aknowledgment 
was due to the source from which the 
conception must have been derived. The 
two stories coincide in almost every 
particular. The country, Scotland — 
the locality, a mountainous district — 
the youth^s profession, pastoral^the 
forms of nature represented as the 
means of exciting and spiritualizing 
his mind — and the aim of it all to 
illustrate ' the pursuit of knowledge 
under difficulties.' Let any one close- 
ly compare the passages that follow, 
and ask whether tbe balance of praise 
may not be held pretty equally be- 
tween them, con&ideriDg, at least, that 
tlie one last quoted was the first writ- 
ten. They are both admirable, and 
certainly your friend's is the more 
subtle and ethereal ; but I suspect the 
general feeling would back the dead 
poet against the living one. 



WOBDSWOBTH. 

He had felt the power 

Of Nature, and already was prepared, 
By his intense conceptions, to receive 
Deeply the lesson of deep love, which he 
Whom Nature, by whatever means, has taught 
To feel intensely, cannot but receive. 

Such was the Boy — Imt for tlie growing youth 
What soul was his when from the naked top 
Of some hold headianti, he beheld the sun 
RIae up and bathe the world in light I Ho looked- 
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Ocean and earth, the solid frame of earth, 

And ocean's liquid mail beneath him lay 

In gladness and deep joy. The clouds were touch'd, 

And in their silent faces did he read 

Unutterable lore. Sound needed none, 

Nor any voice of joy. Ilis spirit drank 

The spectacle ; sensation, soul, and form 

All melted into him ; they swallowed up 

His animal being ; in them did he live. 

And by them did he live ; they were his life. 

In such access of mind, in such high hour 

Of visitation from the living God. 

Thought was not ; in enjoyment it expired* 

No thanks he breathed, he proffered no request. 

Rapt into still communion that transcends 

The imperfect oflSces of prayer and praise, 

His mind was a thanksgiving to the power 

That made him : it was blessedness and love. 

iftEATTIE. 

Lo ! where the stripling wrapt in wonder roves 

Beneath the precipice o'erhung with pine. 

And sees on high amidst th' encircling groves 

From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents shine : 

While waters, woods, and winds in concert join. 

And Echo swells the chorus to the skies : 

Would Edwin this majestic scene resign 

For aught the huntsman's puny craft supplies ? 

Ah ! no, he better knows great Nature's charms to priie ! 

And oft he traced the uplands, to survey, 

When o*er the sky advanced the kindling dawn. 

The crimson cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 

And lake dim gleaming on the smoky lawn ; 

Far to the west the long, long vale withdrawn, 

Where twilight loves to linger for a while ; 

And now he fiuntly kens the bounding fawn. 

And villager abroad at early toil : 

But io ! the sun appears, and heaven, earth, ocean smile 

And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 

When all in mist the world below was lost : 

What dreadful pleasure there to stand sublime. 

Like shipwrecked mariner on desert coast. 

And view the enormous waste of vapour tost 

In billows lengthening to the horison round. 

Now scooped in gulfs, with mountains now embossed : 

And hear the voice of mirth and song rebound. 

Flocks, herds, and waterfalls along the hoar profound. 

In truth he was a strange and wayward wight. 
Fond of each gentle and each dreadful scene ; 
In darkness and in storm he found delight. 
Nor less than when on Ocean wave serene 
The southern sun diffused his daxzling sheen. 
Even sad vicissitude amused his soul ; 
And if a sigh would sometimes intervene. 
And down his cheek a tear of pity roll, 
A sigh, a tear so sweet, he wished not to controU 

In these two quotations we cannot serve, that while the Doctor has tho 

help seeing a resemblance both in the merit of having led the way, he is in 

general purpose and in the individual some points, also, the more accurate of 

pictures^ particularly in that of the the two. Edwin's country was either 

rising sun 5 but I may further ob* Aberdeenshire^ or any other place^ 
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real or imaginary, that might snlt th« 
poet or the reader. You, Murdoch, 
are tied down to the district of Atholl, 
—for thb took place hefore you be- 
came a pedlar, — and I request to know 
from what bold headland m that nelf b- 
bourhood you ever beheld the sun rise 
while ** Ocean's liquid mass beneath 
you lay ?*' I am not aware of any 

Jmnt in the Perthshire Highknds 
rom which the sea is at all risible 5 
and there can be none where Ocean Is 
seen lying in a liquid mass beneath 
the spectator's eye. 

When I further consider that the 
Excursion is, in its general plan, a 
vindication of those very principles of 
hope and faith which Beattie so well 
inculcated in his Minstrel, before a 



French Rerolation had occurred to 
frighten him into them, I think it 
would have boen aa well if, in the 
ohdce of his leading character, Mr 
Wordsworth had avoided this addi- 
tional point of resemblance. If he 
wished t& escape, as much as possible, 
the censure of imitation, he should 
have let alone the herd-boy and tdien 
up the embryo Bagman. Here was 
scope for a truly creative mind— here 
was a fresh and virgin sward untrod 
before by the Muse's foot— here Words- 
worth might have boasted with his 
mighty master of attuning his harp to 
things unattempted yet in prose and 
rhyme-— here he might have sung with 
Lucretius — 



<* Avia Pleridtiffl persgfo Iocs, mtUhis ante 
Trita solo : Jdval lotegros accedere fontes 
Atque hanrire ; jnvatqite novos decerpere ilores 
Insignemqae meo eaptti petere hide coronam 
Undo prhn iralU velarlnt tempora Miii»." 



But independently, Murdoch, of 
the want of originality in your sup- 
posed story, 1 1^ leave to demur to 
the philosophical correctness of the 
principles advanced in It. It I0 quite 
clear that individuals reared in the 
country are not the most cfisting^lsbed 
for quicluiess or experience, and it 
seems to me a very questionable pro- 
position, whether they are even the 
best and warmest admirers of natural 
beauty. Certain I am, that among 
persons of better station, those who 
have been bred in towns, and have 
made them their chief retidence, are 
generally much more enthusiastic and 
enlightened lovers of rural seenery 
than those to whom the country U 
their constant doiaieile: and I dkm't 
see why it should not bo so likewise 
with those of humbler condition . By 
the mere countryman, the country 
is regarded too much In a profes- 
sional point of view. It is his place 
of busmess^his shop — the scene of 
his daily drudgery — the source of his 
animal subsistence and commercial 
profit: and its different appearaneea 
must, therefore, strike him more ac- 
cording to their utility than aecordiiig 
to their picturesque or imaginative 
character. A former or shepherd looks 
at the features of nature with reference 
to questions of crops and stocking*-* 
and speculates how many returns of 
wheat the dalo may yield<-how many 



head of cattle may be reared on the 
hill in summer or winter. But to the 
townsman, visiting the lofty mountain 
or the blooBilDff valley, amid his inter- 
vals of toil and care, they appear en- 
tirely in a poetical pomt of view. 
They are not In his eyes combined 
with the prosaic thoughts of usefulness 
or money-making : they are wholly 
beautiful or subume. They are not 
stained by every-day associations: but 
rise or expand before him in all the 
sacredness and purity of an ideal 
picture. What associations they do 
bring are in the highest degree plea- 
surable and endearing. They tell 
him of freedom newly gained— of 
health and cheerfolness about to be 
reatored-^f misery and weariness left 
behind. All the elasticity of lightened 
spirits^-^l the enchantment of roman- 
tic illusion — combine to make him 
drink in the forms and hues of natural 
imagery with an avidity and joy un- 
known to those who are for ever in 
the midst of tbemy and who, for the 
BAOSt part of their time, must regard 
them with callous in^fference while 
occupied in the tame or vulgar avo- 
cations of a work-day world. Hear 
accordingly what the poets say on this 
theme. Hear Horace. '< O rus, 
qiiando ego te aspieiaml" Such is 
the aspiration of the man surrounded 
by the vexations of urbm life. Hear 
Milton-^ 
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As onewho long in populous diy pent. 
Where houses thick and sewers annoy the air, 
Forth issuing on a summer's morn, to breathe 
Among the pleasant Tillages and farms 
Adjoined, from each thing met conceives delight ; 
The smeD of grain, or tedded grass, or kine, 
Or dairy, each rural sight, each rural sound. 
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So mtich for ordinary or direet per^ 
captions of natnre. Then as to the 
poetical vision of her charms^ the case 
IS perhaps still stronger against the 
mere native. In addition to the dis- 
torbing effect of those associations^ 
which, in his thoughts, cling to all 
natural objects as interwoven with 
his dail J routine of employments, the 
education of his mind seems to be un- 
favourable for loftj or inspired con- 
ceptions. If poetic power consists 
in clothing external objects with hu- 
man or spiritual life, we must enquire 
where this creative and intelligent prin- 
ciple is best to be fostered. It appears 
to me, that the spirit of inteUigence 
must be first caught, not from a visual 
perception of rocks, or fields, or groves, 
but from a contemplation of the human 
face <Hvine, and a sympathetic contact 
with that world of wonders, the human 
heart. This feeling must, I should 
think, be gained in society, and is na- 
turally thence transferred to the g^eat 
or graceful features of natural imagerr, 
wmch we feel to be beautiful or sub- 
lime as we are enabled to animate 
them with emotions or hifluences ana- 
logous to those of spiritual beings. I 
am not sure that I have either de- 
monstrated the truth of this view, or 
made it yery hitelliglble ; but, if not, 
it will be more nearly on a par with 
some of your own speculations. This 
I feel quite sure of, that the perfect 
devdopement of the human heart and 
intellect, whether in wisdom or in 
taste, is to be discerned, not in him 
who dreams away his days on a hill- 
side as a herdsman or a herdsman's 
master, but in him who opens his senses 
and feelings to all the varieties of na- 
tural objects aud suggestions, rural or 
urban, moral or physical, solitary or 
social. 

But waving the further debate of 
this more difficult controversy, I de- 
mand next whether, if a country boy 
is to be made the hero of a pmloso- 
pldcal poem, the locality of Blair- 
AthoU is the best that can be chosen 
for the place of his birth and nurture. 
I opine not. I have always considered 



it essential to the free devdopement of 
the higher faculties that the lower ap- 
petites and necessities should first be 
reasonaWy well provided for. Nei- 
ther the rational nor the imaginative 
powers can begin to act with effect 
until the stomach shall have previously 
received a regular supply of^nutritious 
food, and the surface of the body have 
been comfortabhr protected from tho 
external air. This last prerequisite 
I consider of peculiar importance. The 
connexion of the intellect with the 
posterior portions of the human form 
has been long recognised both in pri- 
vate families and in public schools ; 
and no channel of instruction more 
direct and efficacious has yet been dis- 
covered. But with this view it is 
necessary that the cuticle should be 
preserved in a state of considerable 
sensibility. The constant exposure, 
therefore, of these important regions 
to the bitinff blast or the damp soil must 
be attendea with a corresponding cal- 
losity in the intelleotual snsceptibili- 
fies. Hence it hap]^ens that, so far as 
I have heard, there is no well authen- 
ticated example on record of any con- 
siderable progress in mental refine- 
ment in the case of an individual who 
has long worn the kilt or philabeg ; 
and I am disposed to ascribe to this, 
rather than to any other cause, the 
general inferiority of the Celtic tribes 
to those of Gothic origin. I may ob- 
serve, in passing, that the late Sir 
James Mackintosh affords no contradic- 
tion to this remark, as it is well known 
that he was early put into breeches. 
Samuel Boyse is me only poet, so 
far as I remember, who is said to have 
appeared in public without that article 
of attire. But this singularity was in 
him only occasional, and must doubt- 
less have impaired the man*s genius, 
such as it was. Altogether it appears 
to me tiiat your friend Mr Wordsworth 
has here fallen into the common error 
of many foreigners with reference to 
Scotland, in overlooking the distinc- 
tion between the different divisions of 
that country. The occurrence of in- 
tellect or poetry in an Ayrdbiie 
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ploughmani or a Selkirkshiro shep* 
herd> is as difiereDt a phenomenon as 
possible from a miracle of the same 
kind springing up in a Highland pa- 
rish, where the inhabitants are wholly 
unaccustomed to clothe either their 
tlioughts or their thighs in a Saxon 
djress. 

It appears, therefore, perfectly plain, 
that as to the hbtory and locality of 
your early years, Mr Wordsworth has 
committed an egregious blunder in 
trying to make a philosopher of you. 
How much more suitably would the 
lot have lighted upon me. In what 
scenes or circumstances could a youth 
be more effectually trained to a know- 
ledge of men and things than in those 
which I have generally described as 
surrounding me in my boyhood ? Not 
staring for days at a bleak mountain 
or a swampy glen, but looking sharp 
about me in large cities and crowded 
streets — ^not poring over the stupid 
features of wedders and black cattle 
as my only companions and acquaint- 
ance, but gathering a reciprocity of 
intelligence from the eyes of my fel- 
low-men, ready to take every advan- 
tage of me if I did not anticipate them 
in the attempt — not starving upon oat- 
meal porridge and shivering in a scanty 
petticoat, but well-fed and warmly 
clothed, yet fully apprised that the 
continuance of these comforts from 
day to dav depended on my own vigi- 
lance ana activity — not moping mv- 
self dumb in solitude, or jabbering m 
a barbarous tongue, but practised to 
utter or disguise my thougnts as expe- 
diency might prompt, and never at a 
loss either for wit or words. Whether 
the object was to describe the progress 
of a poet or of a philosopher, of a man 
of reflection or a man of experience, 
here was the shop in which his ap- 
prenticeship should have been served. 
The opening which W, W. could not 
here see, we, I. T., may some day 
soon demonstrate, by practical proofs, 
to be the right road at once to popu- 
larity and fame. 

II. Profession and Pursuits of ma* 
tare years* 

Here 1 confess the originality of 
Mr Wordsworth's adoption of your 
story. 1 kuow of no previous at- 
tempt to dignify the destinies of a 
Pedlar. But the question is, whether 
the Bagnaan ijr9uld not hjiv^ beca 
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equally original and more to the pur- 
pose. Let us consider this matter 
a little in detail. 

One of the most important elements 
of wisdom is expOTience. Now here I 
have clearly the advantage of ^ou in 
several ways. I have already admit- 
ted that you had the means of be- 
coming acquainted with a few indivi- 
duals of your species, and of picking 
up several family anecdotes. But 
rate your observations in this way as 
highly as you please, I undertake to 
centuple them. I have had a vrider 
field than you. Qucb regio in terria 
nostri non plena iaboris I .What cor- 
ner of the island, from Gosport to 
John-o*- Groats, from Penzance to 
Peterhead, has not been delighted 
and benefited by the visits of Tom- 
kins ? Then, again, my observations 
have been mucn more multifarious. 
I move at a more rapid pace than you 
pedestrians, and consequently must 
see ten times as much in the same 
time. I travel over more popu- 
lous districts, and conseauently must 
see twenty times as mucn as you in 
the same space. What ups and 
downs, what choppings and changes 
have I witnessed in my day, in com- 
mon as well as in commercial life. 
How many feasts and frays— how 
many births and marriages — how 
many breaches of promise, crim. 
cons., and separate maintenances- 
how many fortunes made and spent — 
how many imprisonments, fieri fa^ 
ciases, insolvencies, and banknipt com- 
missions. If I were to tell you a hun- 
dredth part of these last, it would make 
your hair stand on end. Then, Mur- 
dochy consider that a Bagman is not^ 
like a Pedlar, a solitary, but a grega- 
rious animal. The proverb with you 
is. Two of a trade — ^with us. Birds of 
a feather. You have nothing like 
our Commercial Room, where we en- 
jojr the benefit of the traditionary 
wisdom of ages, and the accumulated 
knowledge of the whole profession. 
To this hive the whole bees of our 
commonwealth contribute their ho« 
ney. This of itself wquld place us a 
thousand miles in advance of you 
and your limited individual glean- 
ings. " ! noctcs ca»naeque Deum !** 
O the three D*s ! as Sprigs used to 
say — Dinners, Drink, and Devils! 
O ! if you heard us in a winter's 
night with song upon song, and story 
upon story, Mr Wgr^wortb say^ 
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that you sing a good stave yourself. 
He says that^ at his request^ you 
would slug 
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" Old soDgs—tfae product of your ualive 

hills; 
A skilftU distribution of sweet sounds. 
Feeding the soul, and eagerly imbibed 
As cool refreshing water.'* 

It does not strike me that ttiis is the 
description which a person of very 
musical ear would give of very good 
music. Is your friend, pray» not a 
little timber-tuned ? But what were 
these songs of yours ? The Flowers 
of the Forest, or Auld Robin Gray ? 



a thing I never would permit Mrs 
Tomkms to do. When she did not 
nurse herself, I always insisted on her 
having a married woman or a widow. 
But to return to my own case : I was 
speaking in praise of the narratives of 
our Commercial Room, which I assure 
yon would rival, as in some respects 
they resemble, the Decameron of 
Boccacio. Were you ever bank- 
rupt, Macglashan ? I dare say not, 
you never were respectable enough 
to be in debt. Bankruptcy, I assure 
you, is a fearful thing until you are 
accustomed to it, and then it is ex- 
cessively interesting and romantic. 



Neither : They were the product of Jack Jones used to say, ** There b 



your native hifls. Gaelic, therefore j 
Achin frome, frame: or Machina- 
hourichy that Jenkins used to sing far 
better than you could ever do ; and 
no great shakes after all. Then 
as to stories, what is all the prosy 
stnff that » parson may tell vou, about 
the people lying in a churchyard 
among the mountains, compared with 
what I have seen and heard. By the 
by, in that chapter, one of the par- 
son*s stories seems to me to have a 
very immoral tendency. I mean, 
where a girl, that has a natural child, 
is taken out as a wet-nurse. This b 



not a more tragic sitiation in human 
life than that there.*' And then 
Higgins would reply, ** No, nor a 
more comic one tnan when you get 
your certificate!** I wish you htA 
heard Jones ; and you may and shall 
hear Mm. You and the public shall 
hear more of him at a future period ; 
and at thb present time you shall 
hear him in a little sketch of com- 
mercial dbtress, extracted from my 
poetical record, and which I assure 
you Jones used to give us in a style, 
at once technical and touching, that 
was peculiarly his own. Here goes. 

You an have heard,*' 



The honoured Bagman thus pursued the theme, 
'* You all have heard of him, my earliest friend, 
Who on the banks of Mersey's golden wave 
Long grew a flourishing commercial tree, 
Fruitful and fair ; his roots descended strong 
To central earth, Us stature reached the sky. 
And his broad branches shadowed half the globe* 
Many and multifold his dealings were ; 
Cottons and coffees, and the extracted sweets 
Of Occidental India's luscious cane 
Enriched his crowded stores ; deep laden ships, 
Freighted or owned by hifai in whole or part. 
Speckled the sea ; and far along the land 
In many an enterprise of high design, 
The railway rapid, or the slow canal. 
His shares were countless as the stars of Heaven : 
While East and North and South with joy received 
Unnumbered bagmen on his errands bent. 
But chiefly was his name and honour known 
In every nook within his native shire 
As the first partner of a banking firm. 
High was their credit in the mouths of men, 
And wide as on the pinions of the wind 
Their issuing notes in all directions flew. 
The mystic shadows of substantial gold. 

'* Such was the merchant, and the man still more 
Was prosperous and blest* A loving wife, 
His sleeping partner now for twenty years. 
Graced the proud top of his domestic board ; 
Jive daughters «q4 9^% QOW w^r^ nwged luryood. 
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And for hlf cAfual or Inrited guests 

Daily a doxon coTers more were set. 

His stables far resounded with the neigh 

Of coach-horse, hacki and racer, while around, 

The travelling chariot or the family coach, 

With lesser TeUcles of varied use, 

Employed the care of many a meidal hand. 

" It seemed as if Us happy fate had fixed 
A spoke in forttme's wheel ; but now arose 
Reverses sharp and sudden ; favourite stocks 
Fell to a discount ; ships went down at sea^ 
And underwriters would not pay the loss. 
Blind, nameless whisperings floated in the air, 
And looks ambiguous, shakings of the head, 
Or archings of the brow, diffused alarm. 
Dim hollow murmurs rumbling in men*s ears 
Bespoke to all, except its destined prey. 
The coming earthquake ; and at length it came. 

" One summer morning, at their opening hour, 
* The tellers in the bank perceived with dread 

A throng unusual pressing round the doors. 
My fHend was sent for ; he was out of town. 
At a fair villa on the Chester road. 
SwifUy he came ; but shuddered when he saw 
That ominous sight ; along the counter's edge 
A row ot fkces eagerly advanced. 
Demanding audience, while contending hands 
Outstretched <fisplayed their documents of debt, 
Reoelpty or banker's note, or blH matmre, 
With a black troubled sea of beads behind. 
One row retreating for another row 
Made way incessant, aa wave follows wave : 
And now the current setting fiercely in 
Proclaimed too well that dreadful thing — a run. 
All day the tide tumultuous rolled along 
With deafening roar — insatiate to devour 
The stately structure Of a prosperous life. 
Not on that day was seen with wonted cheer 
The welcome visitor, with treasure fraught. 
Rejoicing to dismiss the anxious charge 
From his own keeping : if he came at all. 
He came with altered countenance, to reclum 
What he had gladly lent the day before. 
Nor traders only sweflcd that gloomy crowd : 
The pale mechanic there, now paler seen. 
The trembling beldame, trembling more with fear 
Than with old age, brought forth, in tattered gulM, 
The hoarded paper that expressed their all, 
And when they grasped the scarce expected golcl 
With upturned eyes of joy fled fast away. 
O who shall tell the merchant's heaving breast 
And heavy heart : not easy was the task 
To wear an aspect smiling or serene, 
While ruin 8 march was thundering In his cars : 
But when he marked among the rest a face 
Of one he deemed a fHend, of one who oft 
Had ate his bread and tasted of his cup. 
Now seen remorselessly to join the cry 
Of that fierce pack that hunted him to death. 
This overcame him quite : and he retired 
To hide his feelings f^om the fuce of day. 

** The bank, at last, was almost drained of gold,— 
For at that period Bank of England notes 
Were not a legal tender,— -and bad now 
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Began in pari to pay in Mver coin^ 
When hark ! the tongue of an adjoining clock. 
More welcome sound ne'er fell on listening ear, 
Proclaimed the hours of business at an end. 

" I cannot paint, though I can partly feel 
The miseries of that night : I had returned 
That evening from my journey to the north. 
But did not see my friend : the following morn 
I took his letters to him from the post : 
I scarcely dared to look on him : but stole 
A reverent glance of pity and of fear : 
He seemed indeed a strangely altered man, 
Yet he spoke cheerily : but when he read 
A letter that ray hand too rashly gave, 
Prone at my feet he fell. The letter told 
Of aid spontaneous and unlooked for, sent 
By generous friends ; and bringing a reprieve 
From swift destruction it o'erwhetaned him thus. 
The news spread quickly round : and soon the calm 
Of confidence difpened the raging storm. 
My friend seemed happy, chiefly that his wife 
And daughters had escaped that dreadful day. 
But soon I saw the outward cicatrice 
Concealed a sad and mortal wonnd witUn, 
And ere the bank's half-yearly settlenents 
Thrice stmek, had proved his wealth and name repaired, 
My fHend and patron died, in prime of lifey 
Beloved and honoured, of a broken heart*" 
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You will not deny that a run is 
a venr moving incident; and if Mr 
Wordsworth and jou may say that 
my narrative smells too much of the 
shop and too little of the lamp, do it 
better yonrsMves, and I'll engage it 
shall be popular, at least among our 
fraternity. 

One further point of difference in 
our experiences I shall notice^ which 
is, that your beat has been chiefly 
among mere rustics, while mine has 
led to an intimate acquaintance with 
the urban population. It cannot, I 
presume, be disputed that considerable 
towns are at once the result and the 
test of civilisation, and that they are 
the great receptacles of talent and 
wisdom. Who was the wisest man ? 
I don*t mean according to the Mother s 
Catechism, in which, perhaps, you are 
moie versant than myself ; but I ask 
the question with reference to the re- 
cords of profane history. Ulysses 
unquestionably. And bow was liis 
wisdom acquired ? Horace after Ho- 
mer tells us the reason : — '< Qui mores 
hominura mitltorum vidit et urbbs.'* 
How would it do if he liad said — 
<< Qui mores hominum paucorum vidit 
et AOBOfl ?" Tbte would scan as 
well, but would it be as good sense ? 
Plainly not. On this high authority, 
therefore^ you must conc^e that your 



limited acquaintance with compara- 
tively few persons in the rural districts 
of the border, is not to be compared with 
my knowledge of many men in many 
towns all over the island. 



III. In^lementi of Trade. 

In further considering our relative 
claims to poetical dignity, my atten- 
tion is forcibly arrested Inr the most 
conspicuous badge of a Pedlar's calling 
^-I mean the Pack. The first idea 
that it suggests is its effect in retarding 
motion. Resembling as you do a snail 
in his habits, by carrying, if not your 
house, yet your shop upon your back, 
you would fairly outdo bim in a race on 
the donkey principle. But this is the 
least of it. The snail carries his bur- 
den freely and graeefuDy, because na^* 
taraUy. Your con(fition as a Pack- 
man is a standing violation of the first 
law of nature in rdation to the deeti- 
nies of man. Let any body look at 
you with your chest making an angle 
of 45 degrees with your natural per- 
pendicidar, and ask if this is the posi- 
tion in which a lofty character is to be 
formed ? WeU did the poet say in a 
trite but noble passage^ — 

** Pronaque cum spectent anjmalia cetera 
terrani| 
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THE BAGMAN TO BIS BAG. 



Us hominl sublime dedit ; coelumque vi- 

dere 
JusBiT, eterectos ad sioera toUere vultus." 

Your own poet tells us that " the 
primal duties shine aloft— like stars !" 
How should you ever get a knowledge 
of them with a pack on your should- 
ers ? No, Murdochy you plainly be- 
long to the cetera animaiia, Down> 
then, on your marrow-bones, and per- 
form in a suitable position your ap- 
propriate functions of a beast of bur- 
den ! One advantage, indeed, your 
profession in this respect may have 
brought with it, that the callosity of 
your dorsal muscles may have better 
prepared you for your present flagel- 
lation. 

As to the pack itself, Mr Words- 
worth has made the most of it when 
he says, 

*' Within their moviDg magazines ia lodged . 
Power that cornea forth to quicken and 

exalt 
.iffections seated in the mother's breast 
And in the lover s fancy ; and to feed 
The sober sympathies of long- tried 

friends." 

But were we to come to details, how 
poor and mean would the contents 
appear. I decline to vu^arise Mr 
North's pages with an enumeration of 
articles so essentially unpoetical, and 
which every reader's fancy can readily 
supply. 

See now the contrast between your- 
self and me. In attitude how differ- 
ent ! Nature, in my case, has not only 
escaped degradation, but has received 
assistance and embellishment. NoUiing 
is so good for the carriage as driving 
a gig. Then, in our paraphernalia, 
what an immeasurable distance be- 
tween the pack and tbe bag I The 

one all that is coarse and clumsy the 

other all that is graceful and genteel ; 
the one all body—the other all spirit ; 
the one prose— the other poetry. O 
that the pen of Wordsworth had been 
employed to describe the wonders of 
this magic repository, which, like For- 
tunatus's purse, contains such bound- 
less resources in so narrow a compass ; 
always emptying yet never empty; 
always filling yet never fuD. But if 
Wordsworth declines the task, Tom- 
kins himself must try it, and favour 
^ou ^ith 



1. 

My faitliful Bag ! no tongue can tell 
What rising joys my bosom swell, 
When, linked with thee, I speed along. 
And sound thy praise in many a song, 
While here and there I broach the cag, 
And drink to thee, my faithful Bag. 

2. 

Let paltry Pedlars bow the back. 
And pant and pech beneath the pack ; 
Thy soft expansion, void or ftiU, 
Is light as lady's reticule. 
No porter's load I need to drag 
While thou art mine, my faitliful Bag. 

3. 
No cumbrous stores thy depths conceal. 
Of hard or soft, of stuff or steel : 
But mighty Commerce finds in thee 
Her portable epitome. 
It costs me neither force nor fag 
To wield thy weight, my foithful Bag. 

4. 

From jdoor to door as fortli I go, 
And all thy tempting treasures show, 
The maidens round enraptured gaxe. 
And feel their bosoms in a blaze ; 
While thus their tongues in concert wag, 
•* Oh the dear Bagman and his Bag I** 



In gig or mail, as on I roll. 
Thy loved idea haunts my soul ; 
But most when frosts are biting chill 
1 blow a cloud, serene and still — 
Havannah fine, or simple nhag 
And muse on thee, my faithful Bag. 

6. 
Though varied scenes my eyes survey, 
As fate directs my wandering way. 
Yet still thy presence fills my heart, 
In street or store, in church or mart ; 
By flood or fell, on knoll or crag, 
I think of thee, my faithful Bag. 

7. 

Place me where ne'er a summer breeze 
With balmy breath refreshed the trees. 
Where fogs and firowning skies abound. 
And not a bill or note is found. 
My heart and voice shall never flag 
To love and laud my faithful Bag. 

8. 
Place me where overhead shall run 
The car of the too-neighbouring eon, 
Where far along the burning zone. 
Commercial houses scarce are known— 
Till thirst unquenched my mouth shall gag^ 
ni fondly sing my faithful B»s. 
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In the same strain and vith equal 
success, I might contrast your iron- 
pointed staff with my gig whip — and 
your thick-soled and clouted shoon 
with my Sunday Wellingtons or tra- 
Telling tops. 

I think 1 have now made out a suffi- 
cient case against you and Mr Words- 
worth, and demonstrated that, in all 
points of view, my character and his- 
tory are eminently suited for the hero 
of a great philosophical poem, and 
that yours are as eminently the re- 
verse. But hefore closing my letter 
let me shortly advert to those points 
which Mr Wordsworth, conscious of 
an impending attack, has put forward 
in his defence. 

Mr Wordsworth says that he has 
ever been ready '* to pay homage to the 
aristocracy of nature," in which cate- 
gory he seems to include your case. 
I am not sure that I understand the 
phrase that here occurs in the poet's 
prose. If by the aristocracy of na- 
ture 16 meant the pre-eminence of mere 
natural genius, the idea is not pecu- 
liarly applicable to your situation, and 
by comprehending too much will be 
found to contain nothing at all. In 
that view, a philosophical poem might 
be written to celebrate the natural ge- 
nius of a coalheaver, or hackney- 
coachman, for I presume that such ge- 
nius, if it exists, may be found alike in 
all situations of life. But I would ask 
whether, in the creation of her aristo- 
cracy. Nature does not give carte 
blanche to Education ? It seems pretty 
plain, at least, that Education must 
affix the seal before the patent can be 
issued. If by the aristocracy of nature 
is meant the nobility which results from 
educated genius, or genius sufficiently 
educated to make itself seen, the prin- 
ciple contended for may be true, but 
it is certainly not new. Every body 
pays homage to genius where it ap- 
pears, and where it does not appear, 
homage cannot be expected. 

If, again, it is not intended to refer to 
genius, but to good sense or respecta- 
bility, here, too, the sentiment is suf- 
ficiently trite, but it is not very rele- 
vant. Every body may not pay 
" homage," in a literal sense, to an 
honest or sagacious man in a shabby 
coat, but every body that knows what 
he is will have a certun regard for him 
proportioned to his good qualities. 
But it is one thing to have a liking or 



respect for a worthy or decent man in 
the rank of a mechanic or travelling 
merchant, and another thing to exalt 
him above other men, equally worthy 
and decent, but of higher station and 
accomplishments, and to make him the 
oracle of a philosophical poem. 

In short, the more I consider the ex- 
pression in which this apology for you 
IS conveyed, the less I understand it. 
We are ail of us, in one sense, of na- 
ture's making, and, in another sense, we 
are all of us Uie product, not of nature, 
but of education and society. Mr 
Wordsworth does not mean to set up 
as a model a man of natural genius with 
no education and no calling or social em- 
ployment ; for he gives even you some 
education, and he gives you a profession 
not more natural than that of a general 
officer or a retired judge. If some 
education, then, may enter into the 
composition of nature's aristocracy, 
why not a good education ? If some 
profession may be allowed, why not the 
best and most extensive ? Sure I am 
that, if the aristocracy of nature may 
be illustrated in you, it may be equally 
found in me, being, as I am, of at least 
equal natural endowments, and of 
analogous though superior pursuits. 
If nature allows her " peerage", to 
tramp about the country as pedlars, she 
need not to object to recognise them 
when driving their gig as bagmen. 
Upon the whole, I suspect we should 
return to our old notions on this sub- 
ject, and admit that the seeming pre- 
judices of society are here, as else- 
where, founded in truth. As a ge- 
neral rule, it will be found that noble- 
men, gentlemen, and bagmen are in 
the most favourable position for men- 
tal improvement, and that the idea of 
making heroes and sages out of ped- 
lars or potters is visionary and ab- 
surd. But indeed Mr Wordsworth 
shows us, in Peter Bell, the true ef- 
fects of a wandering pedestrian life. 
Peter, from birth and habits, might 
have been called up to nature's House 
of Lords as well as yourself. But the 
truth there was too clear to be tam- 
pered with ; and thus one of your 
associates by act of Parliament (see 
svpra, Edward VL), is written down 
a blackg^uard, while you, who are not 
essentiidly different, are promoted to 
be a gentleman and an aristocrat. 

But Mr Wordsworth refers to an 
authority in proie in support of his 



Digitized by 



Google 



532 



Letter from Tofnkins^Bagman versus Pedlar, 



[Oct. 



poetry. He appeals to Heron's Jour- 
ney in Seotland. Now I have been 
often enough at the assizes as party 
or bystander to know that this evi- 
dence would be treated as coming 
from a somewhat suspicious quarter. 
Heron, if I mistake not> was a native 
of Seothuid, and it would be rash to 
trust too far to the testimony of a 
Scotchman^ particularly of the last 
century, where the honour of his 
country, or the station of his country- 
men, was involved. But let us exa- 
mine what the witness says, and see 
whether it bears internal evidence of 
sober truth and strict impartiality. 
Passing over the reference to ancient 
history as mere hearsay, and the 
sneer agunst missionaries as not to 
the purpose, we come to his descrip- 
tbn of what he professes to know as 
actual facts. 

" It is further to be observed," Mr 
Heron says, « for the credit of this 
most useful class of men, that they 
commonly contribute, 6y their personal 
manners, no less than by the sale of 
their wares, to the r^iiement of the 
people among whom they travel.** 
This is somewhat new. In this view, 
the manners of a packman should 
have become proverbial, yet I never 
heard them so characterised. A va- 
grant Chesterfield is quite an original 
idea. ^' Their dealings form them to 
great quickness of wit, and acuteness 
of judgment ! " That you may be acute 
enough in your dealings I don't deny, 
but it is a pity that your poet's plan 
did not permit him to give us speci- 
mens of the wit here lauded. May 
we soon expect a collection xof your 
motsf If you don't favour us, how- 
ever, we can fall back on the merry 
and humorous achievements of John 
Cheap the Chapman, a pamphlet well 
known in your own country, affording, 
for the price of one halQ>enny, a good 
deal of wit, but not certainly remark- 
able for that r^iMmtfn/which Mr Heron 
had praised in the preceding sentence. 
** Having constant occasion to recom- 
mend themselves and their goods, they 
acquire habits of the most obliging 
attention, and the most insinuating ad- 
dress.** In recommending your goods. 
Puff, the auctioneer, was probs^ly 
nothing to you, but as to your insi- 
nuating address, what did it conmst 
in beyond what belongs to the most 
ordinary shopman in the meet ordi- 



nary haberdasher's shop ? " As in 
their peregrinations they have op- 
portunity of contemplating the man- 
ners of various men, and various cities, 
they become eminently skilled in the 
knowkdfie of the worlds What arc 
the various cities you were acquainted 
with ? Two or three at the most ; 
Perth and Dumfries, Edinburgh and 
Carlisle. But what parts of those 
cities did you visit ? Not certainly 
the most elegant or improving ; who 
ever saw you on Prince's Street in the 
metropolis of your own country ? No 
one ; you put up at the Highlander's 
Salut(Uion in the Grassmarket, nor 
ever visited a more fashionable dis- 
trict than the Candlemaker Row, or 
Bristo Port : while your houjs in the 
other places were of a similar respec- 
tability. " As they wander, each 
alone, through thinly inhabited dis- 
tricts, they form habits of reflection 
and sublime contemplation." Tliis 
seems the main passage in the evi- 
dence ; but I think I have already 
obviated it. I can allow of no sublime 
contemplation in a traveller who bears 
a burden on his back, that won't let 
him hold up his head, or look be- 
yond his shoe-tie. " With all these 
qualifications, no wonder that they 
slu)uld often be, in renmte parts of tlie 
country, the best uibrors of fashion 
and censors of manners ; and should 
contribute much to polish the rough- 
ness, and soften the rusticity of our 
peasantry !" O Murdoch, this of you ; 
you the best mirror of fashion I with 
those corduroy knees, drab- coloured 
spats, as you call them, and ribbed blue 
stockings between ; not to speak of 
that waistcoat with the flaps I This 
is too much | it out- Herons Heron ; 
f' Oendemen of the jury," as my 
friend Buckram used to say, ** after 
this can you believe a word that this 
witness has told you ?*' 

From the rest of this Mr Heron's state- 
ment it appears that the travelling mer- 
chant turns out, after all, to be no wait- 
er, but a Knight Templar. << When, 
after twenty years absence in that ho> 
nourable Ihie of employment, he re- 
turned with his acquisitions to his na- 
tive country, he was regarded as a 
gentleman to all intents andpurpoee* I *' 
So then the Pedlar does not rest sa- 
tisfied with belonging to the aristocra- 
cy of nature, but takes his place as an 
Esqoirein the ranks of artifielal sode- 
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iy, and probably dines once a month 
with Gustos Rotulomm himself^ if he 
does not ultimately sit for the county. 
This slufting of your ground won't 
do> Murdoch. It is very plain> on your 
poet*s own showing, that you are no 
gentleman, e?en in your retirement ; 
and if in this and other points the tes- 
timony in your favour is shaken, it 
must altogether fall. 

But if Uiere is any truth in the pas- 
sage quoted from rieron, assuredly it 
applies not to you but to me, idu- 
tato nomine de me Fabtda narratur. 
There woiUd be nothing absurd in ap- 
plying to me all the encomiums that 
are so imsplaced as they stand. The 
personal manners and refinement — 
quickness of wit^ and aimteness of 
Judgment— the habits of obliging at- 
tention uid insinuating address, sB be- 
long more appropriately to Tomkins 
the Bagman tnan to any other being. 
Then unquisstionably my peregrina- 
tions give me that opportumty of con- 
templating the manners of various men 
and various cities* and of acquiring an 
eminent knowledge of the world, the 
possession of which can be but seantily 
predicated of you. As to solitary 
wandmngs and the formation Qf ha- 
bits of reflection and sublime contem- 
plation, who can boast of these advan- 
tages so justly or so largely as myself? 
Alone in my gig I traverse, not only the 
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roost populous, but also the most thinly 
inhabited districts of the island. With- 
in an hour's drive from my own door in 
Sheffield, 1 find myself on my midland 
circuit in the wildest solitudes of the 
Derbyshire hills, and there, inspired 
hj the genius of the place and an occa- 
sional auxiliary to enthusiasm of a more 
potent kind, 1 can indulge mv suUime 
contemplations to a deg^e of intensity 
that would be incompatible with the 
prosecution of a pitiful pedestrian jour- 
ney. With all these qualifications, in- 
deed, no wonder that i should be often 
the '* best mirror of fashion'^ that a 
countnr bumpkin can dress himself 
by. But you — that is a very difierent 
affair. 

Nothing more, then, need be said. 
The Excursion is undoubtedly a fine 
poem, and Mr Wordsworth is the 
greatest poet of hb day ; but he was 
quite wrong when he chose you for 
a hero, instead of giving tlie preference 
to, 

Yours always (in the way of 
business), 

Isaac Tomkins. 

On hand at present an unusually 
excellent assortment of grates, stoves, 
and fire-irons. The smallest order 
executed with the same punctuality as 
the largest. 
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ON CATHOLICISM, PROTESTANTISM, AND PHILOSOPHY IN FRANCE. 



BY M, GUIZOT. 



We have, in several papers of late 
years, given our readers many inte- 
resting details respecting the state of 
religion in France. We have therein 
expressed our opinion that the subject 
in that country is becoming gradually 
ascendant, and experience has com- 
pletely justified this opinion. The 
very fact that M. Guizot has felt him- 
self called upon to publish a grave 
essay, having the above title, proves 
this. That distinguished person is, 
by his position, and the character of 
his mind, eminently a practical man, 
and he would not devote an hour of 
his time to any matter which he did 
not deem had immediate practical 
bearings. Religious questions then 
have, it appears, come to have an ac- 
knowledged importance in France, 
which will, we feel persuaded, become 
more and more prominent every day. 
When one of the most illustrious 
authors, and one of the soundest states- 
men in Europe, gives to the world, 
therefore, under this conviction, his 
deliberate thoughts on such serious 
topics, the sentiments he enuticiates 
thereupon cannot fail to attract general 
attention, and to exert a considerable 
influence on the public mind. There 
is something very striking, too, in an 
active politician, in one who has been 
a leading Cabinet Minister in a great 
nation, and who is likely to be so 
again, considering discussions of a 
theological nature to fall within the 
domain of politics. But the reason of 
this is, that the political condition of 
the French kingdom is pa(pa6/^ affect- 
ed, not merely remotely so, as it were, 
by under-currents of health, or of dis- 
ease, but materially, on its surface as 
well as in its heart, both by the general 
indifference and laxity, and by the very 
partial earnestness of religious belief 
which prevail throughout that land . It 
is then necessity — a dire political neces- 
sity which there urges men, engrossed 
in state affairs, to pay an anxious atten- 
tion to the external effects of the two 
adverse Christian creeds, and of philo- 
sophy, in the positions which they re- 
spectively hold in France. Deeper 
than this they enquire not, and there 
is, therefore, nothing satisfactory in 



their speculations. Politicians who 
are philosophers rather than Chris- 
tians, are, of all men, the most inapt to 
understand even the political opera- 
tions of religion. The littie work of 
M. Guizot, now under our considera- 
tion, makes this most manifest. It is, 
nevertheless, a singularly important 
production. It may be almost regard- 
ed as an historic document, and future 
historians may refer to it as to a most 
authentic source of information re- 
specting the moral and religious situa- 
tion of the French people at the pre- 
sent period. We shall consequentiv, 
although it has been already widely 
circulated in the French journals, lay 
iti with as little mutilation as possible, 
before our readers. From its literary 
merit alone it deserves a careful trans- 
lation. It is, indeed, a masterpiece of 
the artful style of composition. Never 
before, perhaps, except in the writings 
of Bossuet, was there an instance of 
more skill than this essay exhibits, in 
giving to superficiality, by the shadow 
of a deep mind reflected on it, the ap- 
pearance of profundity. We shall 
reserve our comments for the conclud- 
ing part of this article, and proceed 
now to the translation. 

« It is," M. Guizot begins, " of 
Catholicbm and of Protestantbm, not 
of religion, nor even of Christianity in 
generd, that I design to speak. I re- 
gret that it is not possible to designate 
philosophy by any definite denomina- 
tion. But, to be at once and clearly 
understood, I hasten to say, that, on 
the present occasion, I mean hyphiio- 
sophy, every opinion, under any name 
or any form, which admits not of any 
system of faith as obligatory on the 
human intelligence, and which leaves 
man, on the subject of religion, as on 
all others, free to believe or not to be- 
lieve, depending solely on himself for 
his interior convictions. It is of France 
and of France alone that I write. The 
state of Catholicism, of Protestantism, 
and of philosophy, is not the same in 
France, after our moral and social re- 
volutions, in a country which has un- 
dergone such revolutions, as it is else- 
where. I will advance nothing which 
does not result from positive facts, and 
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which cannot have a practical applica- 
tion. The moment has arrived to 
confront facts themselves, real facts^ 
and to discard general terms which 
elude the questions they seem to decide. 
I am convinced that Catholicismj Pro- 
testantism, and philosophy, may, in 
the bosom of our new society, in the 
France of the Charte, subsbt together 
in peace among themselves, and with 
her, — in a peace not only material but 
moral, not merely forced but volun- 
tary, without renouncing or compro- 
mising their dbtinct and separate 
views, — in truth and in honour. This 
I will prove. 

" 1 maintain as my first argu- 
ment absolutely, that this must be, it 
must be necessarily. The following 
is the state of things : — The Catholi- 
cism, the Protestantism, and the phi- 
losophy of the new French society can 
neither destroy each other, nor undergo 
such modifications as may seem good 
either to the one or to the other of 
them. They are ancient facts, power- 
ful, full of life, indestructible, at least 
for an incalculable length of time. 
They have stood their ground in the 
midst of the severest trials — trials of pe- 
riods of tranquillity and order — and of 
seasons of violence and chaotic confu- 
sion. Our New France, the France of 
the Charte, has been in process of for- 
mation and developement for centuries. 
All things have warred with her, and 
all has concurred to her triumph ; the 
church, the nobility, royalty, the 
court ; the grandeur of Louis XIV., 
the indolence of Louis XV., the Wars 
of the Empire, and the Peace of the 
Restoration. She has risen above her 
own faults as above the ascendency of 
her enemies. Catholicism was bom 
at the same time as modem Europe, 
in the same cradle. It has been iden- 
tified with all the operations of Euro- 
pean civilisation. It has survived all 
Its transformations. In our days it 
has encountered the most terrible shock 
which ever stmck a creed or a church. 
It has been lifted up even by the hand 
of its destroyers. It is regaining 
strength visibly day by day. Let us 
enter domestic circles ; let us visit the 
provinces, and we shall see what power 
it still possesses, despite the lukewarm- 
ness of many of its adherents, and even 
of many of its priests. The destinies 
of Protestantism in France have been 
severe. It has been opposed by our 
kings and the people, by the literature 
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of the seventeenth century, and the 
philosophy of the eighteenth. At 
times it has seemed to be extirpated 
by Catholicism, and at others to be 
absorbed by philosophy ; but it has 
succumbed neither to persecution nor 
to disdain ; it subsists, and hardly has 
it been endowed with liberty, when it 
recovers at the same time its ancient 
fervour. As to philosophy, it has ex- 
perienced many checks in the midst pf 
Its triumphs ; its vanities and mistakes 
may be easily exposed ; it has much 
to repair, but nothing to fear ; it re- 
mains master of the field. The prin- 
ciples which it has procldmed have 
become rights ; these rights have be- 
come facts ; the new social state which 
it has produced will be no less favour- 
able to it than the old one it has van- 
qubhed. Evidently these three pow- 
ers are full of life, and have long pros- 
pects before them. They have been 
roughly assailed, but in vain ; they have 
received no mortal blow, neither are 
they more subject to change than to 
death . Doubtiess they may adopt cer- 
tdn modifications in accordance with 
their new situation ; they wDl listen 
to reason ; they will recognise neces- 
sity ; but without denying their prin- 
ciples, without abdicatmg their nature. 
Such concessions they cannot make ; 
all that is characteristic and vital in 
them will endure. Without transfor- 
mation, then, and such as God and 
time has made them, they must exist, 
side by side, under the same social 
canopy. 

** If they live not together in peace, 
in sincere peace, what will happen ? 
We shall see recommence the wars 
which our fathers have witnessed ; the 
war between Catholicism and Pro- 
testantism ; the war between Chris- 
tian creeds and philosophy ; between 
the Church and the New State ; we 
shall see a revival of every sort of fa- 
naticism, lay and ecclesiastic, philoso- 
phic and religious. But this is not 
probable. One meets here and there, 
m books and in joumals, sometimes 
even in graver publications, certain 
attempts towards such a retrogression, 
certain Catholic acerbities against 
Protestant impiety, Protestant against 
Papist idolatry, bigoted against rea- 
son and enlightenment, philosophical 
against faith and the clergy. Yet all 
this constitutes mere verbal disputes, 
often sincere, generally cold, and al- 
ways impotent. No doubt the old 
2l 
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leaven of hatred and of fbud deposited 
in all human conyiifttioni, still remains 
there^ but it can no lodger find a re- 
sponse in societr. It is abhorrent to 
our manners, and Still more to our laws. 
The Will will soon be wanting, even 
in hearts most inclined to this evil 
disposition, to give it efiPect. Those 
trho continue to preach irritation 
dther in Christian communions among 
themselves, or from the philosophic 
chair against Christianitv, preach 
with the voice of the dying, aban- 
doned on a conquered field where 
they persbt in remaining. Here is 
If hat u more likely to happen. Living 
neither in peace nor at war, neigh- 
bours without friendship, and jealous 
without passion, Catholicism, Pro- 
testantism, and Philosophy, and with 
them society at large, will become 
low, cold, and feeble. Dignity and 
force, which result from lively, moral 
reciprocities, will both fail them. A 
dry and sterile spirit will pervade their 
purely official and formal intercom- 
munications. And we shall see that 
state of indifference, at once disdainftd 
and subaltern, that naked frigidity of 
character, which must characterise 
communities depending barely on the 
mechanism of human laws, on a bu- 
reaucratic adminbtration, devoid of 
morality, — that is, of faith and devo- 
tion, — spread, harden, become perma- 
nent, and in a manner legally and 
socially consecrated among men . Is it 
then to reach this goal that the human 
intellieence has for so manv centuries 
unfolded its resources with so much 
brilliancy in our country ? Is it to be 
quelled at this barren and irnoble 
term — at this degradation, — that all 
mighty believing hopes, that all puis- 
sant moral energies have striven to- 
gether, with so much exasperation, 
and so much glory, for the mastery of 
our society ? No. They must save 
themselves, thev must save our coun- 
try from this shameful peril. They 
must adopt, they must respect, they 
must serve loyally our new social 
state. They must live in harmony 
with mutual respect' I say they must. 
An immense advance is made in every 
great design, when success is regara- 
ed as indispensable, as vital. The 
conviction of necessity gives to those 
to whom this conviction is pleasing, 

reat strength ; to those to whom it 
displeasing, rreat rerignation. A 
passionate oes&t is more sustain- 



ing than deceiving. And certainly 
such an ardour oufht to be felt here, 
fbr the honour ana the moral repose 
of our society are, for a long stretch 
of time, at stake. It cannot remain 
in the state of apathy and disquietude, 
of langour and strife, in which it exists 
at present. The soul must have at 
once more activity and more security, 
a firmer resting-place, and a higher 
flight ; and a real pacification of the 
great contending intellectual powers 
can alone accomplish this. How, 
then, is this to be brought about ? I 
shall grapple without hesitation with 
the most prominent and gravest diffi- 
culty which besets this project — the 
nature of Catholicism, ana the condi- 
tions on which alone it can subsist in 
harmony with the new society which 
has made with it, and on which it has 
retaliated, such fierce war. But I 
leave out of consideration religious 
questions, properly so called, questions 
which regard the intimate relations 
between uod and man, in which the 
salvation of the human soul is inter- 
ested. 

" Not that I regard these questions 
witii indifference ; not that their im- 
portance is not now what it has ever 
been, immensely dominant. It is es- 
sential, on the contrary, constantiy to 
repeat this, for in our time it is too 
much forgotten. The real object, the 
root, the essence of religion consists, in 
fact, in its spiritual properties. Its 
morality is valuable, no doubt, as the 
rule of conduct of men in their inter- 
course with other men ; it is valuable 
also in calming the mind to resigna- 
tion in the midst of the trials of life. 
These are the effects of religion upon 
the earth, where it occupies a vast 
space. But its sphere of action is 
much wider, extends far beyond hu- 
man society and the world ; it binds 
man to God, reveals to him the secret 
of this awful communion, teaches him 
what he should believe, and what he 
should do in his connexion with the 
Almighty, and in his prospects of 
eternity. These are indestructible 
facts, from which man may for a mo- 
ment withdraw his attention, but 
which he cannot efface from his nature. 
These are sublime wants, from which 
he cannot dissever himself even when 
he abuses and denies them. The logic 
of these facts, the satisfaction of these 
wants, that is to say, doctrine and its 
eonsequenoe^ is tndy religion^ is ei- 
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pecially the Christian religion, the first 
which has really comprehended and 
embraced its objects. But in these 
questions, and in the doctrines in which 
they receive their more specific ex- 
pression, there is nothing which excites 
conflict between Cathohcism and civil 
society. The State proclaims in this 
matter not only liberty but the rights 
of the Church, and declares hersell' in- 
competent to meddle with them. . . • 
Under this point of view, therefore, 
peace h assured, and may easily be 
maintained with sincerity between Ca- 
tholicism and our new society. The 
real difficulty lies in the following con- 
sideration. The Government of the 
Catholic Church consists in a power 
in all matters of faith and salvation 
which claims the character of infalli- 
bility. I put aside, however mo- 
mentous they may be, all second ques- 
tions respecting what conditions, and 
within what limits, this infallibility 
exists, or to whom it belongs ; whether 
to the Pope or Councils, or to the Pope 
and Councils united. I grasp the 
principle alone which pervades the 
Catholic faith under its every aspect. 
This principle itself is founded on the 
perpetuity of the Divine revelation, 
faithfully preserved in the Church by 
tradition ; and, in case of need, re- 
newed by the inspiration of the Holy 
Spirit, which ceases not to descend 
upon the successor of St Peter, placed 
by Jesus Christ himself at the head of 
the Church. This is the essentia vital 
principle, the base and the pinnacle, 
the alpha and the omega of Catholi- 
cism. Before a power of such a nature, 
of such an origin, all discussion, all re- 
sistance, all separation, is rebellious. 
The new society, the France of the 
Charte, has also her principle, which 
has become that of her Government. 
It is this, that all human power is fall- 
ible, and ought to be controlled and 
limited; that all human society, di- 
rectly or indirectly, in such or such 
measure, under such or such form, has 
the right of controlling and limiting 
the power which it obeys. 

" 1 attempt not to attenuate the pro- 
blem. I set forth with exactness the 
two principles ; they differ essentially ; 
it is said that they are at strife. They 
would truly be at strife if they ever met, 
if they acted within the same sphere. 
But here I again light upon the remedy 
which I have alluded to above. When 
the churchy many centuries ago» insist- 
ed 80 perseveringly upon the distinc- 



tion of spiritual and temporal things, 
she acted in the interest of her own 
dignity, and to establisb her own 11. 
berty. But she did more, she main- 
tained the dignity of human nature, 
and laid the foundations of liberty of 
conscience. The separation of spiritu- 
al and temporal things, the doctrine 
of the church, and the separation of 
the religious from the civil state, the 
doctrine of the charte, the indepen- 
dence of religious society in matters 
of faith, the conquest of the Catholic 
church in the first ages of our Europe, 
and liberty of conscience, the conquest 
of our new society; — these rest funda^ 
mentally on one and the same princi- 
ple. In their applications and their 
forms they vary ; in their origin and 
moral signification they accord tho- 
roughly. Herein there is consequently 
a medium of pacification and of har- 
mony between Catholicism and the 
new society. . . . What is the 
obstacle to be encountered ? One, ra- 
ther historic than rational, arising from 
the past facts of the ancient life of the 
two powers, much more than from 
their prime principles and their actual 
relations. The separation between 
spiritual and temporal aff^drs had its 
origin in the chaos of the middle ages. 
From thence it emerged like the sun 
from a dark and stormy sky. Princi- 
ples, powers, ideas, situations, were all 
for a long time in this European world 
of ours prodigiously confused, obscure^ 
inconsequent* incomplete* For a long 
time temporal things were mixed with 
spiritual, and spiritual things with tem- 
poral, deeply and inextricably, in the 
existence and constitution of Church 
and State. Hence arose temptations 
and incentives frequent and terrible to 
reciprocal usurpations. The confu- 
sion of facts, and the violence of pas- 
sions^ strove incessantly together 
against the principle which had surged 
up to regulate and appease them. • • • 
But now, when those great ambi- 
tions which have troubl^ the world 
are no more than vain pretensions, it 
behoves them to avoid with care the 
last risk they have to run, that of fall- 
ing into ridiculous wranglings. ^ Let 
the two powers, instead of submitting 
to the painful abasement of a momen- 
tary replunge into the effete and pu- 
^d elements of the old confusion, re- 
cognise fully, in right and in fact, their 
mutual incompetence. Let each take 
up its firm position in its own sphere^ 
and profess with energy its own prin- 
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ciplej the Catholic Church, her infal- 
libility and religious order ; the State, 
freedom of enquiry, and social order. 
Not only will they then live in peace, 
but they will respect and strengthen 
each other, not merely in hollow sem- 
blance, which would be unworthy of 
them both, but in earnest reality. . 
. . . As to the benefits which 
would result from this pacification 
to the Catholic Church and consti- 
tutional France, they are immense. 
What is the great evil which disor- 
ders our temporal society ? The 
enfeeblement of authority. I speak 
not of that force which compels obe- 
dience; never, perhaps, had power 
more of it ; never, perhaps, so much ; 
but of that authority which is ante- 
riorly recognised in principle and in 
a general manner, which is adopted 
and felt as a right, which has no need 
of recourse to force ; of that authority 
to which the heart and the understand- 
ing yield a voluntary allegiance, which 
speaks from on high with the empire 
not of constraint, and yet of necessity. 
This is truly authority. It is not, 
nevertheless, the only principle of the 
social state. It suffices not for the 
government of men. But nothing can 
suffice without it, neither reasonings 
Tepeatedly reiterated, nor self-interest 
well understood, nor the material pre- 
ponderance of numbers. Wherever 
this authority is wanting, however 
great the physical force may be, obe- 
dience is always precarious and base, 
always bordering on servility or rebel- 
lion. But Catholicism contains the 
spirit of authoritv — of authority syste- 
matically conceived and organized, 
laid down as a fundamental principle, 
and carried out into practice, wiUi 
great firmness in doctrine and a rare 
knowledge of human nature. . . . 
Catholicism is the greatest and most 
holy school of respect the world has 
ever seen. France has been formed 
in this school, in spite of the abuses to 
which human passions have often 
turned its precepts . These abuses are 
little to be feared in future, and the 
great benefits may flow from the in- 
culcation of the precepts, of which we 
have great need. Catholicism has 
also its evils. Its coldness, its forma- 
lity, its predominance of forms over 
realities, of exterior ceremonies over 
interior convictions. But these evils 
arise from the incredulity, mostly hy- 
pocritical, of the eighteenth century, 
with which the present age is also in- 



fected; and also from the predomi- 
nancy, which was long excessive, in 
the church, of the governing over the 
vital principle, of ecclesiastical autho- 
rity over a religious life. . . . What, 
then, has saved Catholicism from ship- 
wreck? The popular faith. The 
Government fell, but the Catholic 
people survived. M. de Montlosler 
IS right. In our days also, a cross 
of wood has saved the world. But 
this salvation is incomplete. The 
church is raised from the ground, 
but souls languish. Catholicism is 
wanting in faith, of a faith spring- 
ing out of deep inward convictions. 
. . . The situation of Protestant- 
ism is more simple; some persona 
affect to believe it better. The gene- 
ral spirit which, since 1830, has pre- 
vailed in our political and domestic 
affairs and alliances, the analogy 
of principle between constitutional 
France and Protestant England, has 
given rise to an opinion that Protest- 
antism is in favour. There are even 
some people who pretend to have dis- 
covered a grand conspiracy to render 
France Protestant. This absurdity 
has no need of confutation. A very 
littie time back Protestattism appeared 
not to be so well established in France. 
I speak not of the Restoration. But 
under the empire it was said that Pro- 
testantism had a republican tendency, 
that its maxims were opposed to all 
stable order, and to all strong power. 
The Protestant spirit and the revola- 
tionary spirit were represented as bc^ 
ing closely allied. 

" The same assertion is still repeated. 
It has become the theme of a party 
who persevere in exhibiting Protest- 
antism as incompatible with social or- 
der, tranquillity of conscience, and the 
monarchy. Happily Protestantism is 
not a religion of yesterday in Europe. 
It has an history to reply to this ac- 
cusation. . . . The French Reform- 
ed Church ought especially to be ex- 
empt from this ridiculous reproach. 
She enjovs her new liberty with mo- 
desty and gratitude. Never has a re- 
ligious society been more disposed to 
show deference to the civil authority. 
. . . Protestantism, therefore [we 
have omitted the reasons as too ge- 
nerally appreciated, and too trite to 
be repeatea to an English public'], in 
this country can inspire no fears of & 
political nature; and in a religions 

goint of view it mav effect much good, 
ut not in proielytiziDg and convert* 
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log. Conversions on one side and on 
the other will be henceforward ex- 
tremely rare; and the importance 
which certain persons attach to them, 
either as a matter of gratulation or 
complain^> is somewhat puerile. 
Truly snch conversions are facts most 
grave to those who are engaged in 
them» but they are of no moment to 
society. France will not become Pro- 
testant ; Protestantism will not perish 
in France. Among many other rca- 
8(>n8> the following is decisive. It is 
not between Catholicism and Protest- 
antism that a struggle for mastery ex- 
ists at present. I mpiety and immorality 
are the enemies they both have to con- 
tend with. To revive the influence of 
religion is the work to which they 
are jointly summoned ; an immense 
work, for the evil thereby to be 
removed is immense. When one re- 
flects with any seriousness upon this 
evil — when one sounds, though but 
partially, its abysses,— the moral state 
of the masses of our population, — the 
popular mind so vagrant, the popular 
heart so empty, desiring so much, 
hoping so little, fluctuating so rapidly 
from the fever to the languor of the 
Boul, one is seized with melancholy and 
dismay. Catholics or Protestants, 
priests or laymen, whoever you are, if 
you are believers, do not molest each 
other, but direct all vour zeal towards 
those who have no faith. There is your 
field, there is your harvest. An open 
field for Protestantism as for Catholi- 
cism, where the one and the other may 
fiud full occupation, and where each 
has peculiar aptitudes and peculiar 
merits to labour profitably. We are 
suffering under diverse moral maladies. 
Some are tossed with doubt, and a 
sickly wavering understanding. These 
reqmre the shelter of a port where no 
tempest can intrude, of a light which 
never flickers, of a hand ever present 
to uphold their faltering steps. They 
demand from religion rather support 
for their feebleness, than aliment for 
their activity. In raising them it must 
sustain them ; in touching their heart 
it must subdue their intelligence ; in 
animating their interior sensibilities, 
it must, at the same time, and above 
all, impart to them a profound senti- 
ment of security. Catholicism is mar- 
Teliously suited to this character so 
frequent in our days. It has satisfac- 
tions for desires, and remedies for suf- 
ferings. It possesses at the same time 
the art of subjugating and of pleasing. 



Its anchors are strong, and its perspec- 
tives full of attraction to the imagina- 
tion. It excels in giving at once oc- 
cupation and repose to the soul, and 
opens a welcome haven after great 
fatigues ; for without leaving the heart 
cold or idle, it spares it much effort, 
and lightens the burden of its respon- 
sibility. For other minds, diseased 
also, and severed from religion, more 
intellectual and personal activity is 
necessary. They abo experience the 
want of returning to God and to a 
fdth. But they have the habit of 
examining every thing for themselves, 
and will receive nothing for truth 
which results not from their own rea- 
sonings. They would flee from infi- 
delity, but liberty is dear to them ; and 
there is in the religious bent of their 
disposition, more thirst than lassitude. 
To these Protestantism may find access, 
for, in urging upon them piety and 
faith, it not only allows, but exhorts 
them to exercise their reason and their 
liberty. It has been accused of cold- 
ness, but wrongfully. In appealing 
incessantly to a free personal examina- 
tion. Protestantism works its way 
deeply into the soul, and generates a 
strong faith, in which the activity of 
the intelligence aliments the fervour of 
the heart, instead of extinguishing it. 
And by thb characteristic it harmo- 
nizes well with the spirit of the age, 
which was, in the days of its youth, at 
once inquisitive and enthusiastic, as 
eager for conviction as for liberty, and 
which, despite its momentary exhaus- 
tion, has not changed its nature, but 
will resume infallibly its double cha- 
racter. 

** Let Catholicism and Protestantism 
then never lose sight of our society. 
Let them each, according to its pecu- 
liar principle, seek out and medicine 
our social wounds, and cater to those 
moral wants which they are, respec- 
tively, most adapted to satisfy. In 
this task lies their true mission, their 
efficacious mission, not in eyeing each 
other constantly with hostility, and re- 
newing old controversies. In general, 
controversy has but little effect, and 
that not of a religious kind. . . . 
They should, therefore, discard con- 
troversy, and bend all their energies 
to their joint and yet separate work. 
Thus they may live in peace not only 
with our new society, but with each 
other. . . ' This alliance must 
take place. I repeat, it must, I close 
as I commeuced this paper, by iusist- 
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lag on this necessity,^ Peace be- 
tween reU^ous creeds is at present 
imposed on them all by our social 
state. Harmony in liberty is their 
legal condition ; it is the Charte, 
Let them adopt it, then> heartily as a 
fact ; let them render a loving obedi- 
ence to this rule. I fear not the dis- 
repute of a false prophet in predicting 
that religion will gain by it as mucE 
as society," &c. &c. 

A production more completely 
French than the one from which we 
have laid such ample extracts before 
our readers, we beUeve was never be- 
fore given to the world. Almost 
every moral and mental characteristic 
of Frenchmen, and of Frenchmen, too, 
of the highest class of mind, b therein 
exhibited with a distinctness, a bre- 
vity, and a burnish of artful phrases 
and bastard logic which it wellnigh 
tortures the sense to contemplate with- 
in so narrow a compass. 

In what other countrv than France, 
upon the face of the whole earth, would 
a statesman undertake, not to restrain 
external actions, but to dictate, ex ca* 
thedra, to mtiu/, regarding the thoughts 
and convictions of men on the most 
vital topics, as subject, even in their 
intellectual and spiritual develope- 
ments, to the mouldings and limita- 
tions of a barely political and social 
expediency ? In what other country 
in the world could religious creeds 
and philosophy be viewed barely as 
material facts, to be dealt with, not in 
their outward forms, but in their in- 
ward life, in the same manner as if 
they were purely conventional institu- 
tions ? For it is to the inward life of 
Catholicism, Protestantism, and Philo- 
sophy, that M. Guizot addresses his 
dogmatic dialectics. Despite the re- 
fining verbal distinctions he makes, 
this is the fact. He would regulate the 
internal spirit of faith in France, under 
its two broad divisions, as well as that 
of the infidelity of indifierence which 
he calls philosophy. In this we dis- 
cern the radical passion of Frenchmen 
for organizing, as they call it, all things. 
Mind itself they would manage as 
a great military chief would manage 
masses of material force under his 
command. Thev would array and or- 
der it, and send a detachment here 
and a detachment there, under difie- 
rent captains and different banners, 
to achieve certain oonouetts which 
they deem desirable. There is a pro- 



fundity of impious assumption of the 
Divine power in such designs ; and it 
is precisely a design of this kind, most 
flagrantly set forth, that the Essay of 
M. Guizot unfolds. The French in 
their Great Revolution attempted to 
usurp a dominancy of this sort. Their 
mil was to destroy, their will was to 
create, their will was to mould and 
wield all the elements of human so- 
ciety, just as if they had to work upon 
Elastic matter to be shaped by the 
ands of the artificer. And this 
abrupt, impatient, arbitrary wilfulness 
they called freedom. It is much the 
same now. Persecution, in principle 
at least, they abjure ; liberty, especi- 
ally intellectual liberty, and liberty of 
conscience, ihey proclaim emphatical- 
ly ; but whilst they believe it within 
their competence, as it were, to orga* 
nize all mental energies, however di- 
verse in nature, and make them act 
together as parts of the same machine, 
towards the fulfilment of certain tem- 
poral and national purposes, there is 
the sublimation of tyranny in the very 
conception. Yet what else does M. 
Guizot propose ? All the great con- 
flicting opinions of men within the 
French territory are, he affirms, to 
hear his voice, and kiss and be friends. 
He considers them, therefore, as sus- 
ceptible of yielding obedience to some 
intellectual^^ external to themselves. 
However absurd this phrase may 
sound, it simply expresses the eub- 
stance of M. Guizot's meaning. But 
let us examine his propositions a little 
closer. 

He would bring about a pacifica- 
tion between the three powers : Ca- 
tholicism, Protestantism, and Philo- 
sophy. But this is only possible in 
one way, viz : by neutralizing them 
all. It is in vain to say that each may 
find separate work without interfering 
with the others. They are in a most 
prominent sense relative existences. 
Take away their mutual relations of 
opposition, and they become at best 
but feeble prevarications. Their mu- 
tually antagonistic qualities constitute, 
wherein they differ, their very essence. 
It is preposterous to maintain that the 
doctrines of each can be zealously 
propagated, without hostile reference 
to the doctrines of the other two, espe- 
cially when they are all placed in active 
juxtaposition : for they are severally 
at variance, not on points of acknow- 
ledged minor importance, but on the 
most vital questions of rerelation. It 
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is only by regarding these auestions 
themselves as of very secondary mo- 
ment» that the pacification^ on which 
M. Guizot insists^ can be accomplished ; 
and wheneyer this may happen* they 
will all fade away into a colourless 
neutrality. 

But No> says M. Guiaot ; each of 
the powers should preserve its distinct 
tive characteristics. How> however, 
being reconciled togethep« can this be ? 
One of their most distinctive charac- 
teristics 18 reciprocal opposition, as a 
distinctive characteristic of the gospel 
in the earliest ages of the Church was 
opposition to Judaism, Paganism, and 
the schools of the Philosophers. M. 
Guizot's argument is absurd, and at 
contradiction with itself. If it be 
worth any thing, the apostles at that 
period alluded to, should have carefully 
preserved all the dbtinctive character- 
istics of thdr doctrine, and made peace 
at the same time with the Jews, Pagans, 
and Sopbbts. They should have said 
to the devout Jews, go you and preach 
the Mosaic laws, we shall not interfere 
with you ; and to the devout Pagans, 
go you and preach your gods and 
idolatries, we shall not interfere with 
you ; and to the Philosophers, go you 
and enlighten the world with your phi- 
losophy, we shall not interfere with 
you. We shall merely address our- 
selves to the rabble, who believe in 
nothing, and who have no philosophy. 
And then they would have established 
exactly the same kind of pacification 
that M. Guizot recommends now. He 
would have CathoUos, Protestants, and 
Philosophers, all act on this system. 
He would have them avoid all disputes 
and controversy. Controversy, he 
assures us, has never done any g^reat 
good, and asserts, in a passage which 
we have omitted, that it was never 
called into prominent action till the 
time of the Keformation, though it Is 
evident from the Acts of the Apostles, 
and the Epistles of St Paul, that the 
inspired ambassadors of Christ were 
engaged, almost incessantly during 
their arduous lives, in controversial 
discussions with all g^nsayers. 

M. Guizot will not, of course, admit 
the justice of the parallel we have 
drawn between the Christians, Jews, 
and Pagans of ancient times, and the 
Protestants and Catholics of the pre- 
sent day ; and yet the comparison is a 
Just one. The conversion of Papists 
will ever be in the estimati6n of ge- 
nuine Protestants as deeply needfrnas 



the conversion of Jews and Paganf 
appeared to the primitive Christians^ 
or as the conversion of the most re- 
probate of the outcasts of society, and 
vice versa. But M. Guizot would in- 
terdict this field of exertion both to 
Catholics and Protestants. Why? Be- 
cause he would not have them molest 
those who have already a creed which 
he considers, if it be sincerely and cor- 
dially embraced, quite sufficient to 
answer every desirable purpose. He 
would have religious impressions rife 
among the populace, but cares not of 
what liind they are, so they be recog- 
nised in Christendom. And he would 
have this view adopted by religionists 
who hold the most opposite doctrines. 
He would urge upon them the utmost 
zeal in the propagation of what they 
deem truth, and impose upon them, at 
the same time, complete carelessness 
with respect to the errors which cor- 
rupt and destroy the truths for which 
they are incited to be so zealous. He 
would thus mate an enthusiastic ear- 
nestness with a sterile indifference. 
A grosser contradiction cannot be 
conceived. 

But it is easy to divine the thought 
of his heart. It is this : That Catho- 
licism, Protestantism, and creedless- 
ness, which he calls PbUosophy, have 
all good in them, if not in equal mea- 
sures. He perceives that they have 
each certain properties, and produce 
certain effiscts which he has noted as 
beneficial. He has observed that the 
religious sentiment, even where it is 
denied, is common to them all } and It is 
this sentiment that he would desire to 
see cultivated. Whatever develope* 
ment it may assume, at least within 
the range of Christian apd philoso* 
phic denomination, is tm him equal. 
He wishes spiritual conviction to 
abound in societjr, but whilst he would 
allow these eonvtctions to attach them- 
selves to narticnlar tenets and forms of 
worship, be would have it, neverthe- 
less, admitted without dispute, thi^ 
in thdr generaUiy, under all their 
guises, their operftUon is most excel- 
lent. The mibtUmce of religion he 
sees solely in a vague sentiment, re- 
sulting in some determined persuasion 
of the mind ; iu doctrines he looks 
upon as mere acoidente. 

And this view is one very con- 
monly adopted br those who call 
themselves, in a large and 
sense, as they say» the fHen|l 
gion. They d0| no deidb^ 
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that Jews and Pagans* Stoics and 
Epicuriansj and all the other nume- 
rous worshippers and philosophers of 
antiquity* entertained each the kind 
of sentiments and the kind of convic- 
tions they insist upon as constituting 
the essence of religious truth. But 
this consideration does not at all dis- 
turb their theory. Why ? Because 
there is a profound incredulity at the 
bottom of all their speculations which 
have a theological aspect. They re- 
gard Christianity chiefly as a histori- 
cal fact — a fact* they are willing to 
avow, which has been prolific of im- 
mense benefit to mankind . In this sense 
they may deem it divine, and call it* 
with some sincerity* a revelation ; but 
that it is a revelation in the rigorous 
signification of that term* — that it con- 
tains an absolute and essential rule 
and standard of right and wrong with 
respect to the spiritual and monil na- 
ture of man ; that such a rule and 
standard is any where to be found ; 
that natural truisms do not compre- 
hend the substance of religion ; that 
the doctrines of the Gospel are not 
mere accommodations and helps to 
the one universal sentiment of which 
we have spoken* which pervades all 
bosoms ; that they are not* therefore* 
plastic to manifold meanings of a 
Protean complexion ; of a chamelion 
chang^fulness* compliant to every va- 
riety of temperament and humour* 
and to the social and political changes 
of the world — they have no notion. 
Christianity appears to them princi* 
pally admirable from its vagueness ; 
and its divinity they emphatically see 
in this : viz. that* whether Catholic 
or Protestant* philosopher or infidel, 
civil society has been much improved 
by its influence. 

We repeat* however* that this elas- 
tic conception of the Christian faith* 
with whatever plausibility it may be 

)Ut forward* is rooted in incredulity. 

t proclaims that there is nothing 
positive and specific in Revelation of 
any paramount value ; that its general 
propositions alone Irhich respond to a 
common feeling and common want in 
the heart of man* are important ; that 
all the rest is conventional; conve- 
nient it may be or not ; for the most 
part effectively useful within a proper 
narrow sphere ; but always to be 
kept in the back- ground, and never 
suffered to interfere* by wranglings 
about its minor matters — differences 
about what people foolishly caU f^* 
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damental doctrines* and such compa- 
rative trifles— with these broad gene- 
ralities* on which all are agreed* and 
on which the cause of vital religion is 
represented to depend. 

It is impossible to put any other 
construction than thb on M. Guizot's 
scheme of religious and philosophic 
paciflcation in France. But how is it 
that he is blind to the fact* that this 
scheme, though now for the flrst time 
formally and dogmatically announced 
and recommended* has* without the 
expenditure of either wisdom or wit, 
logic or religious zeal towards its 
promotion* been in active operation 
in that country for at least half a 
century ? He gives a most eloquent 
and fearful picture of the feverous 
unbelief* not disbelief* and the conse- 
quent extreme demoralization of mind 
which prevails among the overwhelm- 
ing majority of his countrymen ; but 
in what, we ask* has this state of 
mind originated, but in the attenua- 
tion and dilution of all decided and 
definite doctrines and opinions with 
reference to revelation? Superstition 
produces one effect; infidelity, or a 
positive denial of the truth of revela- 
tion, another ; and latitudinarianism, 
or a willingness to admit and to inter- 
fuse the claims to acceptance of di- 
verse creeds* a third ; and it is with 
this last evil of which M. Guizot com- 

Elains that French society is at present 
ibouring; yet the remedy he pro- 
poses* is to carry the evil out to its ut- 
most extent. He fancies* that when 
it has reached its climax* fervour will 
coalesce with indifference ; that the 
false proverb* as old as the hills* ** that 
all religions are eguaUy true and good, 
if they be embraced with sincerity^'* 
which is the burden of his essay from 
beginning to end* and which* limiting 
the scope of this proverb to the faith 
of Christendom, he sets forth as a dis- 
covery* would* if cordially received as 
an unquestionable axiom^ kindle an 
ardour in each separate class of reli- 
gionists devotedly to propagate their 
peculiar tenets. This is the jet of his 
scheme. The scheme itself has* as we 
have said* been long* and is at present* 
working spontaneously in various 
parts of the world, to the production of 
consequences the very reverse of those 
which M. Guizot contemplates. But 
it has not certainly yet attained that 
full-orbed completion which he antici- 
pates for it* and would urge forward. 
When that consummation arrive^ 
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which seems, indeed, to he fast ripen- 
ing, we may see truly much sham 
conviction, and much futile ardour, 
strong seeming attachments to parti- 
cular systems of helief, fantastically 
conceived, combined with a general 
embracement of them all in one bond 
of fraternization. In brief, mysti- 
cism, which flimsifies religion and what- 
ever it touches into transcendental 
sentimentalities, which regards all 
creedsasbare administrations of occult 
verities, and which, therefore, can see 
truth everywhere and error nowhere, 
will be ascendant. By this mysticism, 
the accordance, or rather the collu- 
sion, — the harmony in liberty, — be- 
tween all churches and all ideas, 
of which M. Guizot speaks, may doubt> 
less be brought about. Whether he 
aims at this result or not his scheme 
most assuredly tends towards its real- 
ization. 

But that distinguished person goes 
on to mention a further power, in ad- 
dition to the three already named, to 
which we beg now to direct the at- 
tention of our readers. This fourth 
power he calls ** our new social state," 
and keeps it aloof and apart from the 
other three. And if by the words 
'' social state,*' he means merely state, 
if he alludes to a form of government, 
the administration of public affairs, 
according to constitutional principles, 
hb distinction holds good, as certainly 
every state regarded in the light of a 
legal legislative and executive autho- 
rity is separated in its nature and in 
its functions from the religious and 
intellectual convictions and proceed, 
ings of its subjects, so long as thereby 
legal morality and ciuil order are not 
contravened. But when we find join- 
ed to the word ** state*' the word 
" social,'* an altogether different sig- 
nification is conveyed. The term 
social state includes in its meaning, 
not merely the public institutions, 
but the manners, morals, the style of 
thinking, the habits of life, the pre- 
vailing character and situation, do- 
mestic as well as political, of a whole 
people. A.nd it is in this sense, we 
take it, that M. Guizot uses the 
phrase, for he makes it synonymous 
with the France of the Charte, and 
with ** our new Society,'* neither 
of which expressions can describe 
barely a government. Are we, there- 
fore, to believe that we have put the 
right construction on his words in 
the true meaning we have affix* 



ed to the term social state ? If so, 
we affirm, what no one will deny, in 
contradiction to his argument, that 
the social state of every community, 
so far from being disconnected from 
its religion and its philosophy, is 
mainly derived, constituted, and de- 
veloped, from these two sources. 

If, however, we are mistaken in 
both our conjectures with respect 
to the interpretation he would have 
attached to the words " social state," 
as, upon a repenisal of his essay, we 
are persuaded we are, — if by that 
term he means neither the govern- 
ment nor the general condition of the 
nation, but emphatically that strong 
bias of the popular mind which is 
called "the spirit of the o^f,"— then we 
would say, leaving philosophy at pre- 
sent out of the question, that if reli- 
gion rules not the strength of man, the 
sooner its influence is altogether shaken 
off the better ; but if it should rule this 
strength, the mention of any other 
power which is to exert an independ- 
ent force can result only from the 
extremest confusion of understanding, 
or from a desire to perplex and mys- 
tify the understandings of the simple. 
If religion labours under an incapa- 
city of accompanying and giving 
moral guidance to the mind in all its 
developements, there is no truth in 
her; and those who make the dis- 
tinction M. Guizot has made, and in- 
sist upon relegating the religious and 
the working, discursive, enterprising, 
speculative intellect of a country, 
with which society ferments and is 
moved (consecrating the latter as a 
separate power), to different spheres 
of action, prove thereby their tho- 
rough disbelief in the Christian Re- 
velation. 

We admit, nevertheless, that this 
separate power, of which the French 
statesman speaks, does exist — that it is 
daily on the increase — that it is tri- 
umphing, and is likely still further to 
triumph, especially in France ; but far 
from recognising in the existence of 
this fact, as he does, matter of hope ; 
far from according to it, not merely 
our acquiescence, but our approving 
admiration ; far from considering it as 
sacredly excellent, as an element of 
national energy, pregnant with bene- 
fits to succeeding generations, we re- 
gard it as a most terrific evil, as the 
EVIL which is the spring-head of all 
others which afflict nations and indi- 
viduals, and which it is the grand 
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work of religion to gnrapple with and 
overcome. 

Yet, in the spirit of the view M. 
Gulzot has takeos viz. that the power 
which he calls *^ onr new social state** 
is to occupy that master-position in 
the government of the world's heart 
which has been occupied heretofore 
bv religion, or by a strong anti-reli- 
gious reaction, one understands why 
he places creeds the most at variance 
with each other on the same level, for, 
in accordance with his doctrine, thev 
can have but a minbterial underwork 
to perform, and it must be of extreme- 
ly small consequence which of them 
has the precedence, when they are in- 
differently to be overtopped by a dis- 
tinct supreme influence, under whose 
shadow only they are to act. 

But this is all a base j uggle of words, 
the perfect quacker^r of rhetoric, and 
M. Guizot knows it to be so. He 
knows very well, that the genius of 
every people, and all their national 
destinies, are characterised complete- 
ly by the religious and philosophic 
tenets which are received among them. 
It would have been a task, then, worthy 
of his high reputation, of his talent, 
and especially of his position, to have 
shown how the three powers he speaks 
of have operated on society. With all 
the experience of history before him, 
be could not have failed to have traced 
the effects of each up to their respective 
fountain-heads. He had Italy and 
Spain, affording an unexceptionable 
illustration of the unqualified working 
of Catholicism ; he had France, to 
exemplify the fruits of that infldcdity 
which he calls philosophy ; and he had 
Prussia, Holland, England, and Ame- 
rica, exhibiting palpably the results of 
Protestantism. But he has not ful* 
filled the task which his subject, to be 
fairly and instructively treated, im- 
posed upon him. He has skimmed it 
most superficially over. He has dis- 
eriminated only to shuffle his discri- 
minations up together in a common 
heap, the moment after he has made 
them. He concludes nothing either 
against or in favour of any one of the 
three powers he has mentioned above 
the others. From the three great 
master-lessons which Christendom, 
through the long travail of centuries^ 
has brought forth and furnished to 
mankind, he has determined to learn 
nothing, to infer nothing, but that 
these lesficms should mutually neutraU 
ize each other. He perceives in none 
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of them the right path, and in none of 
them the wrong indicated ; but main- 
tains that they all contain such a con<* 
fused mixture of both, that any pre- 
ference that may be made between 
them is a matter for private taste to 
decide upon, and not for any graver 
or more comprehensive judgment. He 
sees neither warning beacons nor 
guidmg lights any where. 

And yet, surely, those fundamental 
opinions and views of men, which oo- 
casion such immense distinctions, not 
only betwixt individuals, but betwixt 
whole nations, merit the most intense 
and conscientious attention on the part 
of statesmen. These high persons 
cannot, if they deserve their name, be 
neutral on such topics, but must, if 
they are not mere pretenders, enter- 
tain thereupon the most distinct and 
Eo&itive convictions ; not that thereby 
berty of conscience or of intellect 
may be restrained, but that they may 
discern wherein the true moral wel- 
fare of a community consists ; and then 
by reason and by eloquence, and by 
every unforced means, encourage the 
growth and spread of those principles 
which they may deem most salutary. 

And this is the work which M. Gui- 
zot seemed pointed out by Providence 
to perform in France. He might have 
passed in grand circumspective re- 
view — a work for which his propen- 
sity for generalizing renders him pe- 
cuUarly apt— the aberrations of bis 
country from Christianity, both in Po- 
pery and Infidelity ; be might have 
shown how all the noble qualities 
with which God has endowed her na- 
tives have been exaggerated and dis- 
torted into curses by these two malig- 
nant stars of her destiny; and he 
might have put it to his countrymen, 
seriously to ask themselves whether 
there is no excellent medium to be 
found between superstition and incre- 
dulity, other than a barren indifference, 
or a fantastic metaphysical mysticism. 
And it must be confessed too, that 
France is well disposed to listen to 
reasonings and exhortations of this 
kind respecting her mental and reli- 
gious state. It is now more than half 
a centunr since she freed herself from 
Uie bond-slavery of Romanism in all 
but the name ; she has got wearr, too, 
of the sterile negations of infidelity; 
a certain blind reaction has taken . 
place in her bosom towards rdigion ; 
she invokes even the snpersdtion 
which she ere while abominated and 
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threw away ; which comes not^ how- 
ever, at her call> though painfully 
mimicked, and showing signs of am- 
mation as a galvanized corpse may 
imitate the motions of life. She pre- 
fers the grossest absurdities of credu- 
lity to the craving void which unbe- 
lief leaves in the heart ; and feels that 
general sickening swell of fatigued 
Uiought, of disappointed hope, of baf- 
fled efforts, which, from the very 
prostration, not finaJ exhaustion, the 
very fluctuating indecision of mind 
it produces, is most favourable to the 
reception of a new mould and recast 
of character. 

Mean-time Protestantism has ex- 
perienced a partial but most promis- 
ing revival within the French terri- 
tory. It is unknown, also, otherwise 
than historically to Frenchmen in ge- 
neral. And M. Guizot being a Pro- 
testant, it certainly became him at 
this crisis, so full of hope and of fear, 
in this season of transition, which must 
terminate, afler no considerable inter- 
Tal, in the developement of some new 
aspect of French energies, to recom- 
mend his own creed to the anxious 
enquiries of his countrymen. That 
they want religion, he confesses ; and 
he declares also, in the very Essay on 
which we are commenting, that Catho- 
licism is only fitted for mental imbeci- 
lity, whilst the reformed faith exercises 
strongly the intelligence. And he must 
know that a religion which does not 
strongly take possession of the mndf 
which carries not with it the consent 
of the reason, which is not excogitated 
with respect to the evidences of its 
truth, must be, at the present time, 
perfectly futile ; that mankind cannot 
be lulled back again into the dreami- 
ness of passive credulity ; or that, if 
the weakest portion of a community 
may be so drugged into a treacherous 
dormancy, the activities of a people, 
all their energies which make them 
what they may be, cannot be control- 
led and directed by religious oonvio* 
tions which are not intellectual as well 
as spiritual, which will not bear ex- 
amination, and which do not obtain a 
mailifest superiority and mastery over 
their leading mundane thoughts and 
speculations. Now Catholicism can 
never again obtain this sort of supre- 
macy, which she owed formerly dur- 
ing the dark middle ages sheerly to 
Ignorance, and to the despotic rule of 
kings and priests, before the will of 
the mnlUtode had any weight in na- 



tional councils. But Protestantism 
has possessed it, and may continue to 

Eossess it, in lands where civil freedom 
as been carried out to its greatest 
lengths, and where almost every indi- 
vidual has a voice in public affairs. 
And, as we at present speak of na- 
tions, we maintain, from this historic 
experience, that Protestantism is tlie 
last stronghold of Chrbtianity . Those, 
therefore, who are not bigoted Catho- 
lics, and yet take not up their firm 
stand upon Protestant ground, show 
thereby that there is some vague ten- 
dency of hope within them, some 
blind inclination in their hearts which 
would realize an unknown state of 
things beyond even Christianity it- 
self. 

And this reflection, we believe, fur- 
nishes the key to unlock the meaning 
of M. Guizot*s production, now un- 
der our consideration, from all the in- 
tricate involutions of words in which 
he has shut it up. He talks abun- 
dantiy of religion, and of the weakest 
and most contemptible kind of philo- 
sophism, the scorn of all but the small- 
est fry of witiings, which he doublet 
up with Christian creeds, holding it, 
as msj be thence inferred, as of no 
unequal importance with divine reve- 
lation itself; whilst it is evident, from 
this very impious association of pro- 
fane and sacred things, that there is 
some towering conception within the 
ken of his mental vision before which 
he deems Christianity, under its every 
denomination, should shrink into insig- 
nificance. 

This perspective, too, explains why, 
though a Protestant, M. Guizot seems 
to give his preference to Catholicism. 
That appalling corruption of the gospel 
interferes not, or rather can interfere 
no longer, with reason ; and that being 
the case, it forms a most delectable 
paradise of shadows, where fatigued 
and exhausted intellects may find re- 
pose, where the imagination may be 
recreated, and where the conscience 
of man towards God may be stilled by 
a retreat into a religious recess, out of 
the sphere of thought, a recess of en- 
chantments smted to all tempers and 
all tastes, where even the learned and 
the active may love to retire at odd 
moments from the labour of mental ex- 
ertion to the supine enjoyment of an 
indolent religiosity. These are charms 
and qualities which Protestantism pos- 
sesses not. That creeds on the con- 
trary, is apt to be extrem^y importu- 
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nate with human reason, which it 
leaves not to its own devices, hut will 
either control or reprove its acts and 
speculations. This is an awkward pe- 
culiarity hoth of the reformed and of 
the primitive faith, which are one. It 
contravenes and baffles very effectively 
the projects and hopes of those who, 
in their career of movement and pro- 
gfress, as they imagine, are impatient 
of impediments and restraints, especi- 
ally of a religious description. Popery 
seems to them much more convenient. 
Its anti-rationality is its great recom- 
mendation, for, thereby, it is at the 
actual epoch, and for all future time, 
incapacitated from influencing as a 
directing moral power the political 
affairs and the secular temper and as- 
pirations of the world. It comports, in 
this particular, well with the wilful 
spirit of the age, which would not be 
without spiritual blandishments and 
delusions, without a nominal religion, 
but only free from allegiance to any 
superior authority over the mind — 
a species of allegiance which the 
Church of Rome can never again ob- 
tain, but which the reformed Church 
enforces pertinaciously, and extorts 
even from the rebellious, frustrating, 
or moderating, or leavening with her 
own will all their schemes. 

From whatever cause it may have 
arisen, it is certain, at least, that M. 
Guizot, in his Essay, shows a strong 
partiality towards Popery. He says 
that that superstition has been asso- 
ciated with all the advances of European 
civilisation, whilst he knows very well 
that modem civilisation dates from the 
Reformation, and has ever met in 
Catholicism its main antagonist. He 
says that the Church of Rome first 
proclaimed the distinction between the 
spiritual and temporal power, and is 
thus the mother of civil liberty all 
over the world, whilst he knows what- 
ever contrary doctrine, at a particular 
moment, for a subdolous purpose, may 
have been announced by that church, 
she has ever been the direst foe of 
freedom of all kinds ; and that, far 
from renouncing her claims to supre- 
macy over kings and governments, 
despite the distinction she is asserted 
to have made, she has ever, when she 
has had the power, held fast by them ; 
and that no later than eight years ago, 
Charles X. of France was hurled from 
his throne, in consequence of yielding to 
\et pretensions to direct his councils, 
nd mould to her will the policy of his 



Cabinet. It isneedless,however, to show 
thehoUownessof all M. Guizot's coax- 
ing and flattering arguments in favour 
of Romanism ; they carry their own re- 
futation with them to every one who 
has the smallest instruction in the 
gospel or in history. 

But we must take notice of another 
assertion which that gentleman makes. 
He affirms that Catholicism is acquiring 
a revived influence in France. We 
doubtthefact. We have ourselves lately 
travelled through many of the French 
provinces for the purpose of ascertain- 
ing their religious state; we possess, 
also, means of obtaining the most au- 
thentic information on the subject, and 
all that we have seen and all that we 
have learnt on this matter leads us to 
conclude that Popery has lost its hold 
upon the French populace, never effec- 
tually to recover it. Yet, granting that 
we may be under a mistake in this par- 
ticular, to what does the revival of Ca- 
tholicism, of which M. Guizot speaks, 
amount ? He has himself described, 
in the little work before us, that super- 
stition, when thinking to do it honour, 
as the Cloague, the common sewer of 
human infirmities, as a fit receptacle 
only for the diseased and the rickety 
in understanding, for those who can 
only think and feel passively by re- 
ceiving impressions from others, for 
those who love, in abandoning them- 
selves to an external guidance, to sti- 
mulate and becalm their imagination 
with opiates, and who are not shocked 
but edified, as they deem, by seeing the 
most degrading and disgusting mum- 
meries married to pomps and splen- 
dours the most Imposing. And at the 
same time that he was giving this de- 
scription of Romanism, a ceremony, 
which affords a choice illustration of 
the truth of this description under its 
most striking aspect, took place in 
Paris. There, in one of the first 
churches, the one where the royal fa- 
mily and the chief nobility are to te 
seen most frequently, three church 
bells have lately been chrbtened. 
The Duke de Berwick and the Count 
de Lobau were the godfathers, and 
two noble dames, whose names we have 
forgotten, the godmothers. The bells 
were covered with white linen, — the 
sign of the cross was traced upon 
them, — they were sprinkled with holy 
water, and solemnly baptized in t/te 
name of the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Ghost, And this, and such ce- 
remonials as thisy constitute the revi- 
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val of Catholicism, in which M. Guizot 
rejoices. By such abominable exte- 
rior rites, and by an internal supersti- 
tiousness so forcibly depicted by his 
eloquent pen, the Romish, as distinct 
from the Protestant faith, is alone to 
be discriminated. When one, there- 
fore, who b not a Catholic, and who 
professes not to be an infidel, congra- 
tulates his country upon the reascen- 
dency of these abominations, as exhi- 
biting a genuine expression of Chris- 
tianity, he is guilty of the most blasphe- 
mous outrage upon Christ and his gos- 
pel it is possible to conceive. Popery is 
a delusion, infidelity is a denial of rere- 
lation altogether ; but when an indivi- 
dual, who is neither Papist nor unbe- 
liever, sets forth a crapulous tawdry 
mockery, which his judgment must 
abhor, and which he has himself con- 
fessed to be adapted only to mental 
feebleness, as the Christian religion, 
he pours a scalding ignominy upon 
that religion such as it has never be- • 
fore received. Neither the corruption 
nor the renunciation of Christianity 
arc 80 dishonouring and deadlv to it as 
ltd identification with imbecility, or a 
fantastic indolence and enthusiasm of 
the fancy, which is equivalent to a re- 
linquishment of the reasoning faculties. 
But it is time now to lift the veil 
from M. Guizot*s real motive in pub- 
lishing the Essay on which we are 
commenting. The pacification be- 
tween powers essentially antagonistic, 
however dogmatically and impiously 
insisted on, is evidently proposed 
merely as a mask to conceal his real 
object. M. Guizot is not a man se- 
riously to recommend an impractica- 
bility, or to waste his time on abstruse, 
fiimsy germanisms. The purpose of 
his production before us is, no doubt, 
a specific one ; and it is not difficult 
to discover what that is. He an- 
nounces emphatically, at the begin- 
ning, in the middle, and at the close 
of his article, that the pacification of 
which he speaks must take place ; and 
thb triple reiteration of the word must, 
in the same sense, printed in italics, 
opened onr eyes at once to the mean- 
ing and jet of his whole argument. 
The must proclaims, most assuredly, 
some premeditated physical restraint 
to be imposed upon one, at least, of 
the three poweta on which he des* 
cants. 

Now, as it is manifest that Infidelity 
is not liable to constraint of this kind, 
and that Catholicbm, both from ita 
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extensive establishment in France, and 
from the encouragement it is meeting 
with from the French Government, 
has no severity from that quarter to 
fear, but, on the contrary, much pro- 
motive kindness to trust in, it b Clear 
that the emphatic reiterated must of 
M.^Guizot is to fall upon Protestant- 
bm. 

The French Protestants form a 
weak party, and the few of that deno- 
mination, who are zealous for the pro- 
Eagation of their creed, are a compact 
tde body, peculiarly exposed to as- 
sault and oppression from the tempo- 
ral authorities. They, too, have been 
of late years, and are likely to con- 
tinue to be, the only dbturbers of the 
pacification scheme. It b evident, 
therefore, at whom the thunder of M. 
Guizofs MUST is pointed. He has 
been put forward to prepare the way 
for some tyrannic policy, of which the 
evangelicsi Protestants of France are 
to be the victims. Whenever any 
atrocious act of public injustice is to 
be perpetrated in that country, it is 
sure to be preceded by a pompons 
dbplay of set phrases, in which the 
liberality and enlightenments of ty- 
ranny are sought to be demonstrated ; 
and as words usually stand for things 
with Frenchmen, this verbal logic, in 
the face of contradictory facts, sufiices 
generally to persuade them that they 
possess the freedom and superlative 
wisdom of which so loud a boast b 
made. 

We do not mean, nevertheless, to 
be understood that the French Go- 
vernment is bigoted, or has any dis- 
position to enter on a course of reli- 
gious persecution. On the contrary, 
we are thoroughly convinced that no- 
thing can be more distasteful or ab- 
horrent to the inclinations of that 
government than conduct of this 
character. The desire of Louis 
Philippe, of hb Ministers, and of the 
whole Legblature of France, b, I am 
persuaded, to be largely tolerant in all 
which relates to religion. But this 
tolerating spirit has its origin in an 
impardaf indifference towards all 
creeds, or rather perhaps in the lati- 
tudinarian sentiment respecting Chris- 
tian faiths, which M. Guizot's Essay 
80 vividly exhibits. Proselytism, 
therefore, appears to them to be a 
very malignant species of supersti- 
tion; and they would consequently 
check the zeal of Protestants to. make 
converts in the same degree as they 
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ifould keep down the dominatiDg ex- 
clusive pretensioBs of Poperj> or pro- 
bably with much greater severity. 
Should Protestantism remain quiet 
within its present bounds in France, 
it would assuredly receive their pro- 
tection, and be guarded scrupulously 
from all molestation. But all efforts 
that may be made to extend its in- 
fluence in an aggressive direction up- 
on the pagan irreligiousness which 
overspreads that land, brought about 
by the Church of Rome, by exposing 
the errors of that church, will certain* 
ly be met by the utmost repressive 
ngour from the French judicial tri- 
bunals. Instancesof this have already 
several times occurred, in which jus- 
tice and law, the Charte and the most 
indisputable principles of religious 
freedom, have been set aside, in order 
to obstruct the progress of the Gospel. 
And we perceive a very clear intima- 
tion in the pages under our review,, 
that proceedings of this kind are to 
be systematically persevered in, when- 
ever occasion may offer, for the same 
purpose. 

It behoves, then, French Protest- 
ants to understand well their position, 
and they cannot do this without under- 
standing their own importance. If 
they consider themselves as what they 
numerically are, a mere fraction of 
the French population ; if they regard 
themselves as nationally an insignifi- 
cant body of men ; if they believe 
that the action of their zeal should be 
confined to narrow circles ; that indi- 
vidual conversions, however numer- 
ous, should form the limit of their 
hope, they misconceive, we appre- 
hend, the peculiar nature of their 
situation. Its peculiarity and its ex- 
treme momentousness consists in this, 
viz., that the gpreat mass of their 
countrymen. Popish and Infidel, must 
receive the light of the Gospel from 
them, or they will, according to all 
human appearances, never be visited 
by it at all. In Popery for the intellect, 
and beyond Protestantism, there is no 
Christianity. If Frenchmen, there; 
fore, cannot be brought over to the 
adoption of the reformed fiutb, they 
must for ever remain destitute of rdi- 
gion. The thought that this great 
change among tlwm may be to any 
considerabU extent effected, may, we 
know, strike our readers as preposter- 
ously absnrd ; yet they should reflect* 
that as there is but erne step from the 



sublime to the ridiculous, so also there 
is only one step from the ridiculous to 
the sublime. M. Guizot himself has 
said with brilliant and profound con- 
ciseness : — ** Quand on a raison, on a 
souvent beaucoup plus raison gu'on ne 
croit,'* — which may be thus para- 
phrased : — ** a right principle, vigor- 
ously asserted, may stretch in its con- 
sequences infinitely beyond the most 
sanguine anticipations." There are, 
besides, many considerations which 
should elevate the hope of zealous 
Protestants to take a wide view of the 
work which Providence has entrusted 
to them in France ; and the principal 
of these is, that the place which reli- 
gion should hold in the heart of man 
is there unoccupied, whether by infi- 
delity, or philosophy, or superstition, 
or anv strong popular interest in pub- 
lic affairs, or revolutionary passion, all 
of which have fallen into a febrile 
atrophy, whilst the void which is left 
in tlie bosoms of Frenchmen is so 
painfully feit, that there is a cry for 
spiritual aliment from one end of the 
land to the other. " Who wilt show 
us any good?'* is the question with 
which eveiy production that issues 
from the French press teems — the 
burden of the intellect and of the 
affections of the whole nation. To 
that nation then, at large. Protestant- 
ism should address itself; and if the 
Evangelical party of that kingdom 
were thorougly convinced of this — if 
they comprehended the grandeur of 
their mission, they would derive in- 
spiration from the large perspective it 
opens before them; and every effort 
to discourage or restrain their zeal 
would only afford them proof of 
their past success, and, instead of dis- 
heartening, would bring with it a fresh 
supply of courage to speed them on 
their philanthropic career. It is the 
genius of the Gospel to produce by 
small despised means great effects. 
These great effkcts should, conse- 
quently, never be lost sight of. To 
entertain petty prospects as the result 
of the proclamation and energetic 
enforcement of divine truth, is to 
betray a sentiment strongly akin to 
incredulity ; and this very pettiness 
of prospect, which springs from a 
fbmnken timid soul, delivers over 
those who aspire not beyond it an 
easy prey into the handt of the op- 
preMor. 
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AN tNTRODUCTION TO THB PHIlOSO^Bt 01^ COKSCIOtBKfedS. 

Pabt V. 

Chapter I. 



The questioQ of Liberty and Neces- 
sitj hajs Deen more perplexed and im- 
peded in its solution by the confound- 
ing of a peculiar and very important 
distinction^ than by all the other mis- 
takes and oversights burdened upon, 
it besides. The distinction to which 
we allude is one which ought to be 
constantly kept in mind^ and followed 
out as a clue throughout the whole 
philosophy of man — the distinction* 
namely* between one's exbtence for 
others, and one*s existence for one*S' 
self or, in other words* the dbtinction 
between unconscious and conscious 
existence. This distinction* we re- 
mark* is very commonly confounded ; 
that is to say* the separate species of 
existence specified* instead of being 
regarded as two, are generally regard- 
ed as only one ; and the consequence 
is* that all the subsequent conclusions 
of psychology are more or less per- 
plexed and yitiated by this radical 
entanglement* and more particularly 
is the great question just mentioned 
involved in obscurity thereby* and* to 
all appearance* doomed to revolve in 
the weary rounds of endless and barren 
speculation. We have already* in 
various parts of this discussion* endea- 
voured to establish a complete distinc- 
tion between these two kinds of being ; 
and now* with a view of throwing 
some light on the intricate question of 
Liberty and Necessity* not derived 
from reasoninff, but from immediate 
fact, we proceed to illustrate and en- 
force this discrimination more strenu- 
ously than ever. 

What* then* is our existence for 
others ; and in what respect is it to be 
taken into account in a scientific esti- 
mate of ours^ves ? A little reflection 
will explain to us what it is* together 
with all its actual or possible accom- 
paniments. 

It vrill be admitted that except in 
man there is no consciousness any 
where throughout the univone. If* 
therefore* man were deprived of con- 
sciousness* the whole universe^ and all 
that dwell therein* would be destitute 
of that act. Let us supposci then* that 



this deprivation actually takes place* 
and let us ask* What difference would 
it make in the general aspect and con- 
dition of things ? As far as the objects 
of the external universe* animals and 
so forth* are concerned* it would con- 
fessedly make none ; for all these are 
without consciousness at any rate, and 
therefore cannot be affected by its ab- 
sence. The stupendous machinery of 
nature would move round precisely as 
heretofore. But what difference would 
the absence of consciousness make in 
the condition of man ? Little or none* 
we reply* in the eyes of a spectator ah , 
extra. In the eyes of a Being differ^ 
ent from man* and who regaras him* 
we shall suppose* from some other 
sphere* roan s ongoings without con- 
sciousness would be the same* or near- 
ly the same* as they were taith con- 
sciousness. Such a Being would oc- 
cupy precisely the same position to- 
wards the unconscious man as the 
conscious man at present holds to- 
wards the unconscious objects of crea- 
tion ; that is to say* man would still 
exist for this Being* and for him would 
evolve all his varied phenomena. We 
are not to suppose that man in this 
case would be cut off ^m any of those 
sources of inspiration which make him 
a rational* a passionate* a sentient* 
and an imaginative creature. On the 
contrary* by reason of the very ab- 
sence of consciousness* the flood-gates 
of his being would stand wider than 
before* and let in upon him stronger 
and deeper currents of Inspiration. 
He would still be visited by all his 
manifold sensations* and by all the 
effects they bring along with them ; 
he would still be the creature of plea- 
sure and of pain ; his emotions and 
desires would be the same as ever* or 
even more overwhelming ; be would 
still be the inspired slave of all his sc^ 
and all his sanguinary passions* for* 
observe* we are not supposing him de- 
prlvBd of any of tirese states of i>eing* 
but only of the consciousness* or re- 
ference to self, of them— onljr of that 
notion and reslity of self which gene- 
rally accompanies them— a partial cur* 
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iailment perfeotl j conceivable, and one 
whieb sometimes actually takes place ; 
for instance, in that abnormal condi- 
tion of humanity denominated som- 
nambulism. In the case we are sup- 
posing, then, man*s reason or intelli- 
gence would still be left to him. He 
would still be a mathematician like the 
bee, and like the beaver a builder of 
cities. He might still, too, have a 
language and a literature of a certain 
kind, though destitute, of course, of 
all allusions and expressions of a con- 
scious or personal character. But the 
" Goddess** or the ** Muse" might 
and would still infuse into his heart 
^tlie gift of song ; and then an uncon- 
scious Homer, blind in soul as well as 
blind in sight, filled by the transmitted 
power of some foreign afflatus, might 
have sung the wrath of an unconscious 
Achilles, and the war waged against 
Troy by heroic somnambulists from 
Greece. For poetry represents the 
derivative and unconscious, just as 
philosophy represents the free and 
conscious, elements of humanity ; and 
is itself, according to every notion of 
it entertained and expressed from the 
earliest times down to the present, an 
inspired or fatalistic developement, as 
is evident from the fact, that all great 
poets, in the exercise of their art, have 
ever referred away their power from 
themselves to the ** God," the ** God- 
dess," the " Muse," or some similar 
source of inspiration always foreign to 
themselves.* ** Est Deus," says the 
poet, 

"Est Deus in nobis, agitante calesdmus 
illo." 

Listen, also, to the testimony of our 
own Milton, who, in one of his elegies, 
gives voice to the belief that he owed 
his genius to the spring, and, like 
a tree in the budding woods, was 
wont to blossom into song beneath the 
vivifying spirit of that genial time. 
"Fa/for?"heasks, 

** Fallot ? an et nobis redeont In carmina 

vires, 
Ingeniumque mihi munere vtru adest ? *' f 

The sublimest works of intelligence, 
then, are quite possible ; and may be 
easily conceived to be executed with- 
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out any consciousness of them on the 
part of the apparent and immediate 
agent. Suppose man to be actuated 
throughout his whole nature by the 
might of some foreign agency ; and he 
may realize the most stupendous ope- 
rations, and yet remain in darkness, 
and incognizant of them all the while. 
A cognizance of these operations cer- 
tainly does not necessarily go hand in 
hand with their performance. What 
is there in the workings of human 
passion that consciousness should ne- 
cessarily accompany it, any more than 
it does the tossings of the stormy sea ? 
What is there in the radiant emotions 
which issue forth in song, that con- 
sciousness should naturally and neces- 
sarily accompany them, any more 
than it does the warblings and the 
dazzling verdure of the sun- lit woods ? 
What is there in the exercise of rea- 
son, that consciousness should inevi- 
tably go along with it, any more than 
it accompanies the mechanic skill with 
which the spider spreads his claggy 
snares ? There is obviously nothing. 
The divorce, then, between conscious- 
ness, and all these powers and opera- 
tions, may be conceived as perfectly 
complete ; and this conception is all 
that is here necessary for thepurposes 
of our coming argument. 

Existence, then, together with all 
the powers and operations just indi- 
cated, might be truly predicated of 
man, even in his unconscious state. 
And even more than this might be 
affirmed of him. We could not, in- 
deed, with propriety, say (the reason 
of which will appear by and by) that 
man, without consciousness, would be 
invested in any degree with a moral 
character. Yet even here, according 
to the moral philosophy of Palev and 
his school, in which morality is ex- 
pounded as the mere adaptation of 
means to ends in the production of the 
social welfare — ^which adaptation might 
be perfectly well effected without any 
consciousness on the part of man, just 
as bees and other animals adapt means 
to ends without being aware of what 
they are about — according to this 
view, man, although unconscious, 
would still be a moral creature. Nei- 
ther, without consciousness, would 
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nan possess laws in the proper sense 
of the word ; but here, too, according 
to the Hobbesian doctrines which make 
law to consLBt in the domination or 
sapremacy of force, and the power of 
a supreme magistrate all that is ne- 
cessary to constitute it, man might, in 
every respect, be considered a finished 
legislator, and a creature Hying under 
laws. 

But it is time to turn these prelimi- 
nary observations to some account. 
Let us now, then, ask, depriving man 
of consciousness, what is it we actually 
leave him, and what is it we actuallv 
deprive him of? We leave him all 
that we have said. We leave him ex- 
istence, and the performance of many 
operations, the greatest, as well as the 
most insignificant. But the existence 
thus left to him, together with all its 
phenomena, is, we beg it may be ob- 
served, only one species of existence. 
It is a peculiar kind of existence which 
must b^ noted well, and discriminated 
from existence of another species 
which we are about to mention. In 
a word, it is existence merely for 
others. This is what we leave man 
when we suppose him divested of con- 
sciousness. 

And now we again ask, depriving 
man of consciousness, what do we 
really deprive him of? and we answer, 
that we totally deprive him of exist- 
ence ybr himself; that is, we deprive 
him of that kind of existence in which 
alone he has any sharoj interest, or 
conoem ; or, in other words, by empty, 
ing him of consciousness, we take 
away from him altogether his person- 
ality, or his true and proper being. 
For of what importance is it to him 
that he should exist for others, and, 
for them, should evolve the most mar- 
vellous phenomena, if he exists not 
for himself and takes no account of 
the various manifestations be displays? 
What reality can such a speciea of 
existence have for him? Obyiously 
none. What can it avail a man to be 
and to act, if he remains all the while 
without consciousness of his Beiug, 
and his actions? In short, divest^ 
of consciousness, b it not plain that a 
;nan is no longer <' I," or self, and in 
such circumstances, must not his ex- 
iaCence, together with all its ongoings, 
be» in so f ar as Atf is concerned, abso- 
lutelT zero, or a blank ? 

Totts existence becomes discrimi- 
nated into two distinct spfdes, wUch, 

VOL. XLtV. KO. CCL«XV1. 
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though they may be found together, 
as they usually are in man, are yet 
perfectly separate and distinguishable; 
existence, namely, for others, and ex- 
istence for one*s self. Recapitulating 
what we have said, this distinction 
may be established and explained thus, 
in a very few words : — Deprive man 
of consciousness, and in one sense you 
do not deprive him of existence, or of 
any of the vigorous manifestations and 
operations of existence. In one sense, 
that is,^r others, he exists just as 
much as ever. But in another sense^ 
you do deprive him of existence as 
soon as you divest him of conscious- 
ness. In this latter sense he now 
ceases to exist ; that is, he exists no 
longer for himself. He is no longer 
that which was *' I,** or self. He has 
lost his personality. He takes no ac- 
count of his existence, and, therefore, 
his existence, as far as he is concerned* 
is virtually and actually null. But, if 
there were only one species, and one 
notion of exbtence, it b impossible 
that man, when denuded of conscious- 
ness, should both exist, and not exist, 
as we have shown he does. If exbt- 
ence were of one kind only, it would 
be impossible to reconcile thb contra- 
diction, which is yet seen to be per- 
fectly true, and an imdeniable matter 
of fact. The conclusion, therefore, 
b inevitable and irresbtible, that ex- 
btence b not of one, but of two kinds ; 
exbtence, to wit, for others, and ex- 
btence for ourselves ; and that a crea- 
ture may possess the former without 
possessing the latter, and that, though 
it should lose the latter by losing con- 
soionsness, it may yet ret^ the for- 
mer, and ** live, and breathe, and have 
a being in the eyes of others." 

Does some one here remark that 
consciousness is not our existence, but 
b merely the knowledge of our exis- 
tence? Then we beg such a person 
to consider what would become of his 
exbtence, with respect to him, if he 
were deprived of the knowledge of it. 
Would It not be, in so far as he was 
concerned, precisely on the fooUng of 
a nonentity ) One*s knowledge, there- 
fore, or consciousness of exbtence, b 
far more than mere consciousness of 
existence. It b the actual ground of 
a species of existence itself. It con- 
stitutes exbtence for one's self, or 
personal exbtence; for without thb 
consciousness a man would possets 
no personality, and each man s per- 
211 
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sonality is hk true and proper 
being. 

Having divided existence, then, into 
two distiuet kinds, the next question 
i8--to what account do we propose 
turning the discrimination ? If it is 
of no practical use in removing diffi* 
cutties and in throwing light upon the 
obscurer phenomena of man, it Is 
worthless, and must be discarded as a 
barren and mere hair-splitting refine* 
ment. What application, then, has it 
to the subjects we are engaged ha dis- 
cussing ; and, in particular, what assis- 
tance does it afford us in clearing up 
the great fkot of Human Liberty-^hat 
key* stone in the areh of humanity, 
without which all our peculiar attri- 
butes, morality, responsibility) law and 
justice, loosened from their mighty 
span, would fall from their places, and 
dilsappear for ever in the blind abysses 
of Necessity? 

In availing ourselves, then, of the 
assistance of this distinction, and in ap- 
plying it to our purposes, the first cir- 
cumstatice connected with it which 
attracts our attention is the following 
fact, deserving, we majr be permitted 
to say, of very emphatic notice 5 that 
while the one of these species of exis- 
tence precedes the act of conscious- 
ness, the other of them foltows that 
act. Our existence for others is ante- 
cedent, but our existence for ourselves 
is subsequent to tlie act of conscious^ 
ness. Before a child is conscious, it 
exists for others ; but it exists for 
itself only after it Is conscious. Prior 
to consciousness, or in the absence of 
that act, man is a one* sided phantas- 
magoria ; vivid on the side towardi 
others with all the colours, the vigor- 
ous ongoings, the accomplishmentsi 
and the reality of existence ; but on 
the other side, the side where he him- 
self should be, but is not yet, what is 
there ? a blank — ^utter nothingness. 
But, posterior to consciousness, and in 
consequence of it, this vacuity is filled 
up, new scenery is unfolded, and a new 
reality is erected on the blank side be- 
hind the radiant pageant. The man 
himself is now there. The one-sided 
existence has become doubled. He no 
longer exists merely for others; he 
exists also for himselt-a very different, 
and, for him, a much more important 
matter. 

Existence for one's self, then, person* 
at existence, or, in other words, that 
species of Being which alone properly 
concerns man, b (bund not to preeede» 



but to follow the act of oonBctonsnefts % 
therefore the next^cT of humanity to 
which we bes to call very particular 
attention is this ; that man, properiy 
speaking, acts before he exists; fbr 
consciousness is, as we have already 
shown, and will show still farther, a 
pure act, and partakes in no degree of 
the nature of a passion. At the same 
time, the proof that consciousness is ^ 
tins character will convince us that it 
eannot have its origin in the firet.men<* 
tioned and given species of existencey 
which we nave called Mlstemse for 
others^ or existence without conscious* 
pess. But this is not the place for that 
proof. It will be attempted by and by. 

This fact, that man acts before he 
truly and properly exists^ may, perhaps* 
at first sight appear rather etartlingy 
and may be conceived to be at dkect 
variance with what are called <' the 
laws of human thought }" for it may 
be said that these laws coropd us to 
conceive man in Being before we can 
conceive him in act^ But if it should 
be really found to be thus at variance 
with these laws, our only answer i^ 
that facts are ** stubborn things,*' and 
that we do not care one straw for the 
laws of human thought when they con* 
tradict the fkcts of experience; and a 
fact of experience we maintain it to 
be (let people conceive or not as they 
please or can), that man*s true Being 
follows and arises out of man's aef— 
that man, properly speaking, cannot 
be said to be until he octe— that con* 
sciousness is an act, and that oiur pro- 
per existence, being identical and 
convertible with our personality, which 
results flrom consciousness, is not the an- 
tecedent but the consequent of that act. 

Need we say any thing further in 
enforcement and illustration of this 
very extraordmary fact ? Every man 
will admit that his true Being k that 
which for him is " I." Now sm>pose 
no man had ever thought hha[iseir<* I,** 
would he ever have become " I," or 
possessed a proper personal Being ? 
Certainly not. It is only after think- 
ing one*s self « I,*' and in consequence 
of thinking one*s self << T* that one be- 
comes << L*' But thinking one*s tM 
«f I *' is an act — the act 01 conscious- 
ness. Therefore the act of eonacions- 
ness is anterior to the exigence 6f 
man, therefore man Is in Act before he 
is truly and properlv in Behig ; or« In 
other words, he performs an aet before 
he has an existence li. e. (> 9ttint^^ 
out) for bimielf. ^ 
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But hoW can mail atl before he is f 
Perhaps we cannot perfectly explain 
the IIoH^, bnt we can state, and nave 
stated the That, namely, that the fact 
is 80. But at the same time we beg: it 
to be understood that it is only in one 
sense that this Is true. We would not 
be misunderstood. We here ffuafd 
ourselves fVom the imputation of say- 
ing that in every sense man is abso- 
lutely a nonentity befbre he acts, or 
that he actually creates his Being. 
This we are very fkr indeed f^om af- 
firming. Prior to the act of conscious- 
ness, he possesses,iis we have said, an 
existence in the eyes of others *, and 
this species of existence is undoubtedly 
{fiven. Anterior to this act, the foun- 
dations of his Being are wonderfully 
and inscrtitably laid. He is a mighty 
machine, testifying his Creator's power. 
But at this time being destitute of con- 
sciousness, wc again maintain that he 
is destitute of personality, and that 
therefore he wants that Which consti- 
ttites the true reality and nroper lifd 
of humanity. We maintain furtheri 
that this personality, realized by con- 
sciousness, is a new kind of existence 
reared up upon the ground of that 
act ; that, fUrther, there was no pro- 
vision made in the old substratum of 
unconscious Being for the evolution 
of this new act ; but that, like the fall 
of man (with which perhaps It is in 
some Way connected), it Is an abso- 
lutely free and underlved deed, self- 
originated, and entirely exempt from 
the law of causality ; and, moreover, 
in its very essence, mo antagonist of 
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that law. This we shall endeavour to 
make out in the following chapters, and 
if wc can succeed in showing this act 
to be primary original and free, of 
course it will follow that the Beings 
which results fh)m it must be free like- 
vfise. But, whether we succeed or not, 
we at any rate think that, having shown 
fnlly that the thought " I ** jprecedes 
and brings along vrith it the reality or 
existence <« I,** and that this thought 
" I '* is an act, we have now said 
enough to establish this important 
truth in psychdogy, that man, when 
philosophizing concerning himself^ 
does not do well to commence with the 
contemplation, or with any considera- 
tion of himself Qi a Being (we say this 
vrith an especial eye to the substance 
and doctrine of " Mind'*), for his pro* 
per Being Is but a secondary articula- 
tion in his actual developement, and 
therefore ought to form but a second- 
ary step in his scientific study of him- 
self, and ought to hold but a subordi- 
nate place in his regard. But he ought 
to commence with the contemplation 
of himself as an act (the act of con- 
sciousness), for this Is, In reality, his 
true and radical beginning ; and, there- 
fore, In speculation, he ought to fol- 
low the same order ; and, copying the 
living truth of things In his methodi- 
cal exposition ef himself, should take 
this act as the primary commencement 
or starting-point of his philosophical 
researohes. Such, In our opinion, is 
the only true method of psycnologicaj 
science. 



Chapteu II. 



Man*s existence for others, his un- 
conscious existence, is Immediatelv 
given; his existence for himself, his 
conscious personal existence, the realitv 
ego, is not immediately given, but is 
realized through an act. Thus a radi- 
cal distinction between these two sorts 
of existence is establbhed, the one 
being found to precede, and the other 
to follow.that act. The Necessitarian, 
however,* takes no note of this dis- 
tinction. He breaks down the line of 
demarcation between them. He runs 
the two species of existence into one ; 
and the Libertarian, usually acquies- 
cing in this want of discrimination, 
j»laces in his adversary's hand the only 
weapon with whteh he might i»ncve38o 



frilly have combated him. Disagree- 
ing widely in their conclusions, they 
yet agree so far in their premises, that 
both of them postulate, in an imqua- 
Hfied manner/ man*s existence, as a 
substratum for his actions. On this 
account, therefore, it must be confess- 
ed that the victory, in point of loffio, 
has always been on the side of the Ne- 
cessitarian, however much common- 
sense and moral principle may have 
rebelled against his conclusions* For 
a given or compulsator^ existence can 
never be free in any of its acts. It can 
merely serve to conduct the activity 
transmitted to it from other quarters { 
and the peculiar infieotions, whatever 
these may be, whether tg evil or to 
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good, which it may appear to give to 
Uiat activity, cannot be owing to any 
original or underived power it possess- 
es,but must depend upon its natural con- 
struction, just as a prism has no power 
in itself to refract this way or that 
the rays of light which pass through 
it, but is determined to this refraction 
by the particular angles into which, 
without being consulted, it was at first 
cut by the hand of its artificer. In point 
of fact, the activity of such a being is no 
activity at all, but pure passivity ; for 
a derivative act is not properly action, 
hnt pcission. In merely receiving and 
passing on an act, a creature is not an 
agent, but a patient. Such a creature, 
bringing nothing original into the 
field, cannot, in any sense, be said 
either td operate or co-operate. All 
its doings being derivative, are done for 
it or necessitated ; therefore it is free 
in nothing, and, by the same conse- 
quence, must remain devoid of^mora- 
Hty and responsibility. 

The usual reasoning on this subject, 
therefore, being utterly fatal to the 
cause of Human Liberty, we have en- 
deavoured, in the foregoing chapter, 
to lay the groundwork of a new line 
of argument ; the only argument by 
which, in our opinion, the conclusions 
of the Necessitarian can be met and dis- 
proved. In clearing away the weeds by 
which the premises of the question were 
overgrown, and in bringing them under 
our close and immediate inspection, 
we found that these premises, when 
viewed and tested asfacU (as all pre- 
mises ought to be, if we would ascer- 
tain their exact truth and value), are 
directly the reverse of those usually 
laid down, and allowed to pass cur- 
rent. We found, in a word, that an 
act is the substratum of man*s proper 
existence, and not vice versa. 

But this draws the controversy re- 
specting Liberty and Necessity to its 
extremest or narrowest point. For it 
may here be asked, and indeed must 
be asked — Whence comes this act? 
We have divided man's existence into 
two distinct species, one of which, that, 
namely, which we may now call his 
natural existence, was found to be 
given and to precede the act of con- 
sciousness. Now, does not this act 
naturaUy spring out of that existence? 
Is it not dependent upon it ? Is it not 
a meredevelopement from a seed sown 
in man's natural being ; and does it 
not unfold jtielf, after a time, like nny 
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other natural germ or faculty of ha- 
mauity ? We answer. No. It comes 
into operation after a very different 
fashion. It is an act of pure will ; for 
precisely between the two species of 
existence we have indicated. Human 
Will comes into play, and has its pro* 
per place of abode ; and this new phe- 
nomenon, lying in the very roots of 
the act of Consciousness, dislocates 
the whole natural machinery of 
man, gives a new and imderived turn 
to his developement, and completely 
overthrows, with regard to him, the 
whole law and doctrine of causality ; 
for Will (as contradistinguished from, 
and opposed to, wish or desire) is 
either a word of no meaning and in- 
telligibility at all, or else it betokens 
a primary absolute commencement — 
an underivative act. But as the Ne- 
cessitarian may admit the former of 
these alternatives, and may hold Will, 
when applied to man, to be an un- 
meaning word, it will be proper to 
postpone any discussion on that sub* 
ject at prSsent; and, without involving 
ourselves in what, after all, might be 
a mere skirmish of words, to do onr 
best to go more simply and clearly to 
work, by addressing ourselves as moeh 
as possible to facts, or the realities of 
things. 

But lest it should be urged that man, 
although perhaps really free, is yet in- 
competent to form a true and adequate 
conception of Liberty ; and that, there- 
fore, hb freedom must, in any event, 
be for him as though it were not ; lest 
this should be urged, we deem it in- 
cumbent upon us, before proceeding to 
establish Human FreedonuAS fact, to 
endeavour to delineate a faithful and 
correct representation of it ; in short, 
to place before our readers such a con- 
ception as would be Liberty if it were 
actualized or realized in fact. Before 
showing that Liberty is ae/tfa/,wemust 
show on what grounds it is possible. 

The ordinary conception of liberty, 
as a capacity bestowed upon a given 
or created being, of choosing and fol- 
lowing any one of two or more courses 
of action, is no conception at all, but 
is an inconceivability. It is, in truth, 
so worthless and shallow as hardly to 
be worthy of mention. On account, 
however, of the place which it holds 
in ordinary philosophical discourse, 
we must contribute a few words to its* 
exposure. It arises out of a miserable 
attempt to effect a compromise be* 
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tween liberty and necessity ; and the 
result is a direct and glaring contra- 
diction. This doctrine endeavours to 
hold forth an act» as at once origbd 
and jet derivedy as given and yet not 
eompnlsatory or necessitated, as free 
and yet caused. No wonder that human 
liberty, embodied in an act of this kind, 
should halt upon both feet, and har- 
bonr in the dmgiest lurking-places of 
a perplexed and vacillating metaphy- 
sic — a thing not to be scrutinized too 
narrowly. 

But since we are examining it, let 
us do so as closely and narrowly as 
possible. What, then, does this con- 
ception of liberhr amount to, and what 
does it set forth? There is, in the first 
place, the b«ng in question — ^man — a 
derivative creature, we are told, from 
the alpha to the omega of his exist- 
ence, in the next place, there is the 
power with which he is said to be in- 
vested, of choosing between two or 
more lines of conduct. In virtue of 
this power, he is at first indifferent, or 
equally open to all these courses. He 
must follow one of them ; but is not 
constrained to follow any one of them 
in particular : and precisely in this in- 
determination it is said that human 
liberty consists. In the third place, 
when the choice is made, there is the 
practical following out of the course 
fixed upon. Such are the thcee de- 
ments usually noted in the process. 
But, allowing the dust occasioned by 
this language to subside, let us see 
whether nothing has escaped us in 
the confusion. We observe, then, 
that the power of choice said to be 
given, is, at first, undetermined ; that, 
indeed, it is on this openness or want 
of determination that the essenbe of 
the liberty here described is placed. 
But while this indetermination con- 
tinues, the power of choice, of course, 
remains inoperative. Before any of 
the courses laid down can be followed, 
thu power must be determined to the 
particular course fixed on, that is to 
say, an act of determination (the choice 
itself) must intervene between the un- 
determined power of choice, and the 
course chosen. Here, then, we have 
a new element, an element sddom 
specifically or rigidly noted in the 
usual analysis of the process. The 
statement now stands thus : — 1st, The 
given being. 2d, The undetermined 
power to choose— the power as yet 
open .t9 several courses of q<mdact } 
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8d, The act of determinate choice— i 
the power now adstricted to one 
course ; 4th, The actual performance 
itself. Now the third element of this 
statement— the one usually passed 
over without notice, is the only step 
which we would rabe any question 
about. We ask what adstricted the 
power to the course selected ? Whence 
comes this act of determination ? Is it, 
too, given, or is it not? If it is, then 
what becomes of human freedom ? 
The act of detennination being given 
or derivative, the being in question was 
of course determined to the conduct 
adopted, not by an original act, but 
was determined thereto out of the 
source from whence his act of deter- 
mination proceeded. It was there* 
fore absurd to talk,. as we at first did, 
of several courses having been open 
to him. In truth, his act of deter- 
mination being derived, or compulsa- 
tory, no course was ever open to him, 
except the one which he followed, and 
was necessitated to follow in obedience 
to that act. On the other hand, is 
this act of detennination not given or 
enforced? — then here has a new and 
underived act started into light ; one 
which plays an important part, and 
forms an essential ingredient in his 
composition ; and what now becomes 
of the assumption upon which this 
modified conception of liberty pro- 
ceeded, namely, that man is through- 
out a derivative creature ? The con- 
clusion is, that human liberty is im- 
possible and inconceivable, if we start 
with the assumption that man is, in 
every thing, a g^ven or derivative 
being ; just as, on the other hand, the 
conception that man is altogether a 
derivative being is impossible, if we 
start with the assumption that he is 
free. 

But our present object is to realize, 
if possible, a correct notion of human 
liberty. Nothing, then, we remark* 
can be more ineffectual than the at- 
tempt to conceive liberty as a power 
of choice, resting in a state of indeter- 
mination to two or more actions ; be- 
cause this state would continue for 
ever, and nothing would be the re- 
sult, unlees an act of determination 
took place in favour of some one of 
these actions; so that, between the 
undetermined power and the action it- 
self, an act or determioation always 
intervenes; and ther«fiMPe^ liie ques- 
tion coneMtiiiHMMlMlJltMD^I 
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inan*s undetermiDed power of ohoo§« 
log ; but> whence comes his act of par- 
ticular choice or determination ? Is it 
derivative? can it be traced out of 
him up into some foreign source? 
TheUj of course, hii liberty vanishes. 
Is it not derivative ? Then his liberty 
stands good ; but is no longer found 
to consist in a state of indetennina- 
tion to several courses of action. It 
must be conceived of as an underived 
or absolutely self*grounded act of de* 
termination in favour of one. 

Thnsi tben^ the conception of libi^- 
t^ is reduced to some df^ee of dia*- 
Unctuess and tangibility* If there be 
such % thing as human liberty, it must 
be identical with an absolutely origi* 
nal Of underived act \ and the ooncep- 
tiop of the one of these must be the 
saoae as the oonoeptioo of the other of 
the(n. But it is still our business to 
show in what way the ooneeption of 
such an act is possible. 

It is palpably impossible to eonceivo 
liberty, or an underived act, as arising 
out of man*s natural or given exist- 
ence* According to our very concep- 
tion of this species of exbtenee, all 
the activity put forth out of it is of a 
derivative or transmitted character. 
As we have already said* such kind of 
activity is not activity at all, but pas* 
sivity^ Not being originated abso- 
lutely by the creature who apparent 
exerts it, every particle of it falls to 
be refunded back out of this creature 
into the source from whence it r^alfy 
•omes) and this clearly leaves the 
being in (juestion a mere passive orea^ 
ture throughout; and, at any v^te, 
incapable of putting forth a primary 
and underived act. 

But though it is impossible for us 
to conceive an underived act put forth 
out of man's natural existence, thei^is 
yet nothing to prevent us fimn con- 
ceiving an act of tins kind put forth 
agaimt man's natural or given exist- 



ence. If we confer it weU» we thaQ 
be satined that it is only on thia 
ground that the oenoeptioii of an un- 
derived act is possible : and> nioreover, 
we shall see that, on this ground* th« 
conception of such ^ act is inevitable. 

For if we suppose an act of antago* 
nisn^ to take place against the whole 
of man's given existenoof against all 
that man is bom<— it is impossikdethat 
this act itself can be given <ur deriva- 
tive I for the supposition is« that thia 
act is opposed to all the given or deri« 
native in man^ and is nothing ei^cept 
in so fiur «i It is thus oj^osed. If, 
therefore, it were i^f denvative* be- 
ing no longer th^ ^ffptmte of the deri- 
vative, it would be a nonentity ; or> it 
would be a suicidal actyoj^tenninat^ 
itself. Therefore, if we are to fom a 
conception at all of suck an antagonitt 
act, we muit eoneeive it as absolutely 
primary and underived ; and on tbs 
other handi if we would frame a true 
eoneeption of human liberty, or an 
underived act, we oan only eoneeive it 
as the antagonist act we have been 
deficrlbing — we nm$t eoneeive it is an 
act opposing or resisting every thing 
in man which is given, passive natu- 
ral, or bom. 

Thus, theny we have now shown In 
what way a correct conception of hu- 
man lihsurty b to be framed ; or» in 
other wordsf we have pointed out the 
grounds upon whieh man's freedom is 
possible. It is possible, because the 
partieular aet cbseribed as identicnl 
and eoDvertible with hg aaoiely, an aet 
of determinate antagonism against the 
natural or unconscious man, can. at 
any ratoy be eonoeived. Bui, admits 
ting that it may be conceived, we 
must now ask. Is it also pvaotiaed ? Is 
Human Liberty aetual as well as pea- 
sible ? Beaidas finding its peaHza^oa 
in thought, does it also find ita reaUsft- 
tion in Cact ? 
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For an answer to this question we 
must refer ourselves to observation 
and experience. But observation and 
experience have already decided the 
point. Consciousness itself is the ae- 
tuaHzation of the oonoeption we have 
been describing. Lying behveen the 
two species of human existence diaori- 
punated at the ooaunenoemeiH of tUs 



paper, consetoasness is an act of an- 
tagonism against the one of them, and 
kw the other of them for its reauk. 
A glanee at the very surface of man 
shewed it to be* a mailer of general 
notoriety, that sensation and the eoa- 
seionsness of sensatioa, pasittoa and the 
eonaeionw a e op of pa ssi on , never eeexist 
in an equal degree of inbeati^ We 
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lottQd the great law oonnected with 
them to be thia ; not that thi^y grew 
with each other^a growth asd atrength- 
eoed with eaoh other'a atrengtht \mU 
oa the eoBtraiy, that eaoh of them 
gained jntt in proportion aa the other 
leal. Wherevar a paasion waa ob- 
served to be carried to ita greatest 
excess^ a total absenee or eessation of 
oonamouaDeaa waa noticed to be the 
reanlty and the man lost hia peraon* 
aMty. When oonacioQsneu began to 
ie<«aaert itself^ and to regain ita place^ 
the pasrion« in ita turn, began to gire 
waj» andf beeoming diminiahed or sua* 
peudedy the man reooyered hia person- 
ality. The aame waa obaerred to be 
the ease with regard to senaation. A 
aeaaation is notorionaly nasi absorb- 
ing when the kasi consciousness of 
it haa pkee; and* therefoie* is not 
the conckision legitimate that it would 
beatyi more effeetive — that it would 
be a/Aabserbing> proTided no con- 
scionsnaaa of it interfered to dissi^e 
the charm? And does not all this 
prove that oonsoieuaness is an act of 
antagonism against the modifications 
of man^a natural being, and that, in- 
deedi it has no office, charaeter, or 
eonoeivabiltty at all, unless of this an- 
tagoiM and negative description ? 

But this act has, aa it were, two sides, 
and although single, it lidfils a double 
office. We have adll to show, more 
eleariythaii we have yet done, how 
thia act, breaking up the ffreat natur- 
id unitiea of seuMtien and of paseion, 
at enee cKspkieu the varioua modifloa- 
liona of ma»*s given existenee, and, by 
a neoessary consequenee, plao$§ thie 
being which was net given — namely, 
the <' I ** of humanity — the true and 
proper bcteg of every man ^ who 
eometb into the world." This die- 
eusaion will lead ua into more minute 
and praetloal details than any we have 
yet enoountered. 

The earliest modifications of man's 
natural being are termed '* sensations.** 
These sensations are, like all the other 
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changes of man*8 given exMteuce 
purely passive in their character. Thev 
are states of sufiering, whether the 8ui« 
fering be of pleasure or of pain, or of 
an imlifierent oast. There is obvious- 
ly nothing original or active connect- 
ed with them. There is nothing in 
them except their own given contents, 
and these are entirely derivative. In 
the smdi of a rose, for instance, there 
ia nothing present except the smell of 
a rose. In a word, let ua turn and 
twist, increase or diminish any senso* 
tion as we please, we can twist and 
turn it into nothing except the par« 
tioular sensation which it is. 

Let us suppose, then, a particular 
sensation to be impressed upon any of 
man*s organs of sense~.let us suppose 
it propagated forwards along the 
nerves — ^kt us trace it forth unto the 
brain^et us admit Hartley's or any 
other philosopher's " vibrations,'* 
** elastic medium,** or ** animal 
spirits,** to be facts; and finally, letua 
suppose it, through the intervention of 
the one or other of thes^ landed and 
safely lodged in what metaphysicians 
are pleased to term the ^^ mind ; ** still 
we maintain that, in spite of this cir- 
cuitous operation, the man would re- 
main utterly unconscious, and would 
net, in consequence of it, have any 
existmice as ^^ I** (the only kind of 
existence which prop^ly concerns 
him), nor would the external object 
have any existenee as an object for 
him. He wonld not perceive it, al- 
Uiough setUiei^ of it; the reason of 
whic^ is, that perception implies an 
" I,*' and a •< not I," a subject and 
object ; and a subject and object in- 
volve a duality ; and a duality pre- 
supposes an act of discrimination. But 
no act of discrimination.— no act of 
any kind is involved in seosation— 
therefore, man might continue to 
undergo sensations until doomsday, 
without ever becoming *• I,*' and 
without ever perceiving an external * 
universe. 



• The statement that "we become acquainted with the existence of an external 
world through, and in consequence oft our sensations, besides its fJEtlsehood, embodies 
perhaps the boldest petUio principU upon record. How are we assured of the reality 
of an external world ? asks the philosophy of scepticism. Through the senses, answers 
the philosophy of Mth. Bui are not the senses themselves a part of the external 
universe ? and is not this answer, therefore, equivalent to saying that wc become os- 
smred of the reality of the external universe through the external universe ? or, in other 
woHs, is not this ■elotio& el the qaettien a direct taking-for-granted of the very matter in 
dispute ? Umay be firiTeleiu to raise anoh a quastioii, but U is oertunly tue more ftivoloua 
to resolve it in thisnuumer— the manner usually practised by our Scottish philosophers. 
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How then does man become " I r" 
how does he become percipient of an 
external universe? We answer^ not 
through sensation, but by and through 
an act of discrimination, or yirtoal 
negation. This negation is not, and 
need not be expressed in words. It 
is a silent, but deep deed, making each 
man an indiyidual person ; and it is 
enough, if the reality of it be present, 
even although the expression and dis- 
tinct conception of it should be absent. 
But, if the reality were actually ab- 
sent, then there would be a difference 
indeed. If " no,*' in thought, and in 
deed, were taken out of the world, 
man would never become " I,** and, 
for him, the external universe would 
remain a nonentity. Sensation, pas- 
sion, &c., would continue as strong 
and violent as ever, but consciousness 
would depart ; man and nature, '^ I," 
and not " I,** subject and object lap- 
sing into one, and everything merging 
in a great unity, would be as though 
they were not. Indeed, the conse- 
quences of the disappearance of this 
small and apparently msignificant ele- 
ment are altogether incalculable. 

An illustrative view will help to 
render our meaning more distinct, and 
our statement more convincing. Let 
us suppose man to be visited by par- 
ticular sensations of sight, of smell, of 
touch ; and let us suppose these in- 
duced by the presence of a rose. Now, 
it is evident that, in this process, the 
rose contributes nothing except the 
particular sensations mentioned. It 
does not contribute the element of 
negation. Yet, without the element 
of negation, the rose could never be 
an object to the man (and unless it 
were an object to him, he of course 
would never percdve it) ; neither with- 
out this element could the man ever 
become " I.*' For let us suppose this 
element to be absolutely withdrawn — 
to have no place in the process, then 
'* I" and the rose, the suoject and ob- 
ject, being undiscriminated, a virtual 
identification of them would prevail. 
But an identification of the subject 
and object, of the Being knowing and 
the Being known, would render per- 
ception, consciousness, knowledge, in- 
conceivable ; for these depend upon 
a setting asunder of subject Aud ob- 
ject, of " r* and " not 1." But a set- 
ting a.siinder of subject and object, 
depends upon a discrimination laid 
down between th«m. But a dlscriroi- 
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nation laid down between them implies 
the presence of the element of nega- 
tion, that 18 to say, knowledge, con- 
sciousness, perception, depend upon 
the restoration of the demmt we sup- 
posed withdrawn, and are inconoav- 
able and impossible without it. It is 
therefore evident, that if man, in sen- 
sation, were virtually identified with 
the object, were the same as it, he 
would never perceive it, — it would 
never be an otgect to him, and just as 
little would he be " I.'* But the only 
way in which this virtual identifica- 
tion is to be avoided, is by and through 
an implied discrimination. Then only 
do the '* I" and " not T* emerge, uid 
become the <' T* and the '* not L" 
But an implied discrimination involves 
an act of negation, either implicitly 
or explicitly. Therefore, an aet of 
negation, actual or virtual, is the fun- 
damental act of humanity— is the con- 
dition upon whidi consciousness and 
knowledge depend^^is the act which 
makes the universe an object to us-^ 
b the ground, and the placer of the 
" r* and the " not I.** 

Do metaphysicians still desire in- 
formation with respect to the *^ natnre 
of the connexion," the " mode of com^ 
munication" which subsists between 
matter and what they term <' mind ?** 
or do they continue to regard this 
question as altogether insoluble? 
About ** mind" we profess to k&ow 
nothing. But if they will discard this 
hypothetical substance, and consent 
to put up with the simple word and 
reality " I,*' instead of it, we think 
we can throw some light on what takes 
place between matter and '^ me,*' and 
that the foregoing observations have 
already done so. The point at which 
all preceding philosophers have con- 
fessed the hiatus to be insurmountable» 
the hitch to be inscrutably perplexiBg, 
was not the point at which the im- 
pression was communicated to the 
organ of sense— was not the point 
where the organ communicated ^ 
impression to the nerves-*was not the 
point where the nerves transmitted it to 
the brain, — but was the point where the 
brdn, or ultimate corporeal tissne, 
conveyed it to the " mind." Here 
lay the gap which no philosophy ever 
yet inteUigibly clearctl ; here brooded 
the mist which no breaUi of science 
ever yet succeeded in dispersing. But, 
repudiating the hypothesis of '* mind," 
let ue \m the word, and attend to tb9 
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retlity '* I" and we shall see how the 
▼apoura will Tanish, how the pros- 
pect will brighten^ and how the hiatus 
will be spanned by the bridge of a 
oomprehensible fact. In the first 
place, in order to render this fact the 
more palpable, let ns suppose, what is 
not the case, that the « I is immediato- 
Ijr'given— comes into the world ready 
made ; and that a sensation, after being 
duly impressed upon its appropriate 
organ or sense, and carried along the 
nerveaintothe brain, is thence conveyed 
into this ** I." But we have just seen 
that, along with this transmission of 
sensation, there is no negation con- 
veyed to this " I.*' There is nothing 
transmitted to it except the sensation. 
But we have also jtist seen that without 
a negation, virtually present, at least, 
there could be no " I'* in the case. 
This supposed " I," therefore, could 
not be a true and real '' I." Its 
ground is yet wanting. In point of 
uiet it may be considered to lapse into 
*' mind,** and to be as worthless and 
unphiloeophical as that spurious sub- 
stance wmch we have been labouring 
to get rid of. Throwing this '* V* 
thmfore, aside, let us turn back, and 
supposing, what is the case, that the 
**!*' is not immediately given, let us 
follow forth the progress of a sensa- 
tion once more. A particular impres- 
bion is made upon an organ of sense 
in man, and what is the result ? Sen- 
sation. Carry it on into the nerves, 
into the brain, what is the result? 
Mere sensation. Is there no con- 
sciousness? As yet there is none. But 
have we traced the sensation through 
its whole course ? No : if we follow 
it onwards we find that somewhere or 
other it encounters an act of negation 
.^a ** no" gets implicated in the pro- 
cess, and Uien, and then onlv, does 
consciousness arise — then only does 
man start into being as '^ I" — then 
only do subject and object stand asun- 
der. We have already proved, we 
trust with sufficient distinctness, that 
thb act must be present, either actual- 
ly or virtuallv, before man can be " 1,*' 
and before the esEtemal universe can 
be an object to him— that is, before 
he can perceive it— and therefore we 
need not say any thing more upon this 
point. But does ^< the philosopher of 
mind" now ask us to redeem our pledgee. 



and to inform him distinctly what 
it is that takes pUce between '' mat* 
ter'* and ''me** (matter presenting it- 
setf, as it always does, in the shape of 
a sensation)? dien we beg to inform him 
that all that takes plact between them 
is an act of negation, in virtue of which 
they are what they are ; and that thia 
act constitutes that link (or rather 
unlink) between body and mind — if we 
must call the '* F* by that name—- which 
many philosophers have sought for> 
and which many more have declined 
the search of out of despair of ever 
finding it. 

We must here guard our readers 
against a delusive view of this subject 
which may be easily taken up. It 
may still, perhaps, fane conceived that 
« mind,** or the '* I," is immediatdlj 
given — ^is sent into the worid, as we 
have said, reatfy-made — and that it 
puts forth this act of negation out of 
the resources of its natural being. 
Such a doctrine borrows its support^ 
as we have already hinted, from what 
are called " the laws of human 
thoughts,** but is utterly discounte- 
nanced by facts ; that is to say, by the 
sources themselves from whence these 
laws are professedly, although, as it 
appears, incorrectly deduced. This 
doctrine directly reverses the truth of 
&cts and the real order of thmgs. It 
furnishes us with a notable instance of 
that spedes of misconception and lo- 
gical transposition teohnicallv called a 
husteron-proteron ; * in vulgar lan- 
guage, it places the cart bdbre the 
horse. For, as we have all along seen, 
the being " I** arises out of this act 
of negation, and therefore this act of 
negation cannot arise out of the being 
" I." All the evidence we can collect 
on the subject — every ray of light that 
falb upon it, proves and reveals it to 
be a fact, that the act of negation pre- 
cedes the being " I," is the very con- 
dition or constituent ground upon 
which it rests, and therefore the being 
" r* cannot possibly precede or l^ 
given anterior to this act of negation. 
We may sapr, if we please, that thi» 
act of negation is the act " /,** but not 
that it arises out of the being *' I," 
because the whole testimony of facta 
discountenances such a conclusion, and 
goes to establish the very reverse^ 
The perfect truth is, that man acts I 
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before he i$ I, ih«t is to say> he tots 
before he truly ia*^is act preoedee 
and realises his being ;— ^ direct rerer* 
sal of the ordinary dootrine» but a 
most important one as fkr as the esta- 
blishment of human liberty is oon« 
eemed i beoause» in makingr man's 
existenee to depend upon his aet» and 
In shewing his act to be absolutely 
original and underiTed— an aet of an* 
tagonism against the derivative modi, 
fications of hb given nature* we en« 
circle him with an atmosphere ef 
liberty, and invest kim with a moral 
character and the dread attribute of 
responsiUlity^ whiob, of conrsa» would 
disappear if man* at every step, moved 
in the pre-erdained foot*printa of fiUe^ 
and were not, in some reqiect or ether» 
uneonditionally tee. And move in 
these foot«prints he must, the bonds- 
man of necessity in all things, if it be 
true that his real and proper substan* 
tive existence precedes and gives rise 
to his acts. 

If t^s act of negation never took 
plaee, the sphere of sensation would be 
enlarged. The sensation would reign 
absorbing, undisputed* and supreme i 
or, in other words, man would, in 
evetj ease, be monm^iaed by the 
passive state into whion be had beem 
east The whole of his being would 
be usurped by ike passive mod^atten 
into which circumstances had moulded 
it. But the act of negation or con- 
sciousness puts an end to this m<mo- 
poly. Its presence diBplaees the sen- 
sation to a certain extent, however 
small that extent may be. An an- 
tagonism b now commenced against 
passion (for all sensation is passion), 
and who can say where this antago- 
nism is to stop. ( We shall show, in its 
proper place, ^at all morality centres 
m tins antagonism.) The great unitv 
of sensation, that is, the state which 
prevailed anterior to the dualization of 
suliject and object, is broken up, and 
man's sensatiens and other passive 
states of ttiListence never again possess 
the enlireness of their first unalloved 
cmidition — that entureness which d^ey 
possessed in his infantine years— that 
wholeness and singleness which was 
theirs before the act of negation broke 
the universe asunder into the wortd of 
man and tha world of nature. 

This, then, proves that conscious- 
ness, or the act of negation, is not the 
harmonious accompaniment and depen- 
dent, but is the antagonist and the 
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vioktor of sensation. Let us endea* 
vour once more to show that this act, 
from its very character, must be unde- 
rived and free. The pvoof is as fol- 
lows. Sensation is a given or deriva- 
tive state. It has, therefore, ftom the 
first a particular positive character. But 
this act is nothing in itself; it has no 
positive character I it is mer^ the op- 
posite-«»the entireoppesite of sensatioR* 
But if it were given and derived as well 
as sensation, it would tml be the entire 
opposite of sensation. It would agree 
with sensation in this, that both of 
them would be given. But it agrees 
with the sensation in nothing. It is 
thoroughly opposed to It. It is pure 
action, while the sensation is pure pes- 
smn. The se n sa ti on is passive, and is 
opposed to consciousness bteaute h is 
derivative. Consciousness is action, 
and is opposed to sensation beeause it 
is not derivative. If consciousness were 
a given state it would not be action at 
all ; it would be nothing but passion. 
It would be merely one passion con- 
tending with another passion. But it 
is impossible to conceive any passion 
or giten state of Being without some 
positive character besidee iu antagonist 
eharacter. But this act of negation has 
no positive character — has no clmracter 
at all except of this antagonist descrip- 
tion. Besides, it is opposed to everm 
passion . If consciousness co-exist with 
a^ passion, we have seen that it dis- 
places it to a certain degree. There- 
tore, if consciousness were itself a pas- 
sive or derivative state it would be 
suicidal, it would prevent iheif horn 
coming into manifestation. But pass- 
ing by thb reducHo ad ahturdum^ we 
maintain that consciousness meets the 
given, the derivate in man, at every 
point-^hat it only manifests itself by 
doing so*<-and therefore we must con- 
clude that it b not itself derivative, but 
is an absolutely original act, or, in other 
words, an act of perfect freedom. 

Let us here note, in a very few 
words, the conclusions we have got to. 
At our first step we noticed the given, 
tlie natural, the unconscious man-^ 
passive creature throughout aU the 
modifications of hb Being, At our 
second step we observed an act of 
antagmiism or freedom tahing place 
against sensation, and the other passive 
conditions of hb nature, as we have yet 
more foUv to see : and at our tlitrd step 
we found that man in virtue of this 
antagonism had become '< I," These 
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be thus eypreMed. lit. The nafturiil agaiiwt paMion«**U man b action. 3<)» 

or given roaut is man in passion^n The '* I " is roan in freej that m» m 

enslaved Being. ^ The eonsdoue real p^soaal Bei^{. 



Chaptee IV. 



Are ve then to hold tkal man daea 
iiotbeeome«< V* ^ eoj^pulRoa^that 
he ia not constraiaad to beeome ** I ?** 
Wesmetheidthiadootfiiie. Noi 
ia forced or neeeseitated lo 
"I." AlltheBeceaaitaladpartofbk 
Being Imum the othar wm j» and tends 
to prevent kirn from beeoaoiog ** I." 
Ha becomes << I" by fightiBg afainst 
the neeessitated part of bia natnia. 
** r* embraeea aiid exprssses the sua 
and substanee of his medoinp**ef his 
resistance. He baeaanea ^ I" vitb 
bia own eo n aaa t throngb the oonaor* 
renae and operation of his own will. 

We have as yM said little abool 
Hunaa Will, beeansa ** Will ** is but 
a word ; and we have all along bean 
anjdous to avoid that verj eommony 
tboagb most fatal, error in pbiloaopbjr 
•x-tbe error, namiiy, of supposing that 
words can ever do the baanms of 
Uioiigbta> or can, of Ibemaelvesy poi ns 
in possession of the realities wbiek 
ibey denote. If, in pbilosMbj, we 
commenee with the word «« Wili," or 



vdtb any other word daoolillg what is 
aalled <* a fiaoiilly *' of man* and keep 
harpUig on the same* without having 
first of all come rouad the reality with- 
oui the assistance of the worcL— if we 
seek to educe the reality out of the 
wordr— tho obanoas are a thousand to 
one that we shall end where we began* 
and never gat begrond the region of 
mare w«rda« It makea a mighty dif* 
teance in all kinds of oompontion* 
whether the reality suggests the word* 
or whether the w<Hii suggests the 
taality. The former kind el sugges- 
tion alone possesses any value-*4t abne 
givea trath and lilis both to pbilesopby 
and to poetry. The latter kind is 
worthless altagetheiv either in philoso- 
pher or poet s and the probability ia» 
that the reality wbiah the word sug- 
geats to bun b not the U«e reality at 
alL* 

Without employ ing the word '< will*" 
the*, let ns look forth intoihe leaUties 
of Bsan, and perbapa we shall fidU in 
witb the reafity of it whea we are 



• Somo cmioag oonsidenaioiM preMot themaelves in connexion with tbif subject 
Uumaa ooiaponUoiui may be divided into two great cUues. In the first, the commence- 
ment is made from frf>K?^fl% ideas, or realitief. These beget and clothe themselves Li 
words. These precede the words. The workers ia this order are, in poetry, the true 
poets. But the words having been employed and established, it is found that these of 
themselves give birth to feelings and ideas which may be extracted out of them with- 
out recourse being had to any other source. Hence a second dass of composers arises, 
in whom words precede ideas— a class who, instead of construing ideas into words, 
construe words into ideas — and these again Into other words. This dass commences 
with words, maWng these feel and think for th^m. Ot this chus are the poetasters, 
the authors of odes to " ImBgination.** " Hope," ««., wMoh are merely written be- 
cause such words as " hope," " imagtBaCion," &«., have been c rt a h Uriwd. These are 
the employers of the hereditary language of poetry. !• phlkMophy the ease is prwdaely 
the same. An Aristotle, a UeboiU, or a Kaot, havlag come, by wmftakm realities ef 
hmnanity, through an origteal exertion, and net thueoih the iast n i mwit ay t y of words, 
makes use of a certain kind of phraseotogy to denote these reaMiies. Ad ia&rior gene- 
mthm erphfleeophert, ftading this phraseology made to thafar haad» adopt it ; and, w»4h- 
o«t looUng for the reaUtiee tfaeiMelves indepen^BiMly of the word^ they endeavour to 
lay hold ef the realities soWj thi^wgh the words ; t^ —9k to extract the realities eat 
ofMie words, and, cosMeqaeaUy, ihehr hibours are ia a dM&ireat suhM-matter, as dead 
ami worthless as those «tf the poetaster. Both c^ssses iOU«i|atoxa vrack in an Averted 
order. They seek the Uving ameng thA dead : tka^ J%|MUHkJ^^^re it never can 
he found. Let us ask whether one inevitable resalti«^^^^HMM|f^ possession 
of a highly cultivated language is not this :— that. be!ijl^^H^^HB0Sss associa- 
tions, it enables poetasters and false philosophers to S^^ H enables 
them to make wordt stand in place of /Atnyt and do t^ 
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neyer thinking of the word^ or troub* 
ling ourselves about it ; perhaps we 
shdl encoimter the phenomenon itself, 
when the expression of it is the last 
thing in our thoughts; perhaps we 
shall find it to be something very dif- 
ferent from what we suspected ; per- 
haps we shall find that it exists in 
deeper regions, presides OTer a wider 
sphere, and comes into earlier play 
than we had any notion of. 

The law of causality is the great 
law of nature. Now, what do we pre- 
cisely understand by the law of causa- 
lity ? We understand by it the keep- 
ing up of an uninterrupted depend- 
ency throughout the various iinks of 
creation ; or the fact that one Being 
assumes, without resbtance or chal- 
lenge, the state modification, or what- 
ever we may choose to call it, im- 
posed upon by another Being. Hence 
the law of causality is emphatically the 
law of virtual surrender or assent. 

Now the natural man — ^man as he is 
bom— is clearly placed entirely under 
the dominion of this law. He is, as 
we have often said, a mere passive 
creature throughout. He dons the 
sensations and the passions that come 
to him, and bends before them like a 
sapling In the wind. But it is by no 
means so obvious that the conscious 
man— the man become '' I *' — ^is also 
placed under jurisdiction of this law. 

The '< I '* stands in a direct anti- 
thesis to the natural man ; it is rea- 
lized through consciousness, an act of 
antagonism against his passive modi- 
fications. Are we then to suppose that 
this **V* stands completely under the 
law of causality, or of virtual surren- 
der — that the man entirely assents, and 
offers no resistance to the passive 
states into which he may be cast? — 
then, in tliis case, no act of antagonism 
taking place, consciousness, of course, 
disappears, and the *' I" becomes ex- 
tinct. If, Uierefore, consciousness and 
the ''I'* become extinct beneath the 
law of causality, their appearance and 
realization cannot depend upon that 
law, but must be brought about by a 
direct violation of the law of causality. 
If the " I *' disappears in consequence 
of the law of causality, it must mani- 
fest (if it manifests itself at all) in 
spite of that law. If the law of vir- 
tnal assent is its death, nothing but 
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the law of actual dissent (the opposite 
of causality) can give it life. 

Here, then, in the realization of the 
'< I,'* we find a counter-law establish- 
ed to the law of causality. The law 
of causality b the law of assent — and 
upon this law man*s natural being 
and all its modifications, depend. But 
the life of the " I ** depends upon the 
law of dissent — of resistance to all his 
natural or derivative states. And if 
the one of these laws — the law of as- 
sent— -is known by the name of caus- 
ality — the other of them, the law of 
dissent, which, in man, clashes with 
the law of causality at eveiy point, is, 
or ought to be, known by the desig- 
nation of will ; and this will, this law 
of dissent, which embodies itself in an 
act of antagonbm against Ihe states 
which depend upon the law of causal- 
ity — and which may therefore be call- 
ed the law of freedom, as the oUier b 
the law of boudage, b the ground-law 
of humanity, and lies at the bottom of 
the whole operation of consciousness, 
at the roots of the existence of the '* I.'* 
Much more might be said concerning 
these two great laws, which may Im 
best studied and understood in their 
opposition or conflict with one ano- 
ther. 

Bnt we have dug sufficiently deep 
downwards. It is now time that we 
should begin to dig vpwardSf and es- 
cape out of these mines of humanly, 
in which we have been working hard, 
although, we know, with most imper- 
fect hands. We have trod, we trust 
with no unhallowed step, but with a 
foot venturous after truth, on the con- 
fines of those dread abysses which, in 
all ages, have shaken beneath the feet 
of the greatest thinkers among men. 
We have seen and handled the dark 
ore of humanity in its pure and ele- 
mental state. It will be a compara- 
tively easy task to trace it forth m its 
general currency through the rai^Ls 
of ordinary superficial life. In our 
next and concluding discussion, we 
will endeavour to point out the conse- 
quences of the act of consciousness ; 
and we trust that the navigation 
through which we shall then have to 
steer will be less intrieate and per- 
plexing than that ^trough whioh our 
present course has lain. 
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X (iLANCK OVEK TUK POETBY OF THOMAS WAHTON. 



There is a loud demand from all the 
quarters of the globe for Our Two 
Yasrs, But we do nothing on com- 
pulsion—therefore the world must 
wait. Besides^ we are from home. 
Magahas undertaken to edit herself 
during our absence^ and we confess 
that we are not a little curious to see 
what kind of an October Number she 
may bring forth. Indeed we have re- 
signed the Editorship till the New 
Year, and are now but an occasional 
Contributor. Poor dear soul ! we won- 
der what she is doing with herself dur- 
ing such weather. We shrewdly sus- 
pect there has been no summer, and 
perhaps it was unreasonable to expect 
one, as there had been no spring. We 
ought not to have left her all by her- 
self in Edinburgh among the owb and 



satyrs — ^but let us trust that she is with 
Mrs Gentle in the Lodge. No jea- 
lousy between the Widow and the 
Virgin — and we hear them whispering 
into each other's ears — ** O yes ! they 
always mention him** — ^with tenderest 
epithets, the name of Christopher 
North. 

On parting with Maga some six 
weeks ago, we told her insidiously 
with a kiss that we should employ the 
first dry day on an Article, assured in 
our weather- wisdom that no such day 
would occur before our return. Ac- 
cordingly, it has never ceased raining, 
where we have been, from that day to 
this ; and so far from ceasing on this, 
rain enough has fallen within these 
few hours to satisfy any ordinary 
month. As Armstrong sings or says. — 



" Steep*d in continual rains, or with raw fogs 
Bedew'd» our seaBont droop : incnmbent still 
A ponderous Heaven o*erwhelni8 the sinking soul. 
Lab'ring with stornui, in heapy mountains riie 
Th' imbattled clouds, as if the Stygian shades 
Had left the dungeon of eternal night, 
Till black with thunder all the South descends. 
Scarce in a showerless day the Heavens indulge 
Our melting clime ; except the baleful East 
Withers the tender spring, and sourly checks 
The fancy of the year. Our Others talk 
Of summers, balmy air, and skies serene. 
Good Heaven I for what unexpiated crimes 
This dismal change ! the brooding elements, 
Do they, your powerful ministers of wrath. 
Prepare some fierce exterminating plague ? 
Or is it flx'd in the decrees above 
That lofty Albion melt into the main? 
Indulgent Nature ! O dissolve this gloom ! 
Bind in eternal adamant the winds 
That drown or wither : give the genial West 
To breathe, and in its turn the sprightly North : 
And may once more the circling seasons rule 
The year ; not mix in every monstrous day." 



Would that we had, by way of a 
change, some of that sort of weather. 
We should be eontented to see the 
** circling seasons mix,*' not in every, 
but in one " monstrous day" — ^now a 
dry cold cutting blast of spring— now 
a rattling thunder-storm worthy of 
summer— now a flood of which Au- 
tumn had no need to be ashamed — 
and now a blash of sleet or a fall of 
snow creditable to winter. But we 
defy mortal man to tell to what sea- 
son of the year this da^ is entitle to 



lay claim. We quesUon much its 
being a day at all — it is merely the 
afternoon of a month*8 rain, and there 
go the rest of the hay-cocks sailing 
along the meadow to the sea. 

We are driven in despair to the 
Library, and blindly take down a book. 
Oh dear I what great big clumsy vo- 
lume have we got? Yet there is 
somothhig refi-esbing in this doud of 
dust. Rarely have we seen a larger 
spider. Fear not, Arachne — for thou 
preservest the leaves from moth and 
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fly — and we are sorry to have dis- 
turbed thee in thine ancient web . Vo- 
lume XVllI. of Chalmers' English 
Poets, we declare ! 

Maga! though "absent long and 
distimt far*' from thee, the jewel of 
our soul, this instant shall we sit 
down — thus—nor rise up till we have 
written an article — on the poet who 
shall first appear on our opening these 
prison doors. Thomas Wartojt ! 

Now frown not, nor mutter ''pshaw I** 
Not one In a hundred of you — we ven- 
ture to say — ^has read a line of him, 
" whose head,** saith Thomas Camp« 
bell, "filled the laurel with taore 
leamlne; than it had encompassed for 
a hunt&ed years** — of whom, saith 
Robert Soutbey, ^ there is no man of 
his generation to whom our literature 
is so much indebted, except Percy. 
We had a great share in what may be 
called our poetical reformation — in 
recalling us from a blind faith in 
idols, to the study of the true books.** 
These poets were then spoalstng of 
liim as me editor of Milton, the anno- 
tator on Spenser, and the historian of 
English poetry ; we shall be disan^ 
pointed if you do not agree with us m 
thinking that our selection from his 
own poems proves him to have been 
likewise a man of genius. We know 
that with you the love of poetry is 
sincere, and therefore not exdusiye t 
and that so far from being faitidiouF> 
it finds delight in every touch of na« 
ture. You are not among the num^ 
her of those who hold their heads bo 
high as to overlook all poets, but a fbW 
of the greatest, and wno would scorn 
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to drop a glance on the poetasters 
at their feet. In the House of Genius 
there arc many mansions ; and worthy 
of everlasting remembrance on earth 
are all the departed sons of song. 

It is pleasant to us who, from our 
boyhood, have known all that has been 
said about him, to read again, even in 
the words of the clumsy Chalmers, of 
Thomas Warton — as Southey finely 
says—" happy-natured man, who 
carried with him a boy*s heart to the 
grave.** But it is of his poetry, not 
of hiB life and character that we would 
now say a few words ; and but a few — 
for our article shall consist, as it 
ought to do, for your delight, chiefly of 
Specimens. It has this moment struck 
us, that ten^ of thousands would thank 
us for a Series of such articles — for 
what a mine of silver and of gold is 
the great Body of English Poetry ! 

In the " Pleasures of Melancholy/' 
composed in his seventeenth year, 
there are some passages of no mean 
power — and that will bear comparison 
with any thing written at so earlv an 
age by the best of our poets. Indeed, 
we a^ree with Thomas Campbell in 
thinking that " it gives promise of a 
sensibility which his subsequent poetry 
did not fulfil ;** and. though it cannot 
be truly said that m after life he did 
not follow the bidding of his own 
genius, yet, by following it, he seems 
to have allowed to languish in disuse 
many feelings and emotions witli 
Which his thoughtful heart had in early 
boyhood been familiar, and almost to 
have fbrgotten them in his devotion to 
the lore of Chivalry and Romance. 



" Beneath yon rtdned abbey's moss-gfowit piles 
0(t let me sit, at twilight hour of ere, 
Where through sotne western window the (lale moon 
Pours her long-levelled rule of streaming light ; 
While sullen sacred silence reigns aroufid, 
Save the lone screech-^owrs note, who builds his bo#^r 
Amid the mouldering caverns dark and damp, 
Or the calm breete^ that rustles In the leaves 
or flaunting ivy, that With mantle green 
Invests sdme wasted tower. Or let me tread 
Its neighbouring walk of pines, where mused of old 
The cloistered brothers : through the gloomy void 
That fhr eitends beneath their ample arch 
As on 1 p*ce, religions horrour wraps 
My soul in dread repose. But When the World 
b dad in Midnight's raven coloured robe, 
*Mid hollow chamel let me watch the flame, 
Of taper dim, shedding a livid glare 
0*er the wan heaps ; while airy voices talk 
Aloiiff the gUmmeriog waUs ; or ghostly shape 
At di»taD«« n99n, invjites with beckoning hand 
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My lonesome steps, tbroegh Um ftf^windlng ▼tiUti. 

Nor undelightfal is the sotoimi noon 

Of night, when haply wakefUl from my couohi 

I start : lo, till is motioiitess aroond ! 

Roars not the rushing wind i the tons of men 

And every beast in mute obUTion lie ; 

All nature's hushed in sUence and in Bl«ep. 

O then how fearftil is it to reflect, 

That thro' the still globe's awfbl solitude, 

No being wakes but me t till atealing sleep 

My drooping temples bathes in opiate dews. 

Nor then let dreams, of wftnton folly bora. 

My sensea lead through flowery paths of joy ; 

But let the saored genius of the night 

Such mystie visions send, as Spenser eawi 

When through bewildering Fancy's magie maie, 

To the fell house of Busyimne, he led 

The unshaken Britomart ; or Hilton knew. 

When in abstracted thought he int conceived 

All Ueavon in tumult, and the seraphim 

Come towering, armed in adamant and gold/* 

Nor h the following passage less impressive : — 

** The tapered choir, at the late hour of prayer. 
Oft let me tread, wldle to the according voice 
The many-soundUng organ peab on high, 
The clear slow-dittied chant, or varied hynin» 
Till all my soul is bathed in ecstasies. 
And lapped in paradise. Or let me sit 
Far in sequestered iles of the deep dome, 
There lonesome listen to the sacred sounds, 
Which, as they lengthen through the Gothic vaults, 
In hollow murmurs reach my ravished ear. 
Nor when the lamps expiring yield to night, 
And solitude returns, would 1 forsake 
The solemn mansion, but attentive mark 
The due clock swinging slow with sweepy swav. 
Measuring time's flight with momentary sound. 

In these fine passages, equally as in " The Consecration and the Poet's 
the productions of his maturer genius. Dream.** 
Warton discovers " that fbndnees for Yet we may be doing them injus^ 
the beauties ofArchitecture which was tioe— and you may prefer the cele- 
an absolute passion in his breast** But brated pflBungei for once they were 
there is in them, if we mistake not, a celebrated-4nhls "Triumphs of Isis," 
depth of feeling hardly to be found in written in his 2 1st year— and in his 
the best descriptions of the same ob- « Veneaon Sir Joshua's Painted Win- 
jecte and places in his later poems, dow at New CoUege,** written in ad- 
They are always brought bv him be- vmoed lifb-^and justly called by 
fore our eye with wonderful distinct- Campbell « spirited and splendid- 
ness—but rather by a vivid coneeptive blen&g the point and lucdnctness of 
than imaginative power ; and hia pic» Pope with the richness of the elder 
tures, beautiful or sobmn Aouffh and mow flUicUUl school." 
they be, want, we fear, what Woroa- 
worth could have given them* 

<< Ye fretted pbnades, ye fimes sublimd, 
Ye towers that wear the mossy vest of tittle ; 



Ye massy piles of old muniflcenc^ 

At once the pride of leambg and d»hft<ij^ 

Ye cloisters pale, that Ungthtn>n< to flU 00^^ 

To contemplation, step by step, IM^ ) 

Ye high-arched walks, where Oft ll' 

Of harp9 unieea Uv« iw ept the pc 
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Ye temples dim, where pious duty pays 
Her holy hymns of e^er-echoing praise ; 
Lo ! your loved bis, from the bordering vale, 
With all a mother*8 fondness bids you hail I — 
Hail, Oxford, hail! of all that's good and great, 
Of all that's fair, the guardian and the seat ; 
Nurse of each brave pursuit, each generous aim, 
By truth exalted to the throne of fiune ; 
Like Greece in sdence and in liberty, 
As Athens learned, as Laoedemon free." 

Sir Joshua was proud, as well ho tend to have made» to modem art; 

might be, of the Laureate's praises, but I say pretend, for though it is allow- 

seems to have felt that the poet, after ed that you have, like a true poet^ 

all, loTod in his heart the old '' wreath- feigned maryellously well, and hare 

ed Gothic window,*' where ** hues ro- opposed the two different styles with 

mantle tinged the gorgeous pane,** the skill of a conndsseur, yet I may 

better than the '' portraitures of attic be allowed to entertain some doubts of 

art ** he had been induced to celebrate, the sincerity of your conversion.*' No 

" I owe you great obligations for the wonder — for what can be finer, in \U 

sacrifice which ye have made, or pre- way, than this ? 

" Ah, stay thy treacherous hand, forbear to trace 
Those faultless forms of elegance and grace ! 
Ah, cease to spread the bright transparent mass. 
With Titian's pencil, o*er the speaking glass ! 
Nor steal, by strokes of art with (ruth combined, 
The fond illusions of my wayward mind ! 
For long enamoured of a barbarous age, 
A faithless truant to the classic page ; 
Long have I loved to catch the simple chime. 
Of minstrel harps, and spell the fobling rhime { 
To view the festive rites, the knightly phiy 
That decked heroic Albion's elder day ; 
To mark the mouldering halls of barons bold. 
And the rough castle, cast in giant mould ; 
With Gothic manners Gothic arts explore, 
And muse on the magnificence of yore. 

" But chief, enraptured have I loved to roam, 
A lingering votary, the vaulted dome. 
Where the tail shafts, that mount in massy pride, 
Their mingling branches shoot from side to side ; 
Where elfin sculptors, with fantastic clew. 
O'er the long roof their wild embroidery drew ; 
Where Superstition with capricious hand 
In many a maze the wreathed window planned, 
With hues romantic tinged the gorgeous pane, 
To fill with holy light the wondrous fane ; 
To aid the butlder*8 model, richly rude, 
By no Yitruvian symmetry subdued ; 
To suit the genius of the mystic pile : 
Whilst as around the fkr retiring ile. 
And fretted shrines, with hoary trophies hung. 
Her dark illumination wide she flung, 
With new solemnity, the nooks profound, 
The caves of death, and the dim arches frowned. 
From bliss long felt unwillingly we part : 
Ah, spare the weakness of a lover's heart I 
Chase not the phantoms of my fkiry dream. 
Phantoms that shrink at reason's painful gleam ! 
That softer touch, insidloas artist, stay, 
Nor to new joys my fltrugpUof breaat betray !" 
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It would not» we suspect^ be easy — a wise and good man) who commn- 

for any one of our living poets to sur- nicated the anecdote — ^if anecdote it 

pass what we have been copiously be — to Dr Mant (now Bishop of 

quoting; if you think so* you had Down — a wise and good n&an too), 

better try. Strip Warton of his anti- sa^s well, *' there is good reason to 

quarianism^ we have heard it saidi and thmk that the peculiar fondness for 

seen it written^ and you leave him Castle Imagery^ which Warton, on 

bare. Strip a cathedral of its anti- many occasions^ strongly discovers, 

quity, and it becomes a bam. Play mav be traced to this incident of his 

at the innocent game of strip- Peter- early days." Perhaps all the most 

naked till you are tired» but let Tom pleasing characteristics of Warton's 

wear his weeds. There is much in genius are, we think, exhibited in his 

what Joseph Warton relates of a visit Stanzas written at Vale-Royal Abbey 

he and his brother had with their fa- in Cheshire — a monastery of Cister- 

ther, in verv early youth, to Windsor cian monks founded by King Edward 

Castle. The old man — who had been the First, in consequence of a tow 

Poetry-Professor in his day too, and which he made when in danger of 

ought to have been better— was angry being shipwrecked, during his return 

with Tom for not having expre^ed from a crusade. It was first founded 

any pleasure at the spectacle ; " Tho- in Demhall* in the same counW, in the 

mas goes on, and takes no notice of reign of Henry the Third ; but Ed- 

any thing he has seen ; ** but Joe, who ward translated it to a place on the 

never forgot the remark, in maturer liver Wever, not far distant, to which 

years observed, << I believe my bro- he then gave the name of the Vale- 

ther was more struck with what he Royal. The vertifioation — and the 

saw than either of us.** And Dr measure is a noble one — is equal to 

Huntingford (late Bishop of Salisbury that of Davenant, Dryden, or Gray. 

WRimif AT VALI-&OTAL ABBIT IV CHBSHimi. 

** As evening slowly spreads his mantle hoar, 
No ruder sounds the bounded valley fill, 
Than the faint din, from yonder sedgy shore, 
Of rushing waters, and the murmuring mill. 

" How sunk the scene, where cloister *d leisure mu8*d 1 
Where war-worn Edward paid his awful vow ; 
And, lavish of magnificence, diflfus'd 
His crowded spires o'er the ^road mountain's brow ! 

p 

** The golden fkos, that o*er the turrets strown, 
Quick glancing to the Sun, wild mudc made, 
Are reft, and every battlement o*ergrown 
With knotted thorns, and the tall s^>Ung's shade. 

" The prickly thistle sheds ito plumy crest. 
And matted nettles shade the crumbling mass. 
Where shone the pavement's surface smooth, imprest 
With rich reflection of the storied glass. 

*' Here hardy chieftains slept in proud repose, 
SubUmely shrin'd in gorgeous imagery ; 
And through the lessening lies, in radiant rows. 
Their consecrated banners hung on Ugh. 

" There oxen browse, and there the sable yew 
Through the dun void displays its baleful glooms ; 
And sheds in lingering drops nngenial dew 
O'er the forgotten graves and scattered tombs. 

'* By the slow clock, in stately-measurM chime. 
That fh>m the massy tower tremendous toIL'd, 
No more the plowman counts the tedious time, 
Nor distant shepherd pens his twilight fold. 

TOL, XUy. NO. CCLXXVI. 2 N 
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** High o*er th» tMokl^ts heath at midnight laen. 
No mof the windowf, nuig'd in long array, 
(Whtro the taU ihaft and fretted nook between 
Thlch ivy twine«) the taper'd rite^ betray. 

« £v*n nov, aqiid the iraveriog ivy-wreath^ 
(While hundred thoughts the pensive aounda inapife,) 
When the weah t^reeae in many » whisper hseft^fHy 
I «eem to Ua^ to the c^umtiiig qoire* 

** M o'er the^e il^^tter'd towera intent we miVMi 
Though rear*d by Chanty's capricioua zeali 
Yet can our breasts soft Pity's ^gh refuse. 
Or conscious Candour's mode^ plaa conceal ? 

** For thougfi the sorceress, SuperaUtion b^nd« 
Amid the pomp of 4readful sacrifice, 
0*er the dim roo(s, to cheat the tranced min^. 
Oft bade her visionary gleama arise : 

« Though the yain hours unsocial Sloth beguil'd, 
WhUe the stiU doister^s gate ObUvion lock'd ; 
And thro* the diambers pale, to slumbers mild 
Wan Indolence her drowsy cradle rock'd : 

Yet hence, inthron*d in venerable state. 
Proud Hospitality diq)oaa*d her store : 
Ah, see, beneath yen tower's unvaulted gate, 
Forlorn ahe aita upon the brambled floor 1 

" Her ponderous vase, with Gothic portralttire 
Emboss'd, no more with balmy moisture flows ; 
Bifid the mix*d shards o*erwheIm'd in dust obpcur^i 
No more, as erst, the golden goblet flows* 

** Sore beat b; Storms in Glory's arduous way^ 
Here might Ambition mqs^, a pilgrim 9^9 ; 
Here raptur'id see religion's evening ray 
Gild the calip walkf qf his reposing age. 

'* Here ancient Art her ^s^dal fancies play '4 
In the quaint mazes of the prigped roof; 
In mellow glooms the speaking pane anrf^y*d. 
And rang*4 the cli^ter'd column, maasy piroof* 

'* Here Learning, guarded trom a barbarous a^^ 
Hover'd awhile, nor dar'd f^tempt the day ; 
But patient trac'd upon the pictured page 
The holy legend, or heroic lay. 

** Hither the solitary minatrel came 
An honour'd guest, while tlie glim evening rfcy 
Hung lowering, a^^ ^ound the social flame 
Tun*d his bold harp to t^lea o| chivalry* 

'* Thus rings the Muse, all pensive an4 a)Q|ie ; 
Nor spoms within the deep toe's inmost pell 
To pluck the gray moss from the mantled 9tooe, 
Some holy founder's mouldering name to spell. 

'* Thus sings the Muse ;.yet partial as she rings, 
With fond regret surveys these ruin'd pilsa : 
And with iSrir imagea of ancient thinga 
The captive j^grd'a obi«^iilonf mind b«guUM. 
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<* But much w« pardon to th' ingenuoufl Muie ; 
Her fidry shftpes wt% trick'd by Fan<!7's pen : 
Severer Reason forma far other views, 
And scans the scene with philosophic ken. 

" From these deserted domes new glories rise ; 
More useful institutes, adorning man, 
Manners enlarg'd, and new civilities, 
On fresh foundations build the social plan* 

<* Scienee, on ampler phmie, a bolder flight 
Essays, escap'd from Siqterstition s shrine ; 
While freed Religion, like primeval light 
Bursting from chaos, spreads her warmth divine." 
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But bj far the noblest of Warton's 
inspirations are his two odes — the 
Crusade^-and the Grave of King 
Arthur. " They have," mioth the au- 
thor of Hohenlinden and Lochiel, '' a 
genuine air of martial and minstrel 
enthusiasm.** And again^ <^ the spirit 
of Chivalrj he may indeed be said to 
have revived in the poetry of modem 
times.*' Scott took a motto for the 
Minstrelsy of the Border from War- 
fon — a most appropriate one — 

« The songs, to savage virtue dear, 
That won of yore the public ear ; 
Ere polity, sedate and sage. 
Had quenched the fires of feudal rage.*' 

But Scott was indebted to Warton 
for far more than a motto — and has 
somewhere acknowledged the obliga- 
tion — his genius was kindled by " the 
Crusade,** and " the Grave of Ar- 
thur** — nor has he surpassed, if indeed 
he has equalled them in any of his 
most heroic strains. The composition 
is more perfect than that of any thing 
Scott ever wrote->the style more sus- 
tained — and the spirit more accordant 
with the olden time. 

" The Crusade** is supposed to have 
been the Song composed by Richard 
and Blonde], and sung bv that min- 
strel under the window of the Castle 
in which the Kin^ was imprisoned by 
Leopold of Austria. 

THX cau^ABi. 

'< Bound for holy Palestine, 
Nimbly we brush'd the level brine, 
All in azure steel arrayed ; 
O'er the wave our weapon played, 
And made the dancing billows glow ; 
High upon the trophied prow, 
Many a warrior-minstrel swung 
His sounding harp, and boldly sung : 
" ' Syrian virgins, wail and weep, 
English Richard ploughs the deep I 



TVemhle, watchmen, as ye spy 

From distant towers, wlUi anxious eye, 

The radiant range of shield and lance 

Down Damascus' hills advance : 

From 8ion*8 turrets as afar 

Ye ken the march of Europe's war I 

Saladin, thou paynim king, 

From Albion's isle revenge we bring ! 

On Acon*s spiry citadel. 

Though to the gale thy banners swell. 

Pictured with the silver Moon ; 

England shall end thy glory soon I 

In vain, to break our firm array. 

Thy brazen drums hoarse discord bray: 

Those sounds our rising fury fan : 

English Richard in the van, 

On to victory we go, 

A vaunting infidel the foe.' 

<* Blondel led the tuneful band, 
And swept the wire with glowing hand* 
Cyprus, from her rocky mound. 
And Crete, with piny verdure croYQe<}, 
Far along the smUing main 
Echoed the prophetic strain. 

" Soon we kissed the sacred earth 
That gave a murdered Saviour birth \ 
Then with ardour fresh endued, 
Thus the solemn song renewed. 

*' ' Lo, the toilsome voyage past, 
Heaven's favoured hills appear at last \\ 
Object of our holy vow. 
We tread the Tyrian valleys now. 
FW>m Cannel*s almond shaded steep. 
We feel the cheering fragrance creep : 
0*er £ngaddi*s shrubs of balm 
Wares the date empurpled palm : 
See Lebanon's aspiring head 
Wide his immortal umbrage spread I 
Hail, Calvary, thou mountain hoar, 
Wet with our Redeemer's gore 1 
Ye trampled tombs, ye fanes foriom, 
Ye stones, by tears of pilgrims worn ; 
Your ravished honours to restore, 
Fearless we climb this hostile shore 1 
And thou, the sepulchre of God 1 
By mocking pagans rudely trod, 
Bereft of every awful rite, 
And quenched thy Uunps that hesined so 
bright; 
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Castle of Cilgamuiy where this dis- 
coYery is supposed to have been made, 
now a ruin, stands on a rock de- 
scending to the river Teiyi in Pem- 
brokeshire, and was built by Roger 
Montpomery, who led the van of the 
warriors at Hasting^. 



For thee, from Britain's distant coast, 
Lo, Richard leads his faithful host I 
Aloft in his heroic hand. 
Blazing, like the beacon's brand, 
O'er the far-afirighted fields. 
Resistless Kalibom he wields. 
Proad Saracen, pollute no more 
The shrines by martyrs built of yore ! 
From each wild mountain's trackless 

crown 
In Tain thy gloomy castles frown : 
Thy battering engines, huge and high. 
In vain our steel-clad steeds defy ; 
And, rolling in terrific state. 
On giant wheels harsh thunders grate. 
When e?e has hushed the buuing camp. 
Amid the moon-light vapours damp, 
Thy necromantic forms, in vain, 
Haunt us on the tented plain : 
We bid the spectre-shapes avaunt, 
Ashtaroth, and Termagaunt 1 
With many a demon, pale of hue. 
Doomed to drink the bitter dew 
Tliat drops from Macon's sooty tree. 
Mid the dread grove of ebony. 
Nor magic charms, nor fiends of Hell, 
The Christian's holy courage quell. 

*' Salem, in ancient majesty 
Arise, and lift thee to the sky I 
Soon on thy battlements divine 
Shall wave the badge of Constantine. 
Ye barons, to the Sun unfold 
Our cross with crimson wove and gold !' " 

" The Grave of King Arthur" is 
even a still nobler strain. King 
Henry the Second having undertaken 
an expedition into Ireland to suppress 
a rebellion raised by Roderic, King of 
Connaughty commonly called O'Con- 
nor Dunn, or the brown Monarch of 
Ireland, was entertained in his passage 
through Wales with the songs of the 
Welsh Bards. The subject of their 
poetrv was King Arthiu:, whose his- 
tory had been so disguised by fabu- 
lous inventions that the place of his 
burial was in general scarcely known 
or remembered. But in one of those 
Webb poems sung before Henry»it 
was recited that King Arthur, after 
the Battle of Camlan in Cornwall, 
was interred at Glastonbury Abbey, 
before the high altar, yet without any 
external mark or memorial. After- 
wards, Henry vbited the Abbey, and 
commanded the spot, described by the 
bard, to be opened; when, digging 
near twenty feet deep, they found the 
body deposited under a large stone, in- 
scribed with Arthur's name. This is 
the groundwork of the ode ; but it is 
told with some slight variations from 
the Chronicle of Glastonbury. The 



THB GRAVC OF KIKO AaTHUa. 

" Stately the feast, and high the cheer : 
Girt with many an armed peer. 
And canopied with golden pall. 
Amid Cilgarran's castle hall. 
Sublime in formidable state. 
And warlike splendour, Henry sate ; 
Prepared to stain the briny flood 
Of Shannon's lakes with rebel blood. 

** ' Illumining the vaulted roof, 
A thousand torches flamed aloof : 
From massy cups, with golden gleam 
Sparkled the red metheglio's stream : 
To grace the gorgeous festival. 
Along the loAy-windowed hall, 
The storied tapestry was hung : 
With minstrelsy the rafters hung 
Of harps, that with reflected light 
From the proud gallery glittered bright : 
While gifted bards, a rival throng 
(From distant Mona, muse of song 
From Teivi, fringed with umbrage brown. 
From Elvy's vale, and Cader*s crown. 
From many a shaggy precipice 
That shades Ieme*s hoarse abyss. 
And many a sunless solitude 
Of Radnor's inmost mountains rude). 
To crown the banquet's solemn close. 
Themes of British glory chose ; 
And to the strings of various chyme 
Attempered thus the fabling rhyme. 

«• • O or Cornwall's cliffs the tempest 
roared. 
High the screaming sea-mew soared ; 
On Tintaggel's topmost tower 
Darksome fell the sleety shower ; 
Round the rough castle shrilly sung 
The whirling blast, and wildly flung 
On each tall rampart's thundering side 
The surges of the tumbling tide : 
When Arthur ranged his red-cross ranks 
On conscious Camlan's crimsoned banks : 
By Mordred's faithless guile decreed 
Beneath a Saxon spear to bleed ! 
Yet in vain a paynim foe 
Armed with fate the mighty blow ; 
For when he fell, an elfin queen. 
All in secret, and unseen, 
0*er the fainting hero threw 
Her mantle of ambrosial blue ; 
And bade her spirits bear him far. 
In BiferUn*s a^te-axled car, 
To her green isle's enamelled steep. 
Far in the navel of the deep. 
O'er his wounds she sprinkled dew 
From flowers that in Arabia grew : 
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On A rich encbanted bed 
She pillow'd bis majestic head ; 
O'er his brow with whispers bland 
Thrice she waved an opiate wand ; 
And to soft music's airy soaod. 
Her magic curtains closed around. 
There, renew*d the vital spring. 
Again he reigns a mighty king ; 
And many a fair and fragrant clime. 
Blooming in immortal prime, 
By gales of Eden ever fann*d, 
Owns the monarch's high command : 
Thence to Britain shall return 
(If right prophetic rolls I learn), 
Borne on Victory's spreading plume, 
His ancient sceptre to resume ; 
Once more, in old heroic pride. 
His barbed courser to bestride ; 
His knightly table to restore, 
And brave the tournaments of yore.* 

" They ceas'd : when on the tuneful 
stage 
Advanc'd a bard, of aspect sage ; 
His silver tresses, thin besprent, 
To age a graceful reverence lent ; 
His beard, all white as spangles frore 
That clothe Plinlimmon's forests hoar, 
Down to his harp descending flow'd ; 
With Time's faint rose his features 

glow'd ; 
His eyes diffus'd a lofien'd fire, 
And Uius he wak*d the warbling wire. 

" * Listen, Henry, to my read I 
Not from fairy realms I lead 
Bright-rob'd Tradition, to relate 
In forged colours Arthur's fate ; 
Though much of old romantic lore 
On the high theme I keep in store : 
But boastful Fiction should be dumb, 
Where Truth the strain might best be- 
come. 
If thine ear may still be won 
With songs of Uther's glorious son, 
Henry, I a tale unfold. 
Never yet in rhyme enroll'd, 
Nor sung nor harp'd in hall or bower ; 
Which in my youth's full early flower, 
A minstrel, sprung of Cornish line. 
Who spoke of kings from old Locrine, 
Taught me to chant, one vernal dawn, 
Deep in a cliff-encircled lawn, 
What time the glistening vapours fled 
Fhmi cloud-envelop'd Clyder s head ; 
And on its sides the torrents gray 
Shone to the morning's orient ray. 

** * When Arthur bowed his haughty 
crest. 
No princess, veiled in azure vest. 
Snatched him, by Merlin's potent spell, 
In groves of golden bliss to dwell ; 
Where, crowned with wreaths of misletoe, 
SlaughterM kings in glory go : 
But when he fell, with winged speed. 
His champions, on a milk-white steed. 
From the battle's hurricane. 
Bore him to Joseph's towered fane, 



In the fidr vale of Avalon : 

There, with chanted orison. 

And the long blaze of tapers dear, 

The stoled fiithers met the bier ; 

Through the dim iles, in order dread 

Of martial wo, the chief they led. 

And deep entombed in holy ground, 

Before the altar's solemn bound. 

Around no dusky banners wave, 

No mouldering trophies mark the grave : 

Away the ruthless Dane has torn 

Each trace that Time's slow touch had 

worn ; 
And long, o'er the neglected stone, 
Oblivion's veil its shade has thrown : 
The faded tomb, with honour due, 
'Tis thine, O Henry, to renew I 
Thither, when conquest has restor'd 
Yon recreant isle, and sheath'd the sword. 
When Peace with palm has crown'd thy 

brows. 
Haste thee, to pay thy pilgrim vows. 
There, observant of my lore, 
The pavement's hallowed depth explore ; 
And thrice a fathom underneath 
Dive into the vaults of Death. 
There shall thine eye, with wild amaze, 
On his gigantic stature gaze ; 
There shalt thou find the monarch laid, 
All in warrior-weeds array'd ; 
Wearing in death his helmet- crown, 
And weapons huge of old renown. 
Martial prince, 'tis thine to save 
From dark oblivion Arthur's grave I 
So may thy ships securely stem 
The western frith : thy diadem 
Shine victorious in the van. 
Nor heed the slings of Ulster's clan : 
Thy Norman pike-men win their way 
Up the dun rocks of Harald's bay : 
And from the steeps of rough Kildare 
Thy prancing hoofs the falcon scare : 
So may thy bow's unerring yew 
Its I 
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These two Odes work on our ima- 
gination more powerftilly than " The 
Bard" of Gray. To us they appear to 
be more poetical, and you inay laugh 
at us for saying so, as sardonically as 
your face will permit. " Was ne'er pro- 
phetic sound so full of woe," cannot 
with any trutii be said of the rhetori- 
cal style of that Ode — and we should 
not luiTe suspected from the stately 
composure of his speech^ occasionally 
corrugated with affected vehemence, 
that with haggard eyes the Prophet 
stood on a rock. Yet it was on some 
occasion during the current year that 
we heard some simple soul like ourself 
called over the coals for the heresy 
we now have been guilty of, by some 
truculent critic who seemed to tiiink 
his own character involved, heaven 
knows how, in the lyrical genius of 
Gray. 

By the way, Thomas Warton has, 
in our opinion, described Abbeys and 
Cathedrab, within and without, much 
better than Walter Scott. 

*< If thou wonldst view fkhr Melrose 

arigbfc. 
Go visit it by the pale moonlight ; 
For the gay beams of lightsome day 
Gild, but to flout, the ruins grey. 
When the broken arches are black in night, 
And each shafted oriel glimmen white ; 
When the cold light's uncertain shower 
Streams on the ruin'd central tower ; 
When buttress and buttress, alternately, 
Seem fhubed of ebon and Itory ; 
When silrer edges tiie imagery. 
And the scrolls that teach thee to live and 

die; 
When distant Tireed is heard to rave, 
And the owlet to hoot o'er the dead man's 

grave, 
Then go— but go alone the while — 
Then view St Ikvid's ndned pile ; 
And, home returning, sootUy swear. 
Was neter scene so sad and ftdr." 

The second couplet has no business 
there — and forcibly brings before us 
an image which should have been to- 
tally excluded from the picture. Omit 
these two lines and you will at once 
feel how the effect is deepened of the 
night vision. Besides, they are in 
themselves bad — for daylight did never 
yet ** gild ruins grey'* — much less 
**Jlout'' them—and tnese are, more- 
over, ugly words. The next four 
lines are excellent ; though to our 
ear and eye, in so short a passage, so 
^any monosyllabic epithets sound and 
>k oddly—" fair," « pale," " gay," 

Tey," *« black," " cold." The but- 
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tresses are alternately in light and in 
shadow — and the Last Minstrel says 
'< alternately they seem of ebon and 
ivory." That is pure nonsense. They 
seemed to be of stone. The change of 
substance is the reverse of a process of 
imagination — for it destroys the sha- 
dowy beauty given to the edifice by 
moonlight, substitutiug in its place 
Bomethuig to tho last degree fantastic 
— say at once ridiculous. We doubt 
the truth of " silver edges the imagery 
and the scrolls," but you may like be- 
cause you understand it. The silver 
as well as the ebon and the ivory had 
been far better away. But the fatal 
fault— -and it is to us an astounding one 
—is, '^ And the owlet hoots o'er the dead 
man's grave." That line not only dis- 
turbs but destroys the spirit pervad- 
ing—or intended to pervade — ^tne des- 
cription — that of stillness— sadness— * 
beauty — peace — " Was never scene 
so sad and fair!"—" Then view St 
David's ruined pUe" is a needless re- 
petition — and comes in very awk- 
wardly after *' ruined central tower,'* 
— nor is that an inconsiderable ble- 
mish in such a picture. " Soothly 
swear" seems to us rather silly — but 
if you admire it we shall try to do so 
too — and 'tis but a trifle. Some of 
our other objections to this far-famed 
description are radical and vital-— 
and it will be easier for you to rebuild 
Melrose Abbey than set them aside. 
We are told that 

" Short halt did Deloralne make there ; 
Little reck*d he of the scene so lair ;'* 

from which the reader misht well 
have supposed that the Abbey wlU 
then in ruins. The moss-trooper and 
monk proceed together to the Wi- 
zard's Tomb ; and the Minstrel de- 
scribes the interior of the Abbey. 

" By a steel-denohed postern door. 
They enter 'd now the chancel tall ; 
The darken'd roof rose high aloof 
On pillars lofty and light and small : 
The key-stone that lock'd each ribbed 

aisle 
Was a fleur>de-lys, or a quatre-feullle ; 
The corbells were carved grotesque and 

grim; 
And the pillars, with cluster*d shafts so 

trim. 
With base and with capital flourished 

around, 
SeemM bundles of lances which gariandt 

had bound." 

This description, so minute and im- 
impassioned, should not have been 
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introduced h&te bMireen thd lines 
about the monk gpazingp on the stream- 
ers in the north, and those about the 
dying lamps burning before the tomb 
of the Douglass. In themselves they 
are unpoetical— and they are ill- 
written. The roof of the «tai/*' 
chancel rises ** high** on <* lofy*' 
pillars I ! Then mark how the Min- 
strel returns to the pillars to re-de- 
scribe them — and how he spoils the 
effect — such as it is— of his own pic- 
ture* ** The pillars were lofty and 
light and small/* is well — but who can 
bear to be told after thati that they 

'* Seem'd bundles of lances ^hich garlands 
had bound T' 

Such a simile might be pardoned or 
approved in a lightsome mood, when 
people are allowed or expected to be 
fanciftil and ingenious — but here — at 
midnight — on the quest by monk and 
warrior of Michael Scott*s awful book, 
lying on his breast in his grave — it is 
most unhappily out of time and place. 

'* The moon in (he east oriel shone 
Through slender shafts of shapely stone. 

By foliAged tracery combined ; 
Thou would'st have thought some fkiry's 

hand, 
'Twixt poplars straight the osier wand. 
In many a freakish knot had twined ; 
Then framed a spell, when the work was 

done. 
And changed the willow -wreaths to 

stone." 

Sir Walter says in a note, that it is 
impossible to conceive a more beauti- 
ful specimen of the lightness and ele- 
gance of Gothic architecture, when 
in its purity, than the eastern window 
of Melrose Abbey, and alludes to Sir 
James Hall*s ingenious idea, that the 
Gothic order, through its various forms 
and cunningly eccentric ornaments, 
may be traced to an architectural imi- 
tation of wicker-work, of which, as 
we learn froiA tome of the legends, 
the earliest Christian churches were 
constructed. Possibly. But that affords 
no justification of such a description as 
thifl^ natural or not in itself— poetical 
or prosaic ; for it is utterly destructive 
of the solemn — the awful feelings 
which it was the aim of the Minstrel 
to awaken and to sustain. He had 
just said, 

'* O fading honours of the dead 1 
O high ambition lowly laid 1 *' 

And this fanciful or rather fantastic 



affair of the Fairies mtiifi at MItJb i 
juncture, be ofibnsive to ever^ ireadet 
who accompanies Dol^rdlne And his 
guide in a state of any emotion. *Tts a 
prettlness worthy but of a lady's 
Album. 

With the exception of Citter, the 
Poets Laureate of Engird have all 
been respectable — some have been — 
one is now — illustrious. Warton wore 
the laurel gracefully ; and some of his 
odes-— classical in conception and ae- 
cution — are delightful reading to this 
day. DriMant says well, ''Sure I 
am that he has executed the office with 
surprising ability ; * * 
variety to a hacknc 
the happiest selecti< 
of collateral topics 
how a poet may c 
reign, not with the 
of an Augustan coi 
prostration of an ( 
with the genuine 
front of an English] 
bationary odes," w 
are now forgotten ; 
not remembered, 
rogues printed thi 
ode, which was rather a rum concern, 
among the Probationary ; and sent 
him a copy with an ecutorial letter 
expressing their gratitude to him, for 
having set '* the example of a Joke"— 
** an inimitable effort of luxuriant 
humour.** Dr Joseph says, that his 
brother ** of all men felt the least, and 
least deserved to fbel, the force of the 
Probationary odes^ written on his ap« 
pointment to the office ; and that he 
al#ays heaHOy joined in the laugh, 
ahd applauded the exquisite wit and 
humour that ap^ieared in many of those 
original slitires.*' Laureates do not 
like to be laughed at, more than other 
office-bearing men— but Warton had 
more humour and as much wit as 
the Set — andL on this occasion, rub« 
bine his etboW, merely chuckled, 
«bkck-letter doM, Sir.'*^ Not a wit 
of them all could have written these 
Two odes. 

roa tHx K4w TXA», 1787. 

" In rough magnificence arrayM, 
"When ancient ChiTafa7 display'd 
The pomp of her heroic games ; 
A fid crested ehlelk, and tinned dames, 
Assembled, at the darion's call, 
In some proud castle's high-arch*d 
han. 
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By social imagery beguiled. 
He mouldi his harp to manners mild ; 
Nor longer weaves the wreath of war 
alone. 
Nor hails the hostile forms that grac*d the 
Gothic throne. 



To grace romantic Glory's genial rites : 
Associate of the gorgeous festival. 
The minstrel struck his kindred string, 
And told of many a steel-clad king. 
Who to the turney train' d his hardy 
knighU; 

Or bore the radiant red -cross shield 
Mid the bold peers of Salem's field ; 
Who trarers'd Pagan climes to quell 
The wisard foe's terrific spell ; 
In rude affrays untaught to fear 
The Saracen's gigantic spear. 
The listening champions felt the fabling 
rhyme 
With fidry trappings fraught, and shook 
their plumes sublime. 



*' Such were the themes of regal praise 
Bear to the bard of elder days ; 
The songs, to savage virtue dear, 
That won of yore the public e«r ; 
Ere Polity, sedate and sage, 
Had quench'd the fires of feudal rage, 
Had Btemm'd the torrent of eternal strife. 
And charm'd to rest an unrelenting age.^ 
No more, in formidable state, 
The castle shuts its thundering gale ! 
New colours suit the scenes of soften'd life ; 
No more, bestriding barbed steeds. 
Adventurous Valour idly bleeds : 
And now the bard in alter'd tones, 
A theme of worthier triumph owns ; 



'* And now he tunes his plausive lay 
To kings, who plant the civic bay I 
Who choose the patriot sovereign's part, 
Diffusing commerce, peace, and art ; 
Who spread the virtuous pattern wide. 
And triumph in a nation's pride ; 
Who seek coy Science in her doister'd 

nook. 
Where Thames, yet rural, rolls an artless 
Ude; 
Who love to view the vale divine. 
Where revel Nature and the Nine, 
And clustering towers the tufted grove 
o'erlook ; 
To kings, who rule a filial land, 
Who claim a people's vows and 

pray'rs. 
Should Treason arm the weakest 

handl 
To these his heart-felt praise he bears. 
And with new rapture hastes to greet 
This festal morn, that longs to meet. 
With luckiest auspices, the laughing 
Spring : 
And opes her glad career, with blessings 
on her wing 1 



on HIS majesty's BIETU-OAY, JUKE 4tH, 1788. 

« The noblest bards of Albion's choir 

Have struck of old this festal lyre. 

E'er Science, struggling oft in vain. 

Had dar*d to break her Gothic chain, 
Victorious Edward gave the vernal bough 
Of Britain's bay to bloom on Chaucer's brow : 
Fir'd with the gift, he chaog'd to sounds sublime 
His Norman minstrelsy's discordant chime : 

In tones majestic hence he told 

The banquet of Cambuscan bold ; 

And oft he sung (howe'er the rhyme 

Has mouldered to the touch of time) 

His martial master's knightly board, 

And Arthur's ancient rites restor'd ; 
The prince in saUe steel that sternly frown'd. 
And Gallia's captive king, and Cressy's wreath renown'd 

" Won from the shepherd's simple meed. 

The whispers wild of Mulla's reed. 

Sage Spenser wak'd his lofty lay 

To graee Elisa's golden sway : 
0*er the proud theme new lustre to diflTuse, 
He chose the gorgeous allegoric Muse, 
And call'd to life old Uther's elfin tale, 
And rov'd through many a necromantic vale. 

Portraying chiefs that knew to tame 

The goblin's ire, the dragon's flame. 

To pierce the dark enchanted hall, 

Where virtue sate in lonely thrall. 
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From fabling Fancy*! inmost store 
A rich romantic robe he bore ; 
A veil with visionary trappings hung, 
And o*er his virgin queen the fairy texture flung. 

" At length the matchless Dryden came, 

To light the Muses' clearer flame ; 

To lofty numbers grace to lend. 

And strength with melody to blend ; 
To triumph in the bold career of song, 
And roll the unwearied energy along. 
Does the mean incense of promiscuous praise, 
Does servile fear, disgrace his regal bays ? 

I spurn his panegyric strings, 

His partial homage, tuned to kings I 

Be mine, to catch his manlier chord, 

That paints the impassioned Persian lord, 
By glot7 fired, to pity sued, 

Rous'd to revenge, by love subduisd ; 

And still, with transport new, the strains to trace. 
That chant the Theban pair, and Tancred's deadly vase. 

'* Had these blest bards been call'd, to pay 
The vows of this auspicious day, 
Each had confessed a fairer throne, 
A mightier sovereign than his own ! 
Chaucer had made his hero-monarch yield 
The martial fame of Creasy 's well -fought field 
To peaceful prowess, and the conquests c«1m. 
That braid the sceptre with the patriot's palm : 
His chaplets of fantastic bloom. 
His colourings, warm from Fiction's loom, 
Spenser had cast in scorn away, 
And deck'd with truth alone the lay ; 
All real here, the bard had peen 
The glories of his pictured queen 1 
The tuneful Dryden had not fiatter*d here. 
His lyre had blameless been, bis tribute all sincere !" 

Warton had a fine eye and a feellDg iksceiptiok in a hemutagk. 

heart for nature— as indeed he had for 

every thing good — and perhaps some " Beneath this stony roof reclin'd 

of his unambitious descriptiTe verses I ^oth to peace my pensive mind ; 

may please you more than his statelier -And while, to shade my lowly cave. 

Odes. It has been said that they are Embowering ebns their umbrage wave ; 

rather deficientin sentiment^toopure- ^°^ ^^^ ^^"^ "•?'« ^,1" '^^"•' 

ly descriptive ; some of them are so 7»»« ^*^«° ^"j^ "''^•*» d with wine ; 

-others not-and we think that ob- L^'T' ^ W "^'tu'^T wJT ' a 

jeetion wiU by none be felt to lie a. ^^^ ^^^ ^ ^^^r" that deck the proud. 

gaiMt h-is delightful lines entitled „ ^^^^ ,j^j^ ,^^^ _;. .^ 

" The Hamlet. Headley calls It - a ^he blackbird pipes in a 

most exquisite litUe niece," and says p„^ ^y my couch, conge 

•' itcontains such a selection of beauti^ jhe wren has wove her 

ful rural images »s perhaps no other i^oni busy scenes, and I 

poem of equal length in our language jo lurk with innocence, 

presento us with." Headley, we think. Here hopes in safe repoi 

was a Trinity man, and as such must Nor aught suspects the i 
have loved Warton, and his praise 

may need pruning ; but he was a good ** At mom I take my ct 

judge because a fine genius. " The To mark how buds yon 

Hamlet*' is " written on Which wood And every opening prin 

Forest" which lies towards the west- That trimly paints my b 

em side of Oxfordshire, and near the Or o'er the erulpturcs, ( 

Poet's parish of Cuddington. That grsce my gloomy 
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I tMoh in winding wreaths to tMj 
Fantastic ivy's gadding spray. 

*' At ere, within yon itildions nook, 

I ope my braM-emboned book, 

Portray'd with many a holy deed 

Of martyri, crown'd with hearenly meed : 

Then aa my taper waxes dim, 

Chant, ere I sleep, my measnr'd hymn ; 

And at the dose, the gleams behold 

Of parting wings bedropt with gold* 

** While sneh pure joys my btilS create, 
Who would but smile at guilty state ? 
Who would but wish his holy lot 
In calm Oblivion's humble grot ? 
Who but would cast his pomp away, 
To take my staff, and amice gray ; 



[Oct. 



And to the World's tumultuous stage 
Prefer the blameless hermitage ?" 

Headlej remarks^ too^ that the lead- 
ing idea of these lines was sugg^ested 
bj an account of the life of a peasant 
in Phineas Fletcher's '' Purple Is- 
land." Dr Mant agrees with him ; but 
we see small reason or none for think- 
ing so, and believe that the " leadinfi^ 
idea," which is obvious to all mankind 
was sugg^ted to Watton manjr hun- 
dred times during his walks in the 
Forest of Whiishwood. Fletcher's 
stanzas, however are '* beautiful ex- 
ceedingly *'-*as Uiese two declare. 



" His certain life that never can deceive hini, 

ts full of thousand sweets and rich content : 

The smooth leaved beeches on the field receive 1dm 

"^th coolest shades, till noon-tide rage is spent : 

His life is neither tOst on boisterous seas 

Of troublous world, nor lost in slothAil ease ; 

Pleased and full blest he lives where he his God can please. 



" His bed of wool yields safe and quiet sleeps. 

While by his side his falthfhl spouse hath place^ 

His Uttle son into his bosom creeps, 

The lively picture of his father's face ; 

Never his humble house or state torment him, 

Lesse he could like, if lesse bis God had sent hhn. 

And when he dies, green turlii with grassie tomb content Um." 



Joseph and Thomas Wa^on, as all 
the world once knew, Were most affec- 
tionate brothers— and Tom seldom 
left Oxford but to visit Joe at Win- 
chester, which he did annually as long 
as he lived, and where he was the de- 
light of ^e t>oys. writing for them their 
themes and tasks^ and mingling with 
their amusements till the veiy last. 
Before Joseph's elevation to the mas- 
tership, be went abroad with the 
Duke of Bolton# and on that occasioA 
Thomas indited the beautiful lines^ 
'' Sent to a Friend on his leaving A 
favourite Cottage in Hampshire.**— 

SSKT TO A raixio). 

" Ah inbuhi, tliou lov*d retreat I Vo more 
Shall dAssic steps itiy scenes explore 1 
When morn'i pale rays but faintly peep 
O'er yonder oak-crown'd airy steep. 
Who now shidl climb ItS brows to vieW 
The length of landscape, ever new. 
Where Summer flings, in careless pride, 
Her varied vesture hr and wide 1 

o mark, beneath, each village-charm, 
range, or elm-encircled farm : 



The flinty dove-cote'k crowded roo( 
Watch'd by the kite that sails aloof: 
The tufted pines, whose umbrage tall 
t>arkcti8 the long-deserted hall : 
The veteran beech, that on the plain 
Collects at eve the playful train ; 
The cot that smokes with early fire, 
The low-roofd fkne*s embosotai'd Spire f 

** Who now shall Indolently stray 
Through the deep forest*s tangled way ; 
Pleas'd at his custom'd task to fbd 
The well known hoary- tressed hind. 
That toils with feeble hands to gleaa 
Of wither*d boughs his pittance meAi ! 
Who mid thy nooks of haxle sit, 
Lost in some melancholy fit ; 
And listening to the raven*s oroak. 
The distant flail, the fflling oak I 
Who, through the sun^ine and th* 

shower. 
Descry the rainbow-painted tower ? 
Who, wandering at return of May, 
Catch the first cuckow's vernal lay ? 
Who musing waste the summer hour, 
Where high o'er-arching trees embower 
The grassy lane, so rarely pao'd. 
With asure floir^rets idly grac*d I 
Unnotie'd now, at twilight's dawn 
Returning reapers cross the lawn t 
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Nor fond fttteniion loves to note 
The wether*s bell ttota folds remote : 
WhOe, own*d by no poetic eye, 
Thy pensive evenings shade the sky 1 

" For lo ! the Bsrd who rapture found 
In every rural sight or sound ; 
Whose genius warm, and judgment chaste, 
No charm of genuine nature passM ; 
Who felt the Muse's purest fires, 
Far from thy favour'd haunt retires : 
Who peopled all thy vocal bowers 
With shadowy shapes, and airy powers. 

" Behold, a dread repose resumes. 
As erst, thy sad sequester'd glooms 1 
From the deep dell, where shaggy roots 
Fringe the rough brink with wreathed 

shoots, 
Th* unwilling genius flies forlorn, 
His primrose chaplet rudely torn. 
With hollow shriek the nymphs forimke 
The pathless copse and hedge-row brake : 
Where the delv'd mountain's headlong 

side 
Its chalky entrails opens wide, 
On the green summit, ambush'd high, 
No longer Echo loves to lie. 
No pearl-crown'd maids with wHy look. 
Rise beckoning from the reedy brook. 
Around the glow- worm's glimmering banky 
No fairies run in fiery rank ; 
Nor brush, half-seen, in airy tread 
The violet's unprinted head. 
But Fancy, from the thickets brown, 
The glades that wear a conscious frown. 
The forest-oaks, that, pale and lone, 
Nod to the blast with hoarser tone. 
Rough glens, and sullen waterfalls. 
Her bright ideal offspring calls. 

" So by some sage enchanter's spell, 
(As old Arabian fablers tell,) 
Amid the solitary wild, 
Luxuriant gardens gaily smil'd : 
From sapphire rocks the fountains 

stream'd. 
With golden fruit the branches beam'd i 
Fair forms, in every wondrous wood, 
Or lightly tripp'd, or solenm stood ; 
And oft, retreating from the view. 
Betray 'd, at distance, beauties new : 
While gleaming o'er the crisped bowers 
Rich spires arose, and sparkling towers. 
If bound on service new to go, 
The master of the magic show. 
His transitory charm Withdrew, 
Away th' illusive landscape fiew : 
Dun clouds obscur'd the groves of gold. 
Blue lightning smote the blooming mould : 
In visionary glory rear'd. 
The gorgeous castle disappeared ; 
And a bare heath's unfruitful plain 
Usurp'd the wizard's proud domain.'* 

We call these beatitifbl lines ; nor does 
it detract mtich from their merit that 
they have little or no claim to origina- 



lity—for if much of the inutges be bor- 
rowed from books, as mnch is takMi 
from nature, and the whole is finely 
fused together by an aflbctionate heait 
and a glowing fancyi and comes ttxtm 
the process. Poetry. The close wasj 
perhaps, imitated fh>m Akenside — 

** So fables teU. 
The adventurous hero, bound on hard ex- 
ploits. 
Beholds with glad surprise, by secret spalls 
Of tome kind sage, tha patron of his toils, 
A visionary paradise disclosed 
Amid the dubioos wild," ice. 

But Akenside imitated Addison, and of 
the three fine pictures, Addison's is the 
finest — as you will confess. We have 
it by heart. " We are eTcry where 
entertained with pleasing shows and 
apparitions; we discover imaginary 
glories in Uie heatens and in the eartii, 
and see some of their visionary beauty 
poured out on the whole creation. 
But What a rough unsightly sketch of 
nature should we Be entertained with, 
did all her colouring disapnear, and 
the several distinctions of light and 
sliade vanish ? In short, our souls are 
at present delightfully lost and bewil- 
dered in a pleasing delusion, and we 
walk about uke the enchantea hero in 
a romance, who sees beautiful castles^ 
woods, and meadows^ and at the same 
time nears the warbling of birds and 
purling of streams; but, upon the 
finisldng of some secret spell* tlie fan« 
tastic scene breliks up^ and the discon- 
solate knight finds himself on a bar- 
ren heath, or in a solitary forest." 

It is something — much — ^to deBert« 
the name of a descriptive Pdet even of 
the lowest order. No man can de- 
scribe natural objects tc^. Without 
some feeling of their beauty— with- 
out the power of re-awakenlng Id 
himself that feeUng, by an alit of the 
imagination. The feelinfi^ keeps hiin 
to the trudi, and inspires him to paint 
it. And ne who has this power of 
feeling is so iar a Poet. He who has 
it not, or in whom it is faint and fluo- 
tuating, may have no inoonekUrable 
pleasure* even beyond that of the 
senses, in the charms of nature ; fan! 
in attempting to describe them, he 
makes but sorry work of it, and the 
more rorgeous his imagery^ and tb6 
more laboriously gathered, the mot^ 
prosaic is his picture. Often now- 
a-days they whb have little or M 
luiowledge of nature* and Uierefore 
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who can have little or no pleasure in 
her appearances^ try to deceive them- 
selves into the belief that they are 
haunted — possessed by a sense of her 
most potent charms^ and to escape the 
tame assume the intense I Such gen- 
try would despise Warton's lines ** On 
the approach of Summer.*' But you 
will not despise them — ^you will read 
them with delight. 

" Oft when thy seaion, sweetest queen, 
Has dreu*d the grovei in Uv*ry green ; 
When in each foir and fertile field 
Bemuty begini her bow*r to build 1 
While Evening, veil'd in shadows brown, 
Puts her matron-mantle on, 
And mists in spreading streams convey 
More fresh the fumes of new-shorn hay : 
Then, goddess, guide my pilgrim feet 
Contemplation hoar to meet, 
As slow he winds in museful mood. 
Near the rush'd marge of Cherwell's 

flood; 
Or o'er old Avon's magic edge, 
Whence Shakspeare cull'd the spiky sedge, 
All playful yet, in years unripe, 
To frame a shrill and simple pipe. 
There thro' the dusk but dimly seen. 
Sweet ev'ning-objects intervene : 
His wattled cotes tbe shepherd plants, 
Beneath her elm the milk-maid chants. 
The woodman, speeding home, awhile 
Rests him at a shady stile. 
Nor wants there fragrance to dispense 
Refreshment o'er my soothed sense ; 
Nor tangled woodbine's balmy bloom, 
Nor grass besprent to breathe perftmae : 
Nor lurking wild-thyme's spicy sweet 
To bathe in dew my roving feet : 
Nor wants there note of Philomel, 
Nor soundjof distant tinkling bell : 
Nor lowings faint of herds remote. 
Nor mastiff's bark from bosom'd cot : 
Rustle the breeze lightly borne, 
O'er deep embattled ears of corn : 
Round ancient elm, with humming nobe, 
Full loud the chaffer-swarms rejoice. 
Meantime, a thousand dyes invest 
The ruby Chambers of the West ! 
That all aslant the village tow'r 
A mild reflected radiance pour. 
While, with the level-streaming rays 
Far seen its arched windows blaze : 
And the tall grove's green top is dight 
In russet tints, and gleams of light : 
So that the gay scene by degrees 
Bathes my blithe heart in ecstacies ; 
And Fancy to my ravish'd sight 
Portrays her kindred visions bright. 
At length the parting light subdues 
My softened soul to calmer views, 
And fainter shapes of pensive joy. 
As twilight dawns, my mind employ, 
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Till from the path I fondly stray 
In musings lap'd, nor heed the way ; 
Wandering through the landscape still, 
TiU Melancholy has her fill ; 
And on each moss-wove border damp 
The glow-worm hangs his fairy lamp. 

*' But when the sun, at noontide hour. 
Sits throned in his highest tow'r ; 
Me, heart-rejoicing goddess, lead 
To the tanu'd haycock in the mead : 
To mix in rural mood among 
The nymphs and swains, a busy throng ; 
Or, as the tepid odours breathe, 
The nisset pUes to lean beneath : 
There as my listless limbs are thrown 
On couch more soft than palace down, 
I listen to the busy sound 
Of mirth and toil that hums around ; 
And see the team shrill tinkling pass. 
Alternate o'er the furrow'd grass. 

" But ever, after summer shower. 
When the bright Sun's returning power. 
With laughing beam has chased the storm. 
And cheered reviving Nature's form ; 
By sweet-brier hedges, bathed in dew. 
Let me my wholesome path pursue ; 
There issuing forth the frequent snail 
Wears the dank way with slimy trail. 
While, as I walk, ft^m pearled bush 
The sunny sparkling drop I brush ; 
And all the landscape fair I view 
Clad in robe of fresher hue ; 
And so loud the blackbird sings, 
That far and near the valley rings. 
From shelter deep of shaggy rock 
The shepherd drives his joyftil flock ; 
From bowering beach the mower blithe 
With new-bom vigour grasps the scythe ; 
While o'er the smooth unbounded meads 
His last (aint gleam the rainbow spreads. 
But ever against restless heat. 
Bear me to the rock -arched seat. 
O'er whose dim mouth an ivy'd oak 
Hangs nodding ft-om the low-brow'd rock ; 
Haunted by that chaste nymph alone, 
Whose waters cleave the smoothed stone ; 
Which, as they gush upon the ground, 
Still scatter misty dews around ; 
A rustic, wild, grotesque alcove. 
Its side with mantling woodbines wove ; 
Cool as the cave where Clio dwells, 
DHience Helicon's fresh fountain wells ; 
Or noon- tide grot where Sylvan sleeps 
In hoar Lycieum's piny steeps. 

** Me, goddess, in such cavern lay. 
While all without is scorch'd in day ; 
Sore sighs the weary swain, beneath 
His with'ring hawthorn on the heath ; 
The drooping hedger wishes eve. 
In vain, of labour short reprieve ! 
Meantime, on Afric's glowing sand.*. 
Smote with keen heat, the travller stands ; 
Low sinks his heart, while round his eye 
Measures tbe scenes that boundless lie. 
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Ne'er yet by foot of mortal worn, 
Where Thirst, wan pilgrim, walks forlorn. 
How does he wish some cooling wave 
To slake his lips, or limbs to lave ! 
And thinks, in every whisper low, 
He hears a bursting fountain flow. 

** Or bear me to yon antique wood, 
Dim temple of sage Solitude ! 
There within a nook most dark. 
Where none my musing mood may mark. 
Let me in many a whisper*d rite 
The genius old of Greece invite. 
With that fair wreatb my brows to bind. 
Which for his chosen imps be twin*d, 
Well nurtur'd in Pierian lore. 
On clear Ilissus' laureate shore. 
Till high on waving nest reclin'd. 
The raven wakes my tranced mind I 

*' Or to the forest-fringed vale. 
Where widow'd turtles love to wail. 
Where cowslips, clad in mantle meek. 
Nod their tall heads to breeses weak : 
In the midst, with sedges gray 
Crown'd. a scant riv'let winds its way, 
And trembling thro' the weedy wreaths. 
Around an oosy freshness breathes. 
O'er the solitary green. 
Nor cot, nor loitering hind is seen : 
Nor aught alarms the mute repose. 
Save that by fits an heifer lows : 
A scene might tempt some peaceful sage 
To rear him a lone hermitage ; 
Fit place his pensive eld might choose 
On virtue's holy lore to muse. 

'* Yet still the sultry noon t* appease 
Some more romantic scene might please ; 
Or fairy bank, or magic lawn. 
By Spenser's lavish pencil drawn : 
Or bower in Vallombrosa's shade. 
By legendary pens portrayed. 
Haste, let me shroud from painful light. 
On that hoar hill's aerial height. 
In solemn state, where waving wide. 
Thick pines with darkening umbrage hide 
The rugged vaults, and riven towers 
Of that proud castle's painted bowers, 
Whence Hardyknute, a baron bold, 
In Scotland's martial days of old, 
Descended Arom the stately feast. 
Begirt with many a warrior guest. 
To quell the pride of Norway's king. 
With quiv'ring lance and twanging string. 
As through the caverns dim I wind. 
Might I that holy legend find. 
By fkiries spelt in mysUc rhymes, 
To teaeh enquiring later timet. 
What open force, or secret guile. 
Dashed into dust the solemn pile." 

Verily there is poetry in these verses 
—nor are they> to our mind at least, 
the worse but the better of beingr be- 
sprinkled with colourings from Mil« 
ton. We do not call that plagiarism 
—nor is it borrowing; Warton lays 
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no claim to a diction peculiarly his 
own ; and having studied Milton all 
his life, he had become imbued with the 
language of his minor poems, which 
he rejoiced to use in love and rever- 
rence of his mighty master. The 
flow of thought, and sentiment^ and 
imagery proceeds from his own genius 
thus enriched ; and had he not been a 
true poet (nobody calls him a great 
one), his familiarity with Milton would 
have been shown but in Centos. 

Hb " Himioorous Pieces" are very 
pleasant — and '' the Progress of Dis- 
content'* (written in his eighteenth 
year) has been pronounced by Dr 
Joseph to be <'the best imitation of 
Switt that has yet appeared." Here 
it is. 



THE raooEBss or discomtkxt. 

" When now mature in classic knowledge. 

The joyfbl youth is sent to college, 

His fiither comes, a vicar plain. 

At Oxford bred— 4n Anna's reign. 

And thus, in form of humble suitor. 

Bowing accosts a reverend tutor : 

* Sir, I'm a Glo'stershire divine. 

And this my eldest son of nine ; 

My wife's ambition and my own * 

Was that this child should wear a gown ; 

I'll warrant that his good behaviour 

Will justify your future favour ; 

And, for his parts, to tell the truth. 

My son*s a very forward youth ; 

Has Horace all by heart — you'd wonder— 

And mouths out Homer's Greek like 

thunder. 
If you'd examine — and admit him, 
A scholarship would nicely fit him ; 
That he succeeds 'tis ten to one ; 
Your vote and interest, sir !' — *Tis done. 

«• Our pupil's hopes, though twice de- 
feated. 
Are with a scholarship completed : 
A scholarship but half maintains. 
And college rules are heavy chains : 
In garret dark he smokes and puns, 
A prey to discipline and duns ; 
And now, intent on new designs. 
Sighs for a fellowship— and fines. 

** When nine full tedious winters past. 
That utmost wish is crown'd at hwt : 
But the rich prise no sooner got. 
Again he quarrels with his lot : 
' These fellowships are pretty things. 
We Hve indeed like peUy 'kings : 
But who can bear to waste his whole age 
Amid the duhaess of a college, 
Debarr'd the common joys of life. 
And that prime bliss— a loving wife I 
OI what's a Uble richly spread, 
Without a woman at its head I 
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Vould fone nag b^neica but fiOl, 
Ye SiMtf, ye diimen 1 &ceweU alll 
To ot^coB I'd bid adieu. 
Of dean, yice pr««. — of bnmr too ; 
Come joys, that mral quiet yields. 
Come, tithe«, and bouse, and firaitfid 
fields!' 
** Too fond of fieoedom sad of ease 
A patron's yanity to please, 
Long time he watches, and by stealth, 
Each frail incumbent's doubtful health ; 
At length, and in his fortieth year, 
A living drops—two hundred clear I 
With breast elate beyond expression. 
He hurries down to take po^esiion, 
"With rapture views the sweet retreat-^ 
' What a conrenient house 1 how neat ! 
For ftiel here's sufficient wood : 
Pray God the cellars may be good I 
The garden — that must be new plann'd— ^ 
Shall these old-fSuhion'd yew-trees stand ? 
O'er yonder vacant plot shall rise 
The flow'ry shrub of thousand dies : — 
Yon wall, that fiaels the southern ray, 
Shall blush with ruddy fruitage gay : 
While thick beneath its aspect warm 
0*er well-rang'd hives the bees shall 



From which, ere long, of golden gleam 
Metheglin*s luscious juice shaU stream ; 
This awkward hut, o'ergrown with ivy. 
We'll alter to a modem privy ; 
Up yon green slope, of hasels trim. 
An avenue so cool and dim 
Shall to an harbour at the end. 
In spite of gout, entice a friend. 
My predecessor loVd devotion— 
But of a garden had no notion.' 

** Conthiuing this fsmtastic frroe on. 
He now conmiences country paraoa. 
To make his character entire, 
He weds— a cousin of the squire ; 
Not over weighty in the purse. 
But many doctors have done worse ; 
And though she boasts no charms divine. 
Yet she can carve and make birch-wine. 

" Thus fizt, content he taps his barrel. 
Exhorts his neighbours not to quarrel ; 
Finds his church-wardens have discerning 
Both in good liquor and good learning ; 
With tithes his bams replete he sees. 
And chuckles o*er his surpUee fees ; 
Studies to find out latent dues. 
And regulates the state of pews ; 
Rides a sleek mare with purple housing, 
To share the monthly olub*s carousing ; 
Of Oxford pranks facetious tells. 
And — ^but on Sundays — hears no bells ; 
Sends presents of his choicest fruit, 
And prunes himself each saj^ess shoot } 



Plants cauliflow'rs, and boasts to rear 
The earlieat melons of the year ; 
Thinks alteration diarming work is. 
Keeps Bantam cocks, and feeds his tnrkies; 
Builds in his copse a fav'rite beneb. 
And stores the pond with carp and tench. 

*' But ahl too soon his thoughtless 
breast 
By cares domestic is oppcest ; 
And a third butcher*s bill, and brawing. 
Threaten inevitable ruin: 
For children fresh expenses yet. 
And Dicky now for school is fit. 
' Why did I seU nqr college life' 
(He cries} < for benafioe and wife ? 
Return, ye days, when endless pleasure 
I found in reading, or iu leisure ! 
When calm around the common room 
I pufiTd my daily pipe's perfume ! 
Rode for a stomach, and inspected. 
At annual bottUngs, corks selected : 
And din*d untax'd, untroubled, under 
The portrait of our pious founder 1 
When impositions were supplyM 
To light my pipe — or sooth my pride — 
No cares were then for forward pea^ 
A yearly-longing wife to please ; 
My thoughts no ohrist'ning dinners crost. 
No children cry'd for buttered toast ; 
And every night I went to bed. 
Without a modus in my head ! ' 

« Oh 1 trifling head, and fickle heart 1 
Chagrined at whatioe'er thou art ; 
A dupe to follies yet untry'd. 
And sick of pleasures scarce enjoy'd 1 
Each prise posses8*d, thy transport ceases. 
And in pursuit alone it pie 



Of "Newmarket," a satire, Dr 
Mant somewhat too boldly sajs, " I 
do not think it can be deemed in^rior 
to the best satirical compositions of 
Young and Pope." That will nerer 
do. There is too much whipping and 
spurring of bis Pegasus, who makes 
play from the start. 'The truth is, 
that the Laureate liked a race- course, 
and between heats used to leave the 
stand for a booth. It coul4 not be 
said of him^ '' facit indignatip versus" 
—and he indulges in such exaggera- 
tion as shows him not to have heeaa. 
quite sincere in his ire. But here is a 
passage worthy of all admiration — on 
account of the beautiful picture it pre- 
sents of the *' ffood old seat ^' of <^ the 
good old BngUsh gentleman.^ 



^* His country's hope, when now the blooming heir 
Has lost the parent's or the guardian's care i 
Fond to possess, yet eager to destroy. 
Of each vain youth, say, what's the darilng joy? 
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Of •Ach nwh frolio wbat tha Muroe and mdy 
Hif lole ud im ambiaon what ?--U> fpaad. 

" Some squirei, to Gallia*g cooks devoted dnpei. 
Whole maDors melt in lauce, or drown in loiqw : 
.4not)ier doati on ftddleia, tiQ he ieet 
Hii hills no longer crown*d with tow'iing trees ; 
Convinced* too late, that modatp strain* can moT«^ 
Like those of andent Greece, the ohaijient grora : 
In headless statnes rich, in useless urns, 
BlaiQoreo from the classic (oar retnnit.^ 
But would you learn, ye leifure-loving squirt^ 
How best ye may di^prace your prudent lirai s 
% flow sooneft soar to fiialuonahle shame. 

Be danm*d at once tp ruin— and to f^me ; 
By hands of grooms ambitions to be crown'4i 
O greatly dare to tread Olympic ground 1 

*< What dreams of conquest flushed HUario** hraait. 
When the good iLnight at last retired to rest I 
Behold the youth with new-£»lt rapture mark 
Each i^eaeing pro«peet of tha spaoioui pavk : 
That park, where beautief undisguis'd engage. 
Those beauties leas the work of art than age ; 
In simple state wheve genulna Vature weacf 
Her Teuerabla drass pf ancient yean } 
Where all tha channs of chance with order matt 
The rude, the gay, the graceful, and the great. 
Here aged oakf uprear their branchee hoar. 
And form dark grpyat, which Druids might adpca ; 
^th meeting bough** and deapaning to tha viav, 
Here shoots tha broad umbnge ou* aTanua : 
Here yariouf Uraea eompcaa a cheqapr'd aeaiiat 
Glowing in gay divaraUies of green : 
There the full stream thro' intermingling gladaa 
Shines a broad laka, or falls in deep cascades. 
Nor want! there ha^ oopse, or heeohen lawn* 
To cheer with sun or shade the bounding Umu* 

'* And see the good old seat, whose Gothic towVa 
Awftd emerge from yonder tufrr'd bov*ca i 
Whose rafler'd haU the crowding tenants M, 
And dealt to Age and Want their daily bread; 
Where crested knighta with peeilaas daansalf join'd. 
At high and solemn festivala hare din'd : 
Presenting oft fair Virtue's shining task, 
Jn mystic pageantries, and moral mask. 
But Tain all ancient praise, or boast of birth* 
Vain all the palms of old heroic worth 1 
At once a bankrupt and a proap*rou8 heir, 
Hilario beta,— park, house, disiiolve in air ; 
With antique armour hung, his trophied rooma 
. Descend to gamesters, prostitutes, and grooms. 
He sees his steel-clad sires, and mothers mild. 
Who bravely shook the lance, or sweetly smil'd ; 
An the fair series of the whi^er'd race, 
Whose pictur'd forms the stately gallery grace ; 
Debased, abused, the -price of ill-got gold. 
To deck some tavern Vile, at auctions sold. 
The parish wonders at the unopening door, 
The chimnies blaxe, the tables groan, no more. 
Thick weeds around the untrodden courta arise* 
And all the social scene in silenoe lies. 
HimaeU; the loss politely to repair. 
Turns atheist, fiddler, highwayman, or playV ; 
At length, the scorn, the shame of man and God, 
Is doom*d to rub the iteeda that once ha voda*" 
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We feel our article has nearly reached its limits. Another extract will do 
the business— and the final page of a number should be candid towards its 
close. 

TROLCOUK ON THl OLD WIKCHK8T1R FLAYHOUSE OVIR THl BUTCHE»*8 8HAMBLI8., 

*' Whoe'er our tttge examinei, must exease 
The wondroni shifU of the dramatic Muae ; 
Then kindly UfUn, while the prologue ramblei 
From wit to beef, iVom Shakapeare to the ihambles 1 
Divided only by one flight of 8tair8, 
The monarch swaggers, and the butcher swears 1 
Quick the transition when the curtain drops. 
From meek Monimia*s moans to mutton-chops ! 
While for Lothario's loss Lavinia cries. 
Old women scold, and dealers d— n your eyes I 
Here Juliet listens to the gentle lark. 
There in harsh chorus hungry bull-dogs bark. 
Cleavers and scimitars give blow for blow, 
And heroes bleed above, and sheep below ! 
While tragic thunders shake the pit and box, 
Rebellows to the roar the staggering ox. 
Cow-horns and trumpets mix their martial tones. 
Kidneys and kings, mouthing and marrow-bones. 
Suet and sighs, blank verse and blood abound, 
And form a tragi-comedy around. 
With weeping lovers, dying calves complain, 
Confhsion reigns— chaos is come again ! 
Hither your steelyards, butchers, bring, to weigh 
The pound of flesh, Anthonio*s bond must pay I 
Hither your knives, ye Christians, clad in blue. 
Bring to be wetted by the ruthless Jew I 
Hard is our lot, who, seldom doom'd to eat. 
Cast a sheep's-eye on this forbidden meat — 
Gase on sirloins, which, ah I we cannot carve. 
And in the midst of legs of mutton — starve 1 
But would you to our house in crowds repair. 
Ye generous captains, and ye blooming feir. 
The fate of Tantalus we should not fear. 
Nor pine for a repast that is so near. 
Monarchs no more would supperless remain, 
Nor pregnant queens for cutlets long in vain." 

Hark ! the Bell ringing '* dress for of laughter, soft in themselveSi and 

dinner.** We have nothmg to do but softer through that door^ Over and 

^4o shave. Sorry to feel that we anon excited us gently at our task to 

are not hungry — for we Ioto to sit wish to know what was the harmless 

down Toracious — then our wit fires a scandal — but we shall be let into the 

volley between courses — our dry secret on the sofa after tea^ when the 

humour flavours the weeping Par- old people are at cards. Will this 

mesan — our wit refreshes the Des- Rain continue to Doomsday? We 

sort. And how happens it that we are begin to have serious fears of the 

not hungry^ prar ? We were betrayed Harvest They are groundless — 

into Lunch. WhVf really we have << we prophesy a fall in ths price 

passed a pleasant day. Frequent peals of bread." 
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What a day it has been, and what 
a night it is, and what a hurley- burley 
yet in heaven 1 The winds must bo mad 
to keep howling in that way so long 
after sunset ; and we fear to think — far- 
off as it is^of the sea — God spare the 
ships. In this glen there is nothing with 
life the tempest can well destroy. The 
cattle may be eerie, but they are all 
lying in the lee of the hills — and so 
are the sheep — or in the hollows of 
those green waves that undulate along 
the glen, but are for ever at rest. 
Hours ago the shepherds lefl the 
mountains ; and all its inmates are by 
the fireside of every household. As 
for this hut, it is as still within as a bit 
of moonlight, and seems to have no- 
thing to do with the storm. 

** Whare hae you been a* day, my boy 
Kitty?" 

We cannot tell. We know where 
we were yesterday — among the braes 
of Balwhidder. But to-day — a night- 
like day — there was no sun of any sort 
— without mist there would have been 
darkness — and such a mist there Was^ 
that the crags, side by side, could not 
see one another's faces. Yet at some 
times it was gloomier than at others— 
and we kept walking out of one dun- 
geon into another, like a prisoner 
vainly attempting to escape in his 
sleep. We passed along the edges of 
lochs — and heard them dashing as if 
they were wide ; and often all at once 
saw a cataract. But no mountain 
tops — only black breasts of heather 
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shower-shrouded — and rushes bleakly 
rustling as we plashed across the moors. 
There was no grandeur in the gloom 
— no hope of thunder. Clouds could 
not create themselves out of such a 
barren sky — the atmosphere was rain 
— as it was getting blacker and black- 
er the rivers rose — and coming to a 
stand-still, we naturally asked our- 
selves, " to-night where shall we 
sleep?** 

Providentially, at this juncture, a 
storm, which, unknown tons blind mor- 
tals, had been brewing in a sma* still 
in cloudland, began to muster strength 
for a burst, and though we cannot say 
that " far off its coming shone," yet 
we heard it in the distance, like a con- 
certo of cracked bag-pipes. The rain 
had no chance with the whirlwind, 
and in an hour or less the night began 
to break up — we had almost said beau- 
tifully — into a regular storm. We 
were delighted to behold huge masses 
of clouds rolling along, some with 
brown, some with black, and some 
with bloody edges, far above the re- 
gion of mist ; and would you believe 
it I there, rushed out the great full 
moon at the rate of a Locomotive, and 
absolutely blazed along a line of sky 
as blue as the day it was bom 1 We 
had a glimpse — for miles down— of a 
glen which we saw must be inhabited 
— and keeping a respectful distance 
from the river, *« on the swelling 
instep of the mountain's foot**— like an 
old stag in search of provender— we 
erelong entered an enclosure, — and 
2o 
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heard a bouse laughing ia a loun 
place, not as if in defiance, but in ig- 
norance of the storm. 

Like a drowned rat we never can 
he — so Y/e stooped into the hut, un- 
ruffled as an eagle or a swan. No 
man ever saw a ** drookit" eagid ot A 
" drippin*" swan, even in adriving de- 
luge ; and no man ever saw Christo- 
pher North discomposed by the ele- 
ments. The fain brings the roses into 
his cheeks, And the blast brightens 
them; through mist his eyes kindle 
like angry stars. The house is small, 
and we have called it a hut ; but not 
small the household. What a dowgs I 
a decoction of bark I But they soon 
saw we were no tatterdemallion, and 
leapt whining up to our brestst. One 
coUey, with a cross of the Newfound- 
lander — a devil, no doubt, at the ducks 
— we recognised, and he Us, as an old 
acquaintance, and it was manifest he 
called to mind our having shaken paws 
with him in Prince's Street as he was 
on his way through Edinburgh, on a 
visit with his master to some friends 
in Fife. Men — women — children, of 
course — uprose at our entrance ; and a 
better feehng, we hope, than pride ex- 
panded our breast when, on doffing 
our bonnet — 

"An eagle plume his simple cap adorns"-^ 

and bowing like a chief— as we are — 
we heard a voice by name hail Chris- 
topher North. Pooh, pooh, for your 
fashionable assemblages — in London 
and Edinburgh, and Paris and Vien- 
na, and Berlin and St Petersburgh, 
with all their literary Hons— where- 
e*er we go — we are welcomed in thd 
wilderness, and there is brightness of 
joy in the obscurity of our fame. 

Who are they? Shepherds and 
herdsmen. That old man fought in 
Egypt — and though " curst ophthal- 
my" killed his eyes, he has long forgot 
thathe is blind. With both hands on hb 
grandchild's head he sees she is fair^ 
nor think you that shines not for him 
on the mountains the morning light. 

And here we have been for an hour 
or more — you may imagine not idle«- 
though now we are beginning to take 
some repose. We are by ourselves now 
in the Spence — as dry as a whistle- 
having dined and supped on bannocks 
of barley- meal, eggs, butter, and 
honey — while the household — it we 
had heard laughing, and not the bouse 



— has said its prayers and gone to 
bed. 

Where are we ? We said we did 
not know — but we were lying — yet 
the world shall not be let into the se- 
cret — some spots in the Highlands are 
sacred still iVom the intrusion of tour- 
ists — arid this id felt to be as much our 
own as if it were one of our dreams. 
Is it selfish to keep to oneself — un- 
named in outer air — the knowledge of 
the local habitations^ in the mighty re- 
gions of nature, where not in visionary 
ministrations, but in real offices of hu- 
manity, the soul of an old wanderer, 
conducted by his good genius, who has 
never yet threatened to desert him, 
continues yet to find a happiness ho 
had ceased to hope for — and in the 
midst of trouble unexpected visitings 
of peace? 

We are comfortably and classically 
wrapt up in a blanket, like John 
Remble in Coriolanus. Just look at 
our Library — arranged on the earth- 
en floor before the peat-fire — to dry j 
for though the oil-skin linings of our 
Man V- Pocketted are water- proof, ai 
if Aiackintoshen, some of the vols, 
wfere specky, and the damp has now 
elhaled. Tiny vols, one and all ; and 
we should not be surprised to find in 
the morning that some of them had 
been stolen by the Faires. Diamond 
editions of twenty of our best English 
writers — ^in prose and in verse. We 
pick up one with our toes — as pre- 
hensile as our fingers — and what is 
it but — Young's Night THoccHTg. 

<' Tired Natur«*s sireel restorer, balmy 
sleep 1" 

Why, we are not a whit tired — nevet 
were less sleepy in our lives — and, 
without winking, could outwatch the 
Bear. He must have rather a rough 
time of it to-night — " surlier as the 
storms increase. That must be an 
old pine groaning — but he has stood 
many a blast, and, steel to the back* 
bone, will bend but not break. Well, 
let us commence with Old Young— 
for though he be somewhat gloomy— 
60 at times are we, and we hope you 
— for is not " man born to trouble as 
the sparks fly upwards?*' That re- 
minds us that if we do not put on 
some more peats the fire will be out 
— and should thb " brief candle" fol- 
low its example, we may break our 
shins against thai outty-stool on ih% 
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#a7 to onr lieatlier-t)e^4 Lb I sudden 
\he illumiuation ka one of our own 
bright thoughts. 

** Among the hilli a bimdred hornet fasre 

we i 
Our table in the wilderness is spi^ad 3 
In such looe spots one human smile can 

. buy 
Plain fare, warm welcome, and a nuhy 

bed." 

Our single small tallow yields en 
uncertain glimtner in the gloonii and 
ve fear to snuff it with our fiqgers 
lest it should leaTO us where Moses 
was when his candle went out. Our 
peat-fire has again subsided — and 
there is neither moon nor star. Yet 
with our eyes shut we could read from 
the book of memory, at any giTen 
catchword, the finest passages in the 
Night Thoughts ; and they are in 
thousands — swarming — ^murmuring — 
humming — though the image is not 
that of bees. Shakspeare alone is 
fuller of " jthick-coming fancies*' than 
Young. Lavish as he is — profuse — 
prodigal of his riches, we feel that his 
stores of thought, imagery, and senti- 
ment are inelhaustible — his mind as 
opulent, after all that magnificent out- 
lay, as before^the " treasures of the 
deep** as wonderful in their undisco- 
Tered caves as those that have been 
thrown up on the surging sea. 

" My hopes and fears 
Start up alarmed, and o*er life's narrow 

verge 
Ix>ok down,»on what? ti tttUomless 

abyss, 
A dread eternity." 

That is indeed Poetly. Recoils the 
soul from the brink of the abysd? 
Stands it shuddering therb ? By hor- 
rid temptation is it instigated to leap 
out of time ? Or, calmed by awe, 
leans it an ear to the mystery moaning 
far down like some perpetual tide> and 
learns therefrom to walk at all times 
guardedly along the paths of life? 

*' Thought, busy thought, too busy for my 

peace, 
Through the dark postern of Time lolig 

elapsed, 
Led softly by the ItfllneM of the night. 
Led like a mtrrdefer "- 

And whom is .he going to murder? 
God knows. But his hand la palsied, 
for he 

" meets tiie ghosts 
Of my departed Joys *' 



iJdinpantohi* Sjt 

ffiey ierfify him-^fee iihtu-^fi^J S\h 
— aud is himself a ghoit. * lu a #oild 
bf Shadd^s. 

"Embryos we mttt be «ffi l^e bhrsl llRl 

shell. 
Ton ambient asmtf shettf md sprii% to 

life* 
The life of Gods.** 

^'Yondmbieriiazuresheii}^* Ahei^i^ 
sparrow's egg is of the most beautiful 
blue-— for violets are nbt Unb^^ihat 
smiles on earth} but wb idimdrtdls 
eMp the sh^, and« full.fle4|:«d kt ttto 
moment df thit birtb» fi^ to faeflteo; 

** Why then their loSs <Je|Aore thai are net 

lost? 
Why wanderi iH{t(ih^dThought their tombs 

arocknd 
In infidel distress ?*' 

Why? The question is asked„ hat 
not answered — for tlie pathos is in it- 
telf— dhd wretched Ttiotigh^ ioust 
pauie till Doomsday for a tep]f. let 
'tis not of such a an6 the t^oet s&jii 

<* here buries all his theoghli. 
Inters celestial hopes, without one s^gh.* 

He inters them hot — they seem be-> 
fore his eyes to bury themselves— he 
looks oh with many a sigh — deeper 
than any grave — but they eeaaei^for 
'tis an imaginary funeral, and. Fear 
comes at laal to Itnow as w^ at Hope* 
that *twas all a delusion of the soul 
sick unto death. Then, we can think 
of that great line and be comforted t 

<* lleirpopdldus I hbw fiftf is the gftH P' 

And o^ tbat oiher line, so tender and 

to irtt^, 

« He mourns the dead who lives iU theT 

desire." 

Try toisay a tie# g6od thing abVkt 
Time. Don't be afraid of faihire, for 
on such a subject commonplaces are 
the world's defight— -arid l^isdbiil Is at 
one with th^ World. I'heii iik6 Tbtmg. 

" The day is past, . ^^^ 
Like a bird struggling to get loose In 

gohig; 'i '. .^ 

Searce now p osses se d so soddealy lis 

gone." , *. . ,..: 

<* Where is to-morrow? In anothtr 

world." , 

" All men think all men mortal but tiMm- 

selves." . 

«< How swift the timm (M tinrf fXfil 

thy shroud.** 
** Time wasted Is existence— used is 111^** 

Or neek ye some more elabor«t# 
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image ? Then here is one-— and on its 
wings you may either sink or soar. 
" To man'i fake optics (from his folly 

false), 
Tfane, in adyance, behind him hides his 

wings, 
And seems to creep, decrepit inth his age; 
Behold him when past by ; what then is 

seen. 
But his broad pinions swifter than the 

wind?" 

Oh ! the dark days of vanity ! cjies 
the Poet; while here how tasteless — and 
how terrible when gone ! You — I — 
any one could have said that — but that 
is prose — not poetry — the poetry is to 
come — and here it comes — 
'* When gone 1 
Gone ! they ne'er go; when past, they 

haunt us still ; 
The spirit walks of every day deceased ; 
And smiles an Angel, or a Fory frowns.*' 

We live in a world of spirits — for 
there are three hundred and sixty-five 
ghosts in the year. 

But every hour is an angel — a mes- 
senger. 

" 'Tis greatly wise to talk with our past 

hours; 
And ask them what report they bore to 

Heaven, 
And how they might have borne more 

welcome news. 
Their answers form what men experience 

calL" 

There can be no experience, worth 
the name, without communion with 
heaven. The worldly-wise man is a 
mere mole — or at the best a bat. 
" Should not each dial strike us 'as we 

pass. 
Portentous, as the written wall which 

struck. 
O'er midnight bowls, the proud Assyrian 

pale ?** 

Many men might have said that, 
but few could have said this — 
'* That solar shadow, as it measures life. 
It life resembles too ; life speeds away 
From point to point, though seeming to 

stand still. 
The cunning fugitive fs swift by stealth : 
Too subtle is 'the moment to be seen. 
Yet soon man's hour is up, and we are 
gone." 

What more could be said? No 
more ? — Ay — listen — 

" In reason's eye 
That tedentary thadow travd$ hard," 
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That intensifies the idea and its 
emotion — and no poet need speak— 
unless he chooses — of a sun-dial again. 
But Young is not done with the 
image — or rather the image is not 
done with Young — ^it haunts him still, 
and tells lum 
*< That all mankind mistake the time of 

day, 
Even age itself." 

And then he illnstrates that truth told 
him by the gnomon> in simpler lan- 
guage and less scientific, the origina- 
ting idea of the whole recurring so- 
lemnly at the close. 

*' Fresh hopes are hourly sown 
In furrowed brows. To gentle life's de- 
scent 
We shut our eyes, and think it is a plain. 
We take fair days in winter for a spring. 
And turn our blessing into bane. Since 

oft 
Man must compute that age he cannot ^eef, 
He scarce believes he*s older for his 
years." 

The world used to have by heart 
one celebrated passage on friendship 
—and we shall not quote, as we hope 
she has not forgotten it ; but we call 
on single lines — though we trust she 
remembers them too— 
** Poor is the friendless master of a world.** 
Almost as immense as Sbakspeare's — 
** One touch of nature makes the whole 
world kin." 

Do this and be happy — 
"Judge before friendship, then confide 
tiU death." 

" When such friends part, 
'Tis the survivor dies." 

Friendship has been called many 
million times a flower — and it is a 
flower; but Young asks you for whom 
it blossoms ? and seeing you hesitate 
--in the multitude of the thoughts 
within him he sums up them all in 
** Abroad they find who cherish it at 
home." 

Who was Philander? We know 
not. But how the poet must have 
loved him, who thus lamented his 
loss! — 

" Thy last sigh 

Dissolved the charm; the disenchanted 
earth 

Lost all her lustre. Where her glittering 
towers ? 

Her golden mountains where ? All dark- 
ened down 
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To naked waste ; a dreary vale of teara ; 
The great magician*B dead ! ** 

The great poet is true to nature 
here — if too often — and we fear it is 
so— he plays her false — and wilfully 
follows phantasies when imaginations 
were ready to crowd into his arms. 
And true to her is he in another place 
—far away from the ahoye — but hal- 
lowed by the same spirit of grief. 

'* I loved him much, but now I love him 

more, 
Like birds, whose beauties languish, half- 
concealed ; 
Till, mounted on the wing, their glossy 

plumes 
Expanded shine with azure, green and 

gold ; 
How blessings brighten as they take their 
flight!" 
Call not that image fanciful — but 
if it affects you not as assuredly it af- 
fected the Poet, sympathize with the 
awe that for a while held him back 
from depicting the deathbed of such a 
friend. 

** Yet am I struck ; as struck the soul, 

beneath 
Aerial groves* impenetrable gloom ; 
Or, in some mighty ruin's solemn shade ; 
Or, gazing by pale lamps on high-born 

dust. 
In vaults ; thin courts of poor unflattered 

kings ; 
Or at the midnight altar's hallowed flame. 

Is it religion to proceed ? I pause 

And enter, awed, the temple of my theme. 
Is it his deathbed ? No: it is his shrine ; 
Behold him there just rising to a God." 
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Or turn from that august spectacle 
to this — the saddest — and but for the 
written promise unsupportable^ 

** And ohl the last— last what? Can 

words express ? 
Thought reach it? the last tilenct of a 

friend." 

These are the speechless g^efs that 
justify the Poet in saying — 

** Scorn the proud man that is ashamed to 
weep." 

And we now call to mind another 
strain, in which he sings of some 
strange, wild, sudden accumulation of 
sorrows — such as often befalls the chil- 
dren of men — and when heard of 
strike us all with dismay — "because 
that we have all one human heart.*' 

" This hoary cheek a train of tears bedews ; 

And each tear mourns itai. own distinct 
distress ; 

And each distress, distinctly shown, de- 
mands 

Of grief still more, as heightened by the 
whole. 

A grief like this proprietors excludes ; 

Not friends alone such obsequies deplore ; 

They make mankind the mourner ; carry 
sighs 

Far as the fatal fame can wing her way ; 

And turn the gayest thought of gayest age 

Do?m the right channel through the vale 
of death." 

From whom of all our living Poets 
could we select such pregnant lines as 
many of tiie above ? We glance over 
the pages, and how thick the gems 1 



** When gross guilt interposes, labouring earth, 
Overshadowed, mourns a deep eclipse of joy.*' 

** Through chinks, styled organs, dim life peeps at light ; 
Death bursts the involving cloud, and all is day.*' 

** Like lavish ancestors his earlier years 
Have disinherited his future hours." 

*' Is not the mighty mind, that son of Heaven, 
By tyrant life dethroned, imprisoned, pained ? 
By death enlarged, ennobled, deified ? 
Death but entombs the body, life the soul." 

'* Earth's highest station ends in 'here he lies,* 
And ' dust to dust,' concludes her noblest song." 

" Devotion, when lukewarm, is undevout ; 
But when it glows its heat is struck to heaven ; 
To human hearts her golden harps are strung ; 
High Heaven's orchestra chants * amen* to man." 

" The keen vibration of bright truth— is hell." 

" Pride, like an eagle, builds among the stars ; 
But Pleasure, lark like, nests upon the ground," 
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tf Tb^ ?rorld*f }pfe9tio^8 ; fev Vr^^g ^^y?^ ^\ ^T^f 
^maci^late, ihf mapner? pf Uie morn/ 

If How wretcbed if tte man who never mourned." 

t^ Trutli f)^Qws ^e r^al estim^e of thlpg§a 
Whic^ RO mtn, unaffiicted, ev^r ^a^/' 

^ But some reject ttiis snstenance dinne ; 

To beggarly vile appetites descend ; 

^ almv 9f ^artb for f^uesU that coa9 fram be»T«».*' 

(f bratioBals all sorrow ar^ beneath, 
^at no|)le ^ft I that privilege to man/' 

" Early, bright, transient, chaste, as momiog d«w. 
She iparkled, was exhaled, and went to heaven/* 

\* |4)Le damaged clooltft whose hand and bell dissent* 
folly ri«g» ii< wlule picture points a^ ^Wflvf;/' 

** Like onr shadows, 
€Hqr wishes lengthen as oar sun declines/' 

*,*t Aff iihould 

Walk thoughtful on the silent, solemn shore 
0f that vast ocean it must sail so soon.** 

** Our needful knowledge, lik^ our needful i^Q^f 
IQohedged lies open in life's common field ; 
And bids all welcome to the yital feast" 

** Like other tyrants, Death delights to smito^ 
What, smitten, most proclaims the pride of power« 
And arbitrary nod. His joy supremo 
1^0 bid the wretch survive the fortunate ; 
The feeble wrap the athletic in his shroud ; 
And weeping fathers build theip children^ to^l)« 
Vh tlfine, Narcissa." 

V Qm; ffl9roi9g'a epyy, v^d our evening's sigh/' 

'* Man's lawftil pride includes humility ; 
&o(]|ps (p ^be iQw^t ; is too grea^ tp ^^d 
&fi9fi9][f ; all immortal, brothers all !^ 
yroprlytprs ptf n^ of ^l?y love/' 

« Wbe Uvea to N^tute never can be poor ; 
Who lives to Fancy never can be rich/' 

** Resolve jne why the Cottager ai^4 ^ing» 
He whom sea-severed realm; <>hey, and be 
Who steals his whole dominion from the waste, 
BspeUing winter blasts with mud and straw, ' 
Diiquieted alike, draw sigh for sigb. 
In fate so distant, in complaint so ne^ ? " 

" His grief b but his grandeur in disguisa; 
And discontent ^ imn^o^ft^itjf." 

" Man's misery declares him born for bliss/' 

'* ][f man can't m^^pt 
He will descend — he starves on the possest.' 

" Shall w^ ^hif foment, gave on Qod in maq 3 
The next, lose man for ever in the dust ? " 

" Heave^ Itavti at an %inilukting Ood." 

" A Qiristian dwells, like Uriel, in the Sun." 

" Too low t^\^ ^mld, ^^ buU4 hpn^th. \\^ 1^5%" 

** Truth never w*» indebted to a lie." 

« No maa e'er ibnnd a happy life by chance," 
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" Ap^i without breatliing. mAo at weU ougbt bopt 
l^or life, as without piety, for peace." 

** The kouM of laughter maket a houit of wo." 

** I4 it greater pain 
Qur Mml ahould msraiur, or our duet repine.** 

'* Could human courts take vengeance on the miodi 
Axes might ruttt and racks and gibbets fall. 
Duaidi then, thy ntind, and l^ve the rest to fate.*' 

** Though tempest frownS| 
Though D^tnrf shakes, how soft to lean on Heaven ! 
To lean on Him on whom Archangels lean 1 
'With inward eyes« and silent as the grave, 
They stand reflecting every bf am of thought. 
Till their he^ts kindle with divine delight ; 
For all their thoughts, like angels, seen of old 
In I»raers dream, come from and go to Heavep." 

" Patienoe and resignation art the pillara 
Of homao peace on earth." 

" Some joys the future overcast, and some 

Throw ail their beams that way, and gild tht tomb*" 
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Ah ! dear Thomas Campbell I Thon 
hi«t dealt out scant and scrimp praise 
to the Bard of Night— but it was of 
such lines as these that thou said'st 
with thy native felicity, " he has in- 
dividual passagres which Philosophy 
might make her te^ts, and experience 
select for her mottos." 

Gloomy indeed I Is not the Poem 
called " The Complaint ?' * If " Night 
Thoughts** are npt glooiny^tUea 
Bothing is gloomy oq this aide of thf 
grave. There is a Ppem, you knoWf 
called " The Grave," and a noble 
one—'' Gloomy it stood as Night.*' 
Who? Death. 

We have been familiar with YouQg*s 
Night Thoughts from boyhood — and 
half a century ago the volume was tq 
be seen lying— with a few others of 
kindred spirit — beside the Holiest — in 
many a cottage in the loneliest places 
in Scotland. The dwellers there were 
grave — not gloomy — but they loved 
to look into deep waters, which, though 
dear, are black because of their depth 
and their overshadowiogs-ryet show 
the stars. 
« Silence and PariuMMl solem sisterti 

twins 
From ancient Night, who nurse the Sendee 

thought, 
To reason, and oq reason bnlM resolve. 
That column of true ms^eaty in man. 
Assist me!'* 

To sing a cheerful song — a merry 
roundelay ? No— such a song as may 
help to save his soul alive — the souls 
of some — ^many— of his brethreB— aB4 
If Ae Powers he inyokes do hear— 



— — << I win thaak yen ia the grave.** 

But Silence and Darkness are but the 
angels of God. And the Poet, in- 
spired by them, ventures another in- 
vocation—' 

'* Bot what are ye ?— Thon who didst put 

to flight 
Primeval silence, when the morning star, 
Exulting, shouted o*er the rising ball 1 
O ThQu ! whose wor4 frqifi solid darkness 

struck 
That spark the sim, strike wisdom from 

myaool. 
My soia whieh flies to Thee 1 *' 

Assuredly the opening strain is mag- 
nificent ; and what farther, is his 
prayer ? 

'* Through this optqae of nature and of 

soul, 
This double night, transmit one pitying 

ray. 
To lighten and to cheer. O lead my mind, 
A mind that fain would wander f^om its 

wo. 
Lead it through varied scepef of life and 

death ; 
And from each scene the noblest truths 

inspire. 
Nor less inspire my conduct than ny song. 
Teach my beat reason leason s my best 

will 
Teach rectitude, and fix my firm resolve 
Wisdom to wed, and pay her long arrear ; 
Nor let the phial of thy vengeance, poured 
On this devoted head, be poured in vain.*' 

Compare this with the opening of any 
other Great Poem in our language^ 
and its sublimity will not sink is the 
comparison. 
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Perhaps there may be some exag- 
geration in the sentiment as well as in 
the imagery, in parts of this noble in- 
troduction. But a great poet has 
dread thoughts at the dead of night, 
ruminating on the destinies of the 
race, and collecting all his powers to 
sing them, within the shadow of the 
grave. 

** Silence, how dead ! and darkness, how 

profound ! 
Nor eye, nor listening ear an object finds ; 
Creation sleeps ! ** 

The bell strikes — and " 'tis as if an 
angel spoke.*' 

" I feel the solemn sound — if heard aright, 
It is the knell of mf departed hours : 
Where are they ? With the hours before 
the flood ! '* 

Young, they say, was a disappointed 
man, and was world-sick because of 
unsuccessful ambition. Well he might 
btf — for his talents, learning, elo- 
quence, genius, and virtue ought to 
have elevated him to a conspicuous 
station in the Church. But has he 
pictured the world worse than it is ?— 
Nor is it of the world — in the vulgar 
sense — that he sings — though with a 
bitter scorn he sometimes exposes its 
follies and its mockeries. His poem is 
*' Of man, of nature, and of human life " — 

as they are by the necessity of their 
being — and who can blacken beyond 
the truth the character of sin and 
guilt '* that makes the nature's groan ? " 

We are not among the number of 
those, who from *' golden urns draw 
light," and then make a display of 
their borrowed lustre — an audacious 
trick of many a mean-spirited thief, 
imagining that the world will admire 
his head as if it shone like that of 
Christopher among the Mountains, 
while children, at first scared by the 
glimmer in the hedge, soon scorn the 
illuminated turnip. We steal from no 
man — 
*' But like Prometheus draw the fire from 

Heaven." 

But at times we delight to borrow 
from the rich — that, by scattering the 
treasure abroad, we may exalt the 
fame of its creator and owner, and 
thereby enlarge the sphere of his em- 
pire, and increase the number of his 
subjects. Who has written on the 
genius of Young? Johnson — ^poorly 
—very yery poorly indeed ; and Her- 



bert Croft, the frog, that, with that 
bull in his eye, puffed himself up till 
he realized the fable. Thomas Camp- 
bell somehow or other missed it — the 
only miss he ever made — and when 
one poet goes wrong about another, 
he is neither to ** baud nor to bin'," 
and flings the stones and gravel from 
his heel^ in a style that shows it would 
be the height of imprudence to attempt 
to follow. Bulwer alone has written 
worthily about " one among the high- 
est, but not the most popular of his 
Country's Poets." And with a crow- 
quill delicately nibbed by Mrs Gen- 
tle, two years ago, we copied in 
our Oberonic calligraphy, on the fly- 
leaf of this our Diamond Edition, this 
fine and philosophic criticism from 
«' The Student." 

" Standing upon the grave — the 
creations of two worlds are round 
him, and the grey hairs of the mour- 
ner become toucned with the halo of 
the prophet. It is the time and spot 
he has chosen wherein to teach us, 
that dignify and consecrate the les- 
son : it is not the mere human and 
earthly moral that gathers on his 
tongue. The conceptiou hallowb the 
work, and sustains its own majesty in 
every change and wandering of the 
verse. And there is this greatness 
in his theme — dark, terrible, severe — 
Hope never deserts it I It is a deep 
and gloomy wave, but the stars are 
glassed upon its bosom. The more 
sternly he questions the World, the 
more solemnly he refers its answer to 
Heaven. Our bane and antidote are 
both before him ; and he only ar- 
raigns the things of Time before the 
tribunal of Eternity. It is this, which, 
to men whom grief or approaching 
death can divest of the love and han- 
kerings of the world, leaves the great 
monitor his majesty, but deprives him 
of his gloom. Convinced with him 
of the vanities of life, it is not an un- 
gracious or unsoothing melancholy 
which confirms us in our conviction, 
and points with a steady hand to the 
divine something that awaits us be- 
yond ; 

* The darkness aiding intellectual light. 
And sacred silence whispering tiuths di- 
vine, 
And truths divine converting pain to 
peace.* 

*< I know not whether I should say 
too much of this great poem if I should 
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call it a fit Appendix to the * Paradise 
Lost.* It is the Consolation to that 
Complaint. Imagine the ages to have 
rolled by since our first parents gave 
earth to their offspring, who sealed 
the gift with blood, and bequeathed it 
to us with toil :— -imagine, after all that 
experience can teach — after the hoard- 
ed wisdom and the increasing pomp 
of countless generations — an old man, 
one of that exiled and fallen race, 
standing among the tombs of his an- 
cestors, telling us their whole history, 
in his appeals to the living heart, and 
holding out to us, with t/embling 
hands, the only comfort which earth 
has yet discovered for its cares and 
sores — the anticipation of Heaven I 
To me, that picture completes all that - 
Milton began. It sums up the human 
history, whose first chapter he had 
chronicled ; it preacheth the great 
issues of the Fall ; it shows that the 
burning light then breathed into the 
soul, lives there still ; it consummates 
the mysterious record of our mortal 
sadness and our everlasting hope. 
But if the conception of the * Night 
Thoughts* be great, it is also uniform 
and sustained. The vast wings of the 



inspiration never slacken or grow fa- 
tigued. Even the humours and con- 
ceits are of a piece with the solemnity 
of the poem — like the grotesque masks 
carved on the walls of a cathedral, 
which defy the strict laws of taste, 
and almost inexplicably harmonise 
with the whole. The sorrow, too, of 
the poet is not egotistical, or weak in 
its repining. It is the great one sor- 
row common to all human nature — the 
deep and wise regret that springs from 
an intimate knowledge of our being 
and the scene in which it has been 
cast. That same knowledge, operat- 
ing on various minds, produces various 
results. In Voltaire it sparkled into 
wit ; in Goethe, it deepened into a 
humour that belongs to the sublime ; 
in Young it generated the same high 
and profound melancholy as that 
which excited the inspirations of the 
Son of Sirach, and the soundest por- 
tion of the philosophy of Plato.*' 

Here is a passage that itself justi- 
fies even such an eulogy — ^for where 
is its superior — we had almost said its 
equal — either in poetry or philosophy 
— throughout the whole range of the 
creation of English genius ? 



'* How poor, how rich, how abject, how august, 
How complicate, how wonderful is man ! 
How passing wonder hi who made bim tnch ! 
Who centred in our make such strange extremes ! 
From different natures marvellously mix*d, 
Connexion exquieite of distant worlds 1 
Di^tinguifihM link in being's endless chain I 
Midway from nothing to the Deity ! 
A beam etherial, sullied and absorb'd ! 
Though sullied and dishonour 'd, still divine ! 
Dim miniature of greatness absolute ! 
An heir of glory ! a frail child of dost 1 
Helpless immortal ! insect infinite I 
A worm I a god 1 I tremble at myself. 
And in myself am lost ! At home a stranger, 
Thought wanders up and down, surprised, aghast. 
And wondering at her own : how reason reeU ! 
Oh, what a miracle to man is man. 
Triumphantly distress'd 1 what joy, what dread I 
Alternately transported, and alarm*d ! 
What can preserve my life ? or what destroy ? 
An angel's arm can*t snatch rae from the grave ; 
Legions of angels can't confine me there. 

'* 'Tis past conjecture ; all things rbe in proof. 
While o'er my limbs sleep's soft dominion spreads. 
What though my soul fantastic measures trod 
O'er fairy fields ; or mourn'd along the gloom 
Of pathless woods ; or, down the craggy steep 
Hurl'd headlong, ^wam with pain the mantled pool ; 
Or scaled the cliff ; or danced on hollow winds, 
With antic shapes, wild natives of the brain ? 
Her ceaseless fl^ht, though devious, speaks her nature 
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pf 9ubU«i' etpeqM Xh^n the trodden clod | 

Activ^, atrial, toweriug, UDCUD6ned, 

ynfetter'd with h^r gross companion's fall. 

Even silent night pruclaims my soul immortal : 

Even silent night proclaims eternal day. 

For hqman weal, Heaven husbands all events : 

P14II sleep imtructt, Qor sport vain dreams in vain.' 
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The last paragraph is admirable — 
but the first is won droits — and would 
have entranced Hamlet. ** I have of 
late (but, wherefore, I knoif pot) lost 
all my mirth, foregone all custom of 
exercises ; and, indeed, it goes so hea- 
vily with my disposition, that this 
goodly frame, the earth, seems to me 
a sterile proniofttory ; tl^is most ex- 
cellent canopy, the air* look you, 
this brave, o'erhapging firmament, 
this majestical roof fretted with gold- 
ep flre, why, it appears no other 
thing to me than a foul and pesti- 
lent congregatiou of vapours. What 
a piece of work b man ! How noble 
irf rej^qn I how infinite in faculties I 
in form find moving* how express and 
admirable 1 la tction, how like an 
angel! in apprehension how like a 
god ! the beauty pf thp world I the 
paragon of animals I And yet, to me, 
what is Mi* quintessence of dustf* 
The ghost of one, " ip form apd mo- 
ving, how express and admirable,*' 
was gliding through bis iipagination 
.—and he knew that 'v^bat was QQce 
** its smooth body," 
** A most instant tetter barked about 
Most lasar-like with vile and loathsooie 
crust;** 

bis mother, whom that gho^t, wben in 
the body— 

" Would not beteem the wind of heftve^ 
Visit her face too roughly *' — 

now forgetful of** the buried Majesty 
of Denmark," and soaking «* in the 
rank sweat of an incestuous bed ; *' 
" the serpent that did sting his fk- 
tber's life now wearing bis crown ; *' 
" confusion worse confounded " 
among all the holiest thoughts and 
things that had made to him the reli- 
gion of his being — beneath all that 
horrible and hideous oppression — and 
in the revealed knowle4ge of possibi- 
lities of wickedness in nafur^, o^lier- 
wise *' beyond the reaches of his 
soul,'* he thought of heavei^ and eartb» 
and man — and spok^ of them still a« 
glorious and godlike— while thera 
was quaking in his soul an inefiUbla 
trouble never moM to be appeaaed. 



stirred up from its unfathomed depths 
by the voice of the dead disclosing 
deeds that changed the face of the 
firmament, and into worse than 
" beasts that want discourse of rea- 
son," turned the creatures God ha4 
formed after his own likeness, " mag- 
nanimous to correspond wilii Hea- 
ven." 

But not Shakspeare — not Young, 
ever drew such a picture of Man as 
the one now emerging from the still 
deep waters of our memory — by whom 
painted? One of the Masters in 
Israel. 
^ " And first, that he batb withdrawn 
himself, and left this his temple deso- 
late, we have many sad and plain 
proofs before us. The stately mines 
are visible to every eye, that bear in 
tht*ir front (yet extant) this doleful 
inscription : ** Here God once dwelt.*' 
Enough appears of the admirable 
frame and structure of the soul of 
man, to show the divine presence did 
sometime reside ip it, more than 
epough of vicious deformity, to pro- 
claim he is now retired and gone. 
The lamps are extinct, the altar 
overturn*(l. The light and love are 
now vanisht, which did the one shine 
with so heavenly brightness, the other 
burn with so pious fervour. The gol- 
den candlestick it displac't,and thrown 
away as an useless thing, to make 
room for the throne of the Prince of 
Darkness. The sacred incense, which 
sent rowling up in clouds its rich per- 
fumes, are exchang*d for a poisonous 
hellish vapour, and here is, instead of 
a sweet savour, a stench. The comely 
order of this house is tum'd all into 
confusion. The beauties of holiness 
into noisom impurities. The bouse of 
prayers to a den of thieves, and that 
of the worst and most horrid kind, for 
ev?ry lust is a thief, and every thefts 
sacrilege ; continual rapine and rob- 
bery is committed upon holy things. 
The noble powers which were de- 
aign*d and dedicated to divine con- 
templation and delight, are alienated 
to the serviee of the most despi- 
cable idolsj and employ*d unto vilest 
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intuitions and embraces; to behold 
and admire lying vanities ; to indulge 
and cherish lust and wickedness. 
What, have not the enemies done 
wickedly in the sanctuary ! How have 
they broken down the carved work 
thereof, and that too with axes ^nd 
hammers ; the noise whereof was not 
to be heard in building, much less in 
the demolishing this sacred frame. 
Look upon the fragments of that cu- 
rious sculpture which once adom*d 
the palace of that great king : The 
reliques of common notions ; the lively 
prints of some undefaced truth ; the 
fair idaeas of things ; the yet legible 

Srecepts' that relate to practice. Be- 
old ! with what accuracy the broken 
pieces shew these to have been engra- 
ven by the finger of God, and how they 
now lie torn, and scatter*d, one in this 
dark comer, another in that, buried in 
heaps of dirt and rubbish. There is 
not now a system, an entire table of 
coherent truths to be found, or a 
frame of holiness, but some shiv- 
ered parcels. And if any, with 
great toil and labour, apply them- 
selves to draw out here one piece, 
and there another, and set them to- 
gether, they serve rather to show 
how exquisite the Divine workman- 
ship was in the original composition 
than for present use, to the excel- 
lent purposes for which the whole 
was first design*d. Some pieces agree, 
and own one another ; but how soon 
are our enquiries and endeavours non- 
plust and superseded! How many 
attempts have been made since that 
fearful fall and ruin of this fabrick, to 
compose again the truths of so many 
several kinds into their distinct orders, 
and make up frames of science, or use- 
ful knowledge; and, after so many 
ages, nothing is finisht in any one 
kind. Sometimes truths are mis- 
plac*d, and what belongs to one kind 
18 transferred to another, where it will 
not fitly match ; sometimes falsehood 
inserted, which shatters or disturbs the 
whole frame. And what is with much 
fruitless pains done by one hand, is 
dasht in pieces by another ; and it is 
the work of a following age to sweep 
away the fine-spun cobwebs of a fbr- 
mer. And those truths which are of 
greatest use, though not most out of 
sight, are least regarded. Their ten- 
dency and design are overloukt; of 
they are so loosened and torn off, that 



they cannot be wrought in, so as to 
take hold of the soul, but hover as 
faint, inefi^ectual notions, that signify 
nothing. Its very fundamental powers 
are shaken and disjointed, and their 
order, towards one another, confound- 
ed and broken. So that what is judg'd 
considerable is not consider'd. What 
is recommended as eligible and lovely, 
is not loved and chosen. Yea, the 
truth which is ai^er godliness, is not 
8o much disbeliev'd, as hated, held in 
unrighteousness, and shines as too 
feeble a light in that malignant dark- 
ness which comprehends it not. You 
come amidst all this confusion, as into 
the ruin'd palace of some great prince, 
in which you see here the fragments of 
a noble pillar, there theshatter'd pieces 
of some curious imagery, and all lying 
neglected and useless among heaps of 
dirt. He that invites you to take a 
view of the soul of man, gives you but 
such another prospect, and doth bpt 
say to yon, behold the desolation, all 
things rude ap4 wast. So that should 
there be any presence to the divine 
presence, it qiight be said, If God be 
here, why is it thus ? The faded glory, 
the darkness, the disorder, the impu- 
rity, the decay'd state in all respects 
of this temple, too plainly show the 
Great Inhabitant is gone.*' 

From " The Living Temple** of 
John How 1 

Sometimes we have fears about 
our memory — that it is decaying; 
for, lately many ordinary yet inte- 
resting occurrences and events, 
which we regarded at the time with 
pain or pleasure, have been slipping 
away almost into oblivion, and have 
often alarmed us of a sudden by their 
^-etvirn, no( to any act of recollection, 
but of themselves, sometimes wretch- 
edly out of place and season, the 
mournful obtruding upon the merry, 
and, worse, the merry upon the mourn- 
ful — confusion, by no fault of ours, of 
piteous and of gladsome faces — tears 
where smiles were a duty as well as a 
delight, and smiles where nature de- 
manded and religion hallowed a sacri- 
fice of tears. 

Yet we forget no beautiful or glo- 
rious passage — in prose or verse— that 
had been committed to memory, either 
by the heart or by the soul— and, like 
another star stealing through the sky 
to join its constellation — ^lo 1 another 
Light of Son^. 
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'* On man, on nature, and on human life, 
Musing in solitude, I oft perceive 
Fair strains of imagery before me rise, 
Accompanied by feelings of delight 
Pure, or with no unpleasing sadness mixed ; 
And I am conscious of affecting thoughts 
And dear remembrances, whose presence goothes 
Or elevates the mind, intent to weigh 
The good and evil of our mortal state. 
— To these emotions, whensoe'er they come. 
Whether from breath of outward circumstance. 
Or from the soul — an impulse to herself, 
I would give utterance in numerous verse. 
— Of truth, of grandeur, beauty, love, and hope. 
And melancholy fear subdued by faith ; 
Of blessed consolations in distress ; 
Of moral strength, and intellectual power ; 
Of joy in widest commonalty spread ; 
Of the individual mind that keeps her own 
Inviolate retirement, subject there 
To conscience only, and the law supreme 
Of that intelligence which governs all ; 
I sing : — * fit audience let me find, though few I' 

*' So prayed, more gaining than he asked, the bard, 
Holiest of men. — Urania, I shall need 
Thy guidance, or a greater Muse, if such 
Descend to earth, or dwell in highest heaven ! 
For I must tread on shadowy ground, must sink 
Deep— and, aloft ascending, breathe in worlds 
To which the heaven of heavens is but a veiL 
All strength — all terror, single or in bands. 
That ever was put forth in personal form ; 
Jehovah — with his thunder, and the choir 
Of shouting angels, and the empyreal thrones, 
I pass them, unalurmed. Not chaos, not 
The darkest pit of lowest Erebus, 
Nor aught of blindest vacancy— scooped out 
By help of dreams, can breed such fear and awe 
As fall upon us often when we look 
Into our nunds, into the Mind of Man, 
My haunt, and the main region of my song. 
— Beauty — a living presence of the earth. 
Surpassing the most fair ideal forms 
Which craft of delicate spirits hath composed 
From earth's materials — waits upon my steps ; 
Pitches her tents before me as I move. 
An hourly neighbour. Paradise, and groves 
Elysian, Fortunate Fields — like those of old 
Sought in the Atlantic main, why should they be 
A history only of departed things. 
Or a mere fiction of what never was ? 
For the discerning intellect of man, 
When wedded to this goodly universe 
In love and holy passion, shall find these 
A simple produce of the common day. 
— I, long before the blissful hour arrivesr 
Would chant, in lonely peace, the spousal verse 
Of this great consummation : — and by words 
Which speak of nothing more than what we are, 
Would I arouse the sensual from their sleep 
Of death, and win the vacant and the vain 
To noble raptures ; while my voice proclaims 
How exquisitely the individual mind 
(And the progressive powers perhaps no less 
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Of the whole species) to the external world 

Is fitted : — and how exquisitely, too — 

Theme this but little heard of among men — 

The external world is fitted to the mind ; 

And the creation (by no lower name 

Can it be called) which they with blended might 

Accomplish :— ^this is our high argument. 

— Such grateful haunts foregoing, if I oft 

Must turn elsewhere — to trayel near the tribes 

And fellowtbips of men, and tee ill sights 

Of madding passions mutually inflamed ; 

Mutt hear humanity in fields and grores 

Pipe solitary anguish ; or must hang 

Brooding above the fierce confederate storm 

Of sorrow, barricaded ever more 

Within the walU nf cities ; may these sounds 

Have their authentic comment— that even these 

Hearing, I be not downcast or forlorn I " 
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And are we — the defenders of the 
faith — never to see more of the " Re- 
cluse*', hut the "Excursion" — the 
great Philosophical Poem^ of the de- 
sign and scope of which these match- 
less lines have been said by Words- 
worth to be " a kind of Prospectus?" 
What right has the next age to 
exclude us from such a possession? 
What right has the poet ? We men 
alive love and reverence him — what 
more would he desire? To us, his 
worshippers, that revelation is due — 
if withheld till we are dead, wrong 
will have been done us all ; and per- 
haps the n^ext age, blind as the past — 
and far blinder than the present — for 
the wisdom of nations, though pro- 
gressive, often pauses and sometimes 
recedes— may punish the poet by its 
ingratitude, denying — when he him- 
self like us is dust — that homage to 
his genius which we have ever paid, 
in the spirit of knowledge and of truth. 

Well — let us change our tone— 
and dissert to the Neophytes. The 
spirit of this nation is characterised 
as " a practical spirit 5" and the tem- 
per which Wordsworth has desired 
to contribute hb aid to counteract, 
is this practical spirit in excess. For 
it is to be considered that human life 
is divided to the two powers of spe- 
culation and action, and that to both 
these several destinations of man are 
appropriated great affections of mind 
and high faculties of execution ; — with 
such allotment, that, while minds of 
great power have appeared among 
us as given up some to one destina- 
tion, and some to the other, it is difiS- 
cult for us to pronounce to which of 
them the chief admiration of men has 
been given; and we should rather 



say, that the admiration of their spe- 
cies has been divided to the two classes 
of minds which have been thus distin- 
guished from one another. 

Now, it seems reasonable to suppose 
that, if, in the character of an indivi- 
dual, or in the character of a nation, 
these two spirits could be united in 
equal measure, and, at the same time, 
in great strength, that character would 
appear to us the very excellence of 
our nature ; but if either should be in 
great excess, if is to be apprehended 
that in such a mind, and much more 
in such a nation, great defects, and 
of immediate consequence, would ma- 
nifest themselves. It appears to be the 
opinion of Wordsworth that in our 
own country, in this age, at least, the 
spirit of action is carried to pernicious 
excess. The nature of the injurious 
consequences of each several excess 
may be best understood by considering 
a little more fully what is the essential 
nature of the spirit itself. 

The spirit of thought or speculation 
turns the mind inward upon itself; 
its essence is retirement from the ex- 
ternal world, from all outward life, 
into the recess of its own thoughts, 
into the depth of its own being. The 
danger of such a spirit is the separa- 
tion of the mind from those affections 
by which we are united to men. It is 
to be expected that the mind, forsak- 
ing the life of the world to retire to 
a life within itself, may become self- 
loving, and lose dike the use and the 
estimation of those principles of its 
nature by which it b drawn and con- 
strained to make sacrifice of itself up- 
on requisition of the welfare of others. 
It is also to be expected that in that 
relinquishing the natural happine 
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men, it will deceive itself, and, not 
finding a happiness commensurate 
with that to which it was born, will 
introduce principles of pain into its 
existence, and with them a disaffection 
to good. 

On the other hand, the spirit of ac* 
tion carries the mind to mix itself in 
the life of men, and to unite its own 
condition with theirs. And here there 
is a twofold danger. First, because 
that active intercourse with men must 
involve much intercourse of hostility ; 
there is danger that the selfish prin- 
ciples of action will be brought oilt 
into predominant form, and acquire 
an unnatural sway over the mind ; 
and in the second place, it must neces- 
sarily happen that this principle tend- 
ing entirely to outward life and the 
external world, there will be an e^ 
tranging of the mind from all the deep 
and awful feelings which lie. It may be 
said, in its own solitary depth, and by 
degrees an actual obllviou of all the 
knowledge which holds to those feel- 
ings. 

William Shakspeare! John How! 
Edward Younjgl William Words- 
worth I all with us — in the spirit — in 
this Highland hut. 

It must be further on into the night 
than we had supposed — for the storm 
is utterly dead. We heard the wind 
long moaning — then sobbing — then 
sighing — but now there is not a breath 
-—and the river has the whole glen 
entirely to itself— filling it with a loud 
but a placid voice. Let us go to the 
door and look at the night. What a 
starry host I The great golden moon, 
who plunged through the storm — why 
art thou absent from a calm like this ? 
Tet the stars seem glad thou art not 
here to bedim their lustre ; and that 
planet is almost as splendid as thyself, 
burning apart, and were the rest ob- 
scufed, sufficient softly to illume the 
skies. 

And 'tis a lovely glen— though 
without wood — ^here and there but a 
few trees — 

" The grace of forest trees decayed 
And pa»toral melancholy." 

The darkenings from the mountains 
show the knolls greener between — and 
which is the more peaceful, our heart 
knows not, the lights or the shadows. 
Peaceful, too, the mountains all — 
awake in the beauty of midnight — but 
the clouds look as if they had takea 
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up their rest in heaTeii, and, in com- 
panies, were asleep. A living calm 
not unpartaken by our grateful heart. 
Heaven's blessing be on this hut I Ere 
we stoop beneath the bumble lintel, 
one other look at the sky. Emma^ 
nuel Kant, we recite our extempo- 
raneous version of sonld of thy noblest 
words. 

** Two things fill my soul with ever- 
increasing wonder and reverence, the 
more steadily and continually reflec- 
tion is busied With them—the starry 
heavens above mb, and the moral law 
within my own being. Both of these 
I must not merelv seek and suspect as 
things veiled in darkness and beyond 
my sight ; for I see them before me, 
and I knit them Intimately with the 
consciousness of thy own eiisteucd. 
The first begins from the space I Oc- 
cupy In the outward world of sense, 
and enlarges the connexion in which 
1 stand into the Illimitable great, with 
worlds above worlds, in all the bound- 
less terms of their periodic movements, 
their beginning, and their duration. 
The second begins from my invisible 
self — my individuality — and places me 
in a world which has real infinitude, 
but is investigable only to the under- 
standing, and with which I recognise 
myself, not, as in the other case, in 
merely accidental, but in universal and 
necessary connexion. The first, as 
part of a countless multitude of worlds, 
annihilates my importance as an ani- 
mal being, that must again give back 
the matter, out of which it was made, 
to the Planet — a mere point in the 
universe, after it has been a short time, 
no one knows how, provided with liv- 
ing power. The second, on the other 
hand, raises infinitely my worth, as an 
intelligence, through my individuality, 
in which the moral law reveals to me 
a life independent of animal nature, 
and even of the whole world of sense. 
For the mysterious destination of my 
existence, through this moral law, is 
not limited to the condition and bonds 
of this life, but stretches into the Infi- 
nite." 

Perhaps *' The Night Thoughts" 
are gloomy over-much — yet can we 
forget longer than a moment the awful 
lot of man on earth even in presence 
of that transcendent sky I A softened 
strain arises in our memory — but it, 
too, deepens into sadness — and, bat 
for the Hope that keeps alive, would 
darken into despair. 
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" Blest be that hand bivine that gently laid 
My heart at test beneath this humble shed. 
The world** a stately baik, on dangerous seas 
^itb pleasure sern} but boarded at our peril; 
Here, on a single plank, thrown sajfe afthoia^ 
1 hear the tumult of the di^itant throng, 
As that of »ea9 remcte, or d^ing storms : 
And meditate on scenes more silent still, 
Purvue my theme, and fight the fear of deato. 
Here, like a shepherd gazing from his hut, 
Touching his reed, or leaning on his staff, 
Eager Ambition's fiery race I see ; 
I see the circling haunt of noisy men, 
Burst law's enclosure, leap the mounds of right, 
Put suing and pur^tued, each other's prey ; 
Ah wolves fur rapine, as the fox fur wiles, 
Till Death, that mighty hunter, earth'b them alL** 

That impressive passage was awak- heart a higher--a holier strain ; and 

ened in our memory, perhaps, by one we can recite it without book^as we 

line,— have done a hundred times, when lone* 

., „ ... t t. J ' c v licrtban we are now, walking by our- 

Here.^ bke a shepherd gaxmg from hi. ^^^^^^^ ^^ midnight, along the moun- 
tain ranges, and sometimes almoft 

With the poem in our band, and that afraid to gaze on the spiritual couate- 

heaven overhead, we have now in our nance of the boundiesa sky. 

" Oh, may I breathe no longer than I breathe 
My soul in praii^e to Him, who gave my aoul. 
And all her infinite ^f prospect fair. 
Cut through the shades of hell, great Love! by thtt, 
O most adorable 1 most unadorned 1 
Where ahall that praise begin which tie*er should 9tAl 
"Where'er I turn, what claim on all applause \ 
How is night's sable mantle laboor*d o'er I 
How richly wrought with attributes divine I 
What wi»dom shines 1 What love 1 This mtdnigbf podp, 
This gorgeous arch, with golden wnrldi inlaid! 
Built with divine ambition 1 nought to thee ; 
Fur others this profusion : Thou, apart, 
Above ! beyond I Ob, tell me, mighty Mind ! 
Where art thou? Shall I dive into the deep? 
Call to the Bun, or ask the roaring winds 
For their Creator ? Shall I question loud 
The thunder, if in that the Almighty dwells? 
Or hold« he furious storms in straiten'd reine, 
And bids fierce whirlwinds wheel his rapid ear? 

** What mean these questions? — Trembling IrttrtOt; 
My prostrate soul adores the present God : 

Praise I a distant ^^-••" ' " 

My voice (if tuned 
Wrapp'd in his bei 
But, though past a 
Hhi esitence, local 
To gather the di»p 
The lit»ted from ali 
A central point, o 
Smce finite every 

*' Tne namelcM 
And nature's shiel 
Her diksolution hii 
The great First- Li 
In darkness from < 
By goda unieen, n 
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Hii glory, to created glory, bright. 

As that to central horrors : he looks down 

On all that soars ; and spans immensity. 

«* Though night unnumbered worlds unfolds to view, 
Boundless creation 1 what art thou ? A beam, 
A mere effluvium of his majesty : 
And shall an atom of this atom world 
Mutter, in dust and sin, the theme of heaven ? 
Down to the centre should I send my thought. 
Through beds of glittering ore, and glowing gems : 
Their beggar'd blase wants lustre for my lay ; 
Goes out in darkness : if, on towering wing, 
I send it through the boundless vault of stars ; 
The stars, though rich, what dross their gold to Thee, 
Great 1 good 1 wise I wonderful I eternal King I 
If to those conscious stars thy throne around. 
Praise ever pouring, and imbibing bliss ; 
And ask their strain ; they want it, mors they want. 
Poor their abundance, humble their sublime, 
Languid their energy, their ardour cold : 
Indebted still, their highest rapture burns ; 
Short of iu mark, defective, though divine." 
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What a spence 1 Of the three^ 
the hest is peat — then wood — then 
coal. Or what do you say to all three 
together ? Extravagant — they devour 
one another — and though the light be 
like that of Greek fire, and the power 
like that of alpha intensive, they burn 
but to expire, and fiercely rush to 
ashes. What hands unseen have 
heaped our hearth ? Brownie's. Ba- 
nished from the low countries ho 
took to the hills— and, insulted among 
the hills, sought refuge among the 
mountains. The race was never nu- 
merous, and now must be thin — for 
they are all male — and they are not 
immortal. Or have the fairies heard 
of our arrival ? Titania is a tidy crea- 
ture — and though that is not the name 
she bears in the Highlands, the same 
queen reigns over all the silent people, 
from the tomans of Lorn and Locha- 
ber, to the sparry caves of the Orient. 
Or what if it were the blind man's 
Christian Flora— sitting up to serve 
the stranger— that stole for a minute 
into the chamber — and having set all 
to rights, put by the auld ballad, lay 
down and fell asleep ? 

Fortunate old man I in all our wan- 
derings through the Highlands for 
sixty years (what is our age ?), at to- 
fall of the day wo have always found 
ourselves at home. What though 
there were no human dwellings on 
that side of the Loch. We cared 
not for we coidd find a bedroom 



among the inclinations of any clachan 
of rocks, and of all curtains the wild 
briar forms itself into the most grace- 
fully festoon'd draperies, letting in 
green light alone from the intersected 
stars. Many a cave we know of— cool 
by day and warm by night — where 
no man but ourselves ever slept, or 
ever will sleep — and sometimes on 
startling a doe at evening in a thicket, 
we have Idn down in her lair, and in 
our slumbers heard the rain pattering 
on the roofing birk-tree, but felt not 
one drop on our face till at dawning 
we struck a shower of diamonds from 
its fragrant tresses. Strange sights 
and fair have we seen in such dormi- 
tories — and heard have we, too, strange 
sounds and sweet ; but the words we 
invented, to shadow out their looks 
and melodies, to you would have no 
significance — and His a language we 
speak but in dreams, and have taught 
to the creatures of our dreams. 

Have we been talking in our sleep ? 
Nay writing— and writmg legibly too 
—which is more than we can do when 
awake— except to our good friends, 
Ballantyne's most cunning of compo- 
sitors. Where is the Diamond? In 
our hand to be sure— and our thumb 
at a passage that proves Young to 
have been " a metaphysician and some- 
thing more "—but your only Philoso- 
phers, after all, are the Poets. 
** Where thy true treasure ?*' 



Seek it in thyself, 
' Seek in thy naked self, and find it there ; 
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In being bo detcendedi formed, endowed ; 
Sky-born, sky- guided, sky-returning rice 1 
Erect, immortal, rational, divine I 
In senses, whicb inherit eartb, and heavens ; 
Enjoy the various riches nature yields ; 
Far nobler I give the riches they enjoy ; 
Give taste to fruits ; and harmony to groves : 
Their radiant beams to gold, and gold's bright sire ; 
Take in at once the landscape of the world. 
At a small inlet which a grain might dose, 
And half create the wondrous world they see. 
Our senses, as our reason, are divine. 
But for the magic organ's powerful charm, 
Earth were a rude, uncoloured chaos still. 
Objects are but the occasion ; ours the exploit ; 
Ours is the cloth, the pencil, and the paint. 

Which nature's admirable picture draws ; 
And beautifies creation's ample dome. 

Like Milton's Eve, when gaxing on the lake, 
Man. makes the matchless image man admires. 

Say, then, shall man, his thoughto all sent abroad, 
Superior wonders in himself forgot. 

His admiration waste on objects round, 

When Heaven makes him the soul of all he se^? 

Absurd 1 not rare 1 so great, so mean, is man. 

" What wealth in senses such as these 1 What wealth 

In fancy, fired to form a fairer scene 

Than sense surveys I in memory's firm record, 

Which, should it perish, could this world recall 

From the dark shadows of o'erwhelming years ; 

In colours fresh, originally bright. 

Preserve its portrait, and report its frite ! 

What wealth in intellect, that sovereign power 1 

Which sense and fancy summons to the bar ; 

Interrogates, approves, or reprehends ; 

And from the mass those underlings import, 

From their materials, sifted and refined, 

And in truth's balance accurately weighed, 

Forms art and science, government and law ; 

The solid basis, and the beauteous frame. 

The vitals and the grace of civil life ! 

And manners (sad eaception !) set aside. 

Strikes out, with master hand, a copy lair 

Of his idea, whose indulgent thought 

Long, long ere chaos teemed, planned human bliss. 
'* What wealth in souls that soar, dive, rang* aroand^ 

Disdaining limit, or from place or time ; 

And hear at once, in thought extensive, hear 

The Almighty Ftat, and the trumpet's sound 1 

Bold, on creation's outside walk, and view 

What was, and is, and more than e'er shall be ; 

Commanding with omnipotence of thought, 

Creations new in fancy's field to rise I 

Souls that can grasp whate'er the Almighty made, 

And waodtfr wild through things impossible I 

What wealth, in faculties of endless growth, 

In quenchless passions violent to crave. 

In liberty to choose, in power to reach. 

And in duration (how thy riches rise !) 

Duration to perpetuate — boundless bliss 1 " 

Perhaps the most delightful pas- *' The Task/* with the pictnre of the 
sage» in the most delightful of all Happy Mao,..^ 
poems, is that in which Cowper closes 
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'* Whose life, evea dow, 
Sbowf ■omttKing of that happier life to 

come; 
Who, doom'd to an obscure but tranquU 

state. 
Is pleased with it, and were ha free to 

choose, 
Would make his fate his choice ; whom 

peace, the fruit 
Of virtuei and whom virtue, fruit of faith. 
Prepare for happiness ; bespeak him one 
Content, indeed, to sojourn while he must 
Below the skies, but finding there his hoaia." 

There is a heavenly serenity shed 
over all the picture ; of the fife led 
there ; its paths are, indeed, the paths 
of pleasantness, and its end is peace. 

'* Stillest streams 
Of water, fairest meadows," 

images at once its tranquillity, its 
beauty, and its bounty ; and we sym- 
pathize with the Poet in his prayer, 
*' So glide my lifo away I" 

** O blest retirement, frieml to life's derlinc* 

Cowper is one of the most original of 
Poets ; and we do not know that he 
has so much as even unconsciously 
borrowed one felicitous word. But 
Young seems to have been one of his 
few favourites ; and here there are, we 
think, touches like Young's. 

" The world overlooks him in her busy 

search 
Of objects, more illustrious in her view ; 
And occupied as earnestly as she, 
Though more sublimely, he o'erlooks the 

world." 



And agaiu— • 

** Hia war6re is witUn. There nnfatigned 
Hia fervent spirit labowrt. There he fights. 
And there obtains fresh triumphi o'er him- 
self, 
And never-withering wreaths, compared 

with which. 
The laurels that a Caesar reaps are weeda.** 

So, too, *tb like Young to speak 
of the world^the ^ self-approving 
haughty world,** ** sweepiug him with 
her rustling silks** — an image that 
perhaps had better been away, for 
though it pictures to our fancy the 
world, the personification of her as a 
" City Madam," is felt by us to be 
somewhat incongruous with the indi- 
viduality of the ** Happy Man ** and 
his absolute seclusion. But we must 
not criticise Cowper. Who but he 
could have written, 

" Perhaps she owes, 
Her snnshiiM and her rain, her blooming 

spring 
And plenteous harvest, to the prayer he 

makes. 
When, Isaac-like, the solitary saint 
Walks forth to meditate at even- tide. 
And thinks on her, who thinks not for her- 
self.*' 

Perhapt Wordsworth might; and 
indeed Wordsworth, in his « Old 
CumberUnd Befrgar,** was indebted to 
the close of the " Task," for some of 
the thoughts and fillings too in that 
affecting and elevating Poem. 

But here is Young's " Happy Man.*' 



" Some angel guide my pencil, while I draw, 
What nothing less than angel can exceed, 
A man on earth devoted to the skiei ; 
Like whips in sea, while in, above the world. 

** With aspect mild, and elevated eye. 
Behold him seated on a mount serene. 
Above the fogs of sense, and passion's storm ; 
All the black cares and tumults of this life, 
Like harmless thunders, breaking at his feet, 
Excite his pity, not impair his peace. 
Earth's genuine sons, the sceptred and the slave, 
A mingled mob ! a wandering herd I he sees, 
Bewilder'd in the vale ; in all unlike ! 
His full reverse in all I What higher praise ? 
What stronger demonstration of the right ? 

" The present, all their care ; the future, his. 
When public welfare calls, or private want. 
They give to fame ; his bounty he conceals. 
Their virtues varnish nature ; his, exalt. 
Mankind's esteem they court j and he, his own. 
Theirs, the wild chase of false felicities ; 
His, the composed possettion of the true, 
Ahke throughout is his oonsisteat peaee ; 
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All of QXi« coloDr^ an4 an even tbre»4 > 
WlfUe particoloured sWeda of happineBt, 
'With bideom gaps between, patch np for them 
A madman's robe ; each puff of fortune blows 
The tatters bja and shows his nakednest* 

** He sees with other eyes than theirs. Where thcqr 
Behold a sun, he spies a Deity : 
What makes them onlj smile, makes him adore. 
Where they see monntains, he but atoms peoi J 
An empire, in his balance, weighs a grain. 
They things terrestrial worship as diTine s 
His hopes immortal Mow them by, as dost 
That dins hie sight, and shortens his SQnrey> 
Which longs, in infinite, to loss all bound. 
Titles and honours (if they prove his hui). 
He lays aside, to find his ^nitj i 
Ko dignity thsy find in aught besides. 
They triumph in externals (which sonpsal 
Man's real glory), prond of aa edipss* 
Himself too much he prizes to be proudu 
And nothing thinks so great in man, as man. 
Too dear he holds his interest, to neglect 
Another's welfare, or hie right mvade : 
Their interest, like a lion, lives on prey. 
They kindle at the shadow of a wrong : 
Wrong he sustains with temper, looka 90 WtsQi 
"Nor stoops to think his injurer his foe : 
Nought, but what woiinds his virtue, wounds hi* ptKMi 
A cover 'd heart thtif character defends; 
A covered heart denies him hall his praise* 
With nakedness his innopencf agrees ; 
While their broad folii^e testifies their filll. 
Their no joys end where his fuU feast begins f 
His jojrs create, theirs murder, future bliss* 
To triumph in existence his alone ; 
And his alone triuqiphantly to think 
His true existence is not yet begun* 
His glorious course was, yesterday* complete ; 
Death, then, was welcomes yet Uf^ stUl is swtet," 

" The dispute about religion/* gays acoompaQjipg the conrtitution of mind 

YouDg, in one of his prefaces^ <*inay bo whioh it hat pleMod the Deity to be- 

reduced to this — * Is man immortal^ stow on \u$ lueh yeasoners but darken 

or is he not ?' " And he adds — ** I am the mystery both of man and of Provi- 

satisfiod that men> once thoroughly deace. But this desire of immortality is 

convinced of their immortality, are not of the kind they say it is^ nor does it 

not far from being Christians." In partakoyin any degvee, of the character 

proof, therefore, of that most fun« ofa blind and weakfe^ing of regret at 

damental truth, he offers arguments merely leaving this present life. " I 

derived from principles that infidels would not live alway,'* is a feeling 

admit, and which appear to him irre- which all men understand — but who 

sistible — and irresistible they are in can endure the momentary thought of 

his hands^ which are those of a giant, annihilation ? Thousands, and tens of 

It is melancholy to think that even thousands — aw^ a thing as it is to 

in our own day, a philosopher, and die — are willing to dp so—.** passing 

one of high name too, should have- through nature to eternity" — nay, 

spoken slightingly of the universal when the \ast hour coni€», death al- 

desire of immortality, as no argument most always finds his victim ready, if 

at all in proof of it, because arising not resigned. To leave earth, and all 

inevitably from the regret with which the light both pf the sun and of the 

all men miist regard the relinquish* soul* is a sad thought ^o us all — tran- 

ment of this life. By thus speaking sient as are htHnan smiles, we cannot 

of the desire as a delusion necessarily be4r tg see tb«a ad wore — and there 
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is a beauty that binds us to life in the joyed, or suffered— still it seems to 

tears of tenderness that the dying suryive — ^bnry all it knew, or could 

man sees gushing for his sake. But, know in the grave — ^but itself cannot 

between that regret for departing loves be trodden down into the corruptioo. 

and affections, and all the gorgeous or It sees nothing like itself in wliat pe- 

beautiful shows of this earth — ^between rishes, except in dim analogies that 

that love and the dread of annihila- vanish before its last profound self- 

tion there is no connexion. The soul meditation — and, though it parts with 

can bear to part with all it loves — the its mortal weeds at last, as with a 

soft voice — the kindling smile-^the garment, the life of the soul is felt 

starting tear — and the profoundest at last to be something not even in 

sighs of all by whom it is beloved — contrast with the death of the body, 

but it cannot bear to part with its but to flow on like a flood, that, we 

existence. It cannot even believe the believe, continues stiU to flow after 

possibility of that which yet it may it has entered into the unseen soli* 

darkly dread. Its loves — ^its passions — tude of some boundless desert, 
its joys — its Bgouiea are not itseffl They Young brushes away all such silly 

may perish, but it is imperishable, sophistries like cobwebs. 
Strip It of all it has seen, touched, en- 

«0 death! 
Come to my bosom, thou best gift of Heavon 1 
Best friend of man ! uoce man it man no more. 
Wby in tins thoroj wilderness so long, * 

Siooe thcre*s no promised land's ambrosial bower, 
To pay me with its honey for my stings ? 
If needful to the selfish schemes of Heaven 
To sting us sore, why mock*d our misery ? 
Why thus so sumptuous insult o'er our heads ? 
Why this illustrious canopy displayed ? 
Why so msgnificently lodged despair ? 
At stated periods, sure returning, roll 
These glorious orbs, that mortals nuy compute 
Their length of labours and of pains ; nor lose 
Their misery's full measure ?— Smiles with flowers. 
And fruits, promiscuous, ever>teeming earth, 
That man may languish in luxurious scenes, 
And in an Eden mourn his wither'd joys ? 
Claim earth and skies man's admiration, due 
For such delights ? Bless'd animals, too wise 
To wonder, and too happy to complain ! 

*' Our doom decreed demands a mournful soene ; 
Why not a dungeon dark, for the condemn'd ? 
Why not the dragon's subterranean den, 
For man to howl in ? Why not his abode 
Of the same dismal colour with his fate ? 
A Thebes, a Babylon, at vast expense 
Of time, toil, treasure, art, for owls and adders, 
As ciingt noui as, for man, this lofty dome. 
Which prompts proud thought, and kindles high desiie ; 
If, from her humble chamber in the dust. 
While proud thought swells, and high desire inflames. 
The poor worm calls us for her inmates there ; 
And, round ut, death's inexorable hand 
Draws the dark curtain close — undrawn no more. 

** Undrawn no more ! — Behind the cloud of death. 
Once, I beheld a sun ; a sun which gilt 
That table cloud, and turn'd it all to gold. 
How the grave's alter 'd ! fathomless as hell I 
A real hell to thoee who dream'd of heaven. 
Annihilation 1 How it yawns before me I 
Next moment I nuy drop from thought, from sense. 
The privilege of angels, and of worms, 
An outcast from fxiftsaof I tad this spirit^ 
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Thk tH-ptrrtdiiig, this aU-eonidoiu toil]. 
This partide of energy divine. 
Which tnrels natara, Aim from star to star, 
And Tiaita goda» and amulatei their powera. 
For erer ia ezlingiuah'd." 



«os 



Magnificent 1 

If intellect he, indeed^ doomed utter- 
ly to perish, why may not we agk God, 
in that deep despair which, in that 
case, must incTitably flow from the 
consciousness of those powers with 
wliich he has at once blessed and cursed 
us — why that intellect, whose final 
doom is death, and that final doom 
within a moment, finds no thought that 
can satisfy it but that of Life, and no 
idea in which its flight can be lost but 
that of Eternity ? If this earth were 
at once the soul's cradle and her tomb, 
why should that cradle haye been hung 
amidst the stars, and that tomb illumin- 
ed by their eternal light ? If, indeed, a 
child of the clay, was not this earth, 
with all its plains, forests, mountains, 
and seas, capacious enough for the 
dreams of that creature whose course 
was finally to be extinguished in the 
darkness of its bosom ? What had the 
soul to do with planets, and suns, and 
spheres, *' and all the dread magnifi- 
cence of heaven ?'* Was the soul framed 
merely that it might for a few years 
rejoice in the beauty of the stars, as in 
that of the flowers beneath our feet ? 
And ought we to be grateful for those 
transitory glimpses of the heayens, as 
for the fading splendour of the earth ? 
But the heavens are not an idle show, 
hung out for the gaze of that idle 
dreamer Man. They are the work of 
the Eternal God, and he has given us 
power therein to read and to under- 
stand his glory. It is not our eyes 
only that are dazzled by the face of 
heaven — our souls can comprehend the 
laws by which that face is overspread 
by its celestial smiles. The dwelling- 
place of our spirits is already in the 



heayens. Well are we entitled to 
give names unto the stars, for we know 
the moment of their rising and their 
setting, and can be with them at every 
part of their shining journey through 
the boundless ether. While genera- 
tions of men have lived, died, and are 
buried, the astronomer thinks of the 
golden orb that shone centuries ago 
within the yision of man, and lifls up 
his eye, undoubting, at the yery mo- 
ment when it again comes glorious on 
its predicted return. Were the Eter- 
nal Being to slacken the course of a 
planet, or increase even the distance 
of the fixed stars, the decree would 
be soon known on earth. Our ig- 
norance is great, because so is our 
knowledge ; for it is from the might- 
iness and vastness of what we do 
know that we imagine the illimitable 
unknown creation. And to whom has 
God made these revelations? To a 
worm that next moment is to be in 
darkness? To a piece of earth mo- 
mentarily raised into breathing exist- 
ence ? To a soul perishable as the 
telescope through which it looks into 
the gates of heaven ? 
'' Oh 1 star-eyed science, hast thou wander- 
ed there 
To waft us homcthe measage of dea- 
palr?" 

No ; there is no despair in the gracious 
light of heaven. As we travel through 
those orbs, we feel, indeed, that we 
have no power, but we feel that we have 
mighty knowledge. We can create 
nothing, but we can dimly understand 
all. It belongs to God only to create, 
but it is given to man to know — and 
that knowledge is itself an assurance 
of immortality. 



" It it in words to paint jou ? O ye fallen ! 
Fallen from the wiogt of reaion and of hope ; 
Erect in atature* prone in appetite ; 
Patrons of pleasure, posting into pain ; 
Lorers of argument, arerse to sense ; 
Boasters of liberty, fast bouod in chains ; 
Lords of the wide creation, and the shame ; 
More aenselesa than th' irrationals you acorn ; 
More base than those you rule ; than thoae yon pity, 
Far more undone I O ye moat infamona 
Of beings, from superior dignity ; 
Deepest in wo, from meana of bonndleas bliaal 
Ye cnraed by bleaaiBga ioibite ; becanae 
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Most bigbljr favourM, most profound!/ lost ! 

Te motley mast of contradictioa strong ! 

And are you, too, oonvinceHi jour souls dj o^ 

In exhalation soft, and die in air, 

From tbe full flood of STidence against you ^ 

In tbe coarse drudgeries and sinks of sense. 

Tour souls bare quite worn out the make of beaTeni 

By vice new cut, and creatures of your own : 

But though you can deform, you can't destroy ; 

To curse, not uncreate, is all your power. 

" Lorenso ! this black brotherhood reoouncd ; 
Renounco St EFremotat, and lead St Paul. 
Ere rapt by kniracle, by reason wing'd. 
His mounting mind made long abode ill be4v«n» 
This is freetbinking, unconined to parts, 
Tb send tbe soul, on eurious tr&vel bent» 
Through all tbe provinces of human thought t 
To dart her flight through the whole sphere of bssh ; 
Of this Tist tailiT«rse to make tbe tour ( 
In each reeess of sptee and time, at home $ 
Familiar with their woodcrs : diving deep ; 
Atfd like A prifeee of bonndless interests there, 
fitill most ambitious of the most remote ; 
To look on truth unbrokea, and entire ; 
Thitb iii thi system, tbe fuil orb ; where truths 
By truths enligbten'd, and sustained, afford 
An lureblike^ strong foundation, to support 
Tb' incumbent weight of absolute, complete 
Conviction : here, the more we press, we stand 
More firm ; who most examine, most believe. 
Parts, like half-sentences, confound : the whole 
Conveys the sense, and God is understood. 
Who not in fragments writes to human race. 
Read his whole volume, sceptic ! then reply." 

Renounce M. fivremolit ! Ay, and told the angels ffeU— so by pridte man, 

matiy a Deistical writer of higher re- after his miserable fall, strotie to lift 

pute now in the world. But how np his helpless being from the dttsl * 

came they hy the troths they did and, though trailing himself, soul and 

know? Not by the work of their body, along the soiling earth> and 

own Bkiassiste^ Ikcuhies — for they glorying in his own cormption, sought 

lited ita a Chrilitf an country ; they had to etemiee here his very sins by nam- 

already been embued with many high !ng the stars of heaven after heroes, 

and htoly belief, of which their souls conquerors, murderers, violators of the 

^had they willed it— could never mandates ofthe Maker whom they had 

hav6 rot tW-^and to the very iast forgotten, or whose attributes they bad 

the light which they, Sn their pride, debased by their own foul imagina- 

believed to have <etaianaled fk-om the in- tions. They believed themselves, in 

Her shrine^the penetralia of Phitoso- the delusion of their own idolatries, 

phy— came from the temples of the liv- to be " Lords of the world and 

ing God. They walked all their lives Demigods of Fame," while they were 

long — ^though they knew it not, or the slaves of their own sins and 

strived to forget it— in the light of their own sinful Deities. Should we 

revelation, which, though often dark- have been wiser in our generation than 

ened to men*8 eyes by clouds from they, but for the Bible ? If in moral 

earth, was still shming strong in hea- speculation we hear but little— too lit- 

ven. Had the New Testament never tie— of the confession of what it owes 

been— think y e that men in their pride, to (he Christian religion— in all the 

though Philosophy, nevertheiess, that is pure 

«* Poor BODS of a day,* and of good report, we see that "the 

could have discerned the necessity dav-«pring from on high has visited 

of framing for themselvM* r^Hfiom^ U. * la all philosophic enquiry there 

hwmUiyy No. As by pridt wmn k$ ptriMipsj « tottdea^ to the soul's 
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exaltation of itself— wblch the spirit 
and genius of Christianity subdues. 
It is not sufficient to say, that a na- 
tural sense of our own infirmities will 
do so — for seldom indeed have Deists 
been lowly-minded. They have talked 
proudly of humility. Compare their 
moral meditations with those of our 
greatdivines. Their thoughts and feel- 
ings are of the " earth earthy ;'* but 
when we listen to those others, we feel 
that their lore has been God-given. 

" It is as if an angel shook his winga.'* 

Thus has Christ'anity glori6ed Phi- 
losophy ; its celestial purity is now the 
air in whidh intellect breathes. In 
the liberty and equality of that reli- 
gion, the soul of the highest Philo- 
sopher dare not offend that of the 
humblest peasant. Nay, it sometimes 
stands rebuked before it — and the low- 
- ly dweller in the hut, or the shieling 
on the mountain side, or in the forest, 
could abash the proudest son of Science, 
by pointing to the Sermon of onr Sa- 
viour on the Mount — and saying, " I 
see my duties to man and God here /" 
The religious establishments of Chris- 
tianity, therefore, have done more not 
only to support the life of virtue, but 
to show all its springs and sources, 
than all the works of all the moral 
Philosophers who have ever expound- 
ed its principles or its practice. 

We have been thinking of Night (he 
Fourth — the Christian Triumph. But 
in Night the Sixth, and Night the Se- 
venth — the Infidel Reclaimed — Young 
flies on a high and steady wing through 
the whole argument " that vindicates 
the ways of God to roan ; " and shows 
prodigious power in his eluesdatioiis 
of the great truth, from the constitu- 
tion of our Conscience and our Pas- 
sions. 

Conscience! Speak not of ireak 
and fantastic fears — of abject snper- 
stitions — and of all that wiM brOod 
of dreams that have for ages been 
laws to whole nations. Though we 
might speak of them — and without 
violation of the spirit of true philo- 
sophy, call upon thi-m to bear testi- 
mony to the truth. But think of the 
calm, purified, enlightened, and ele- 
vated conscience of the highest na- 
tures — from which objectless fear has 
been excluded — and which hears, in 
its stillness, the eternal voice of God. 
What calm celestial joy fills all the 
being of a g^d man when conscience 



tells him that he is obeying God*8 
law ! What dismal fear and sudden re* 
morse assail him, whenever he swerves 
but one single step out of the right 
path that is shining before his feet I 
It is not a mere selfish terror — it is 
not the dread of punishment only that 
appals him — for, on the contrary, he 
can calmly look on the punishment 
which he knows his guilt has incurred, 
and almost desires that it should be 
infiicted, that the incensed power may 
be appeased. It is the consciousness 
of oflrence that is unendurable — not 
the fear of consequent suffering j it is 
the degradation of sin that his soul 
deplores — it is the guilt which he 
would expiate, if possible, in tor- 
ments ; it IS the united sense of wrong, 
sin, guilt, degradation, shame, and re- 
nione, that renders a moment's pang 
of the conscience more terrible to the 
good tlian years of any other punish- 
nieot-*aiui it thus is the power of the 
hvman eool to reader its whole life 
nieerable by its very love of that 
virtue which it has fitally violated. 
This is a passion which the soul could 
not snflRer^Tuiless it were immortal. 
Reason, so powerful in the highest 
minds, would elcape from the vain de- 
lusion ; but it is in the highest minds 
where reason is most subjected to 
this awful power — they would seek re- 
concilement with ofi'ended Heaven by 
the loss of all the happiness that earth 
ever yielded — and would rejoice to 
pour out their heart's-blood if it could 
wipe away from the conscience the 
stain of one deep trangression I 
These are not the high- wrought and 
delusive states of mindl of religious 
enthusiasts, passing away with the 
bodily agitatioa of tiie dreamer ; but 
they are the feelings ai the loftiest of 
'iiieii*s SOBS — end when the troubled 
tpirH liae eeca|ied Arwn their burden, 
or found strength to support it, the 
conviction of tlieir reasonableness and 
of their awM reality remains ; nor 
can it be removed from the minds of the 
wise and virtnows without the oblite- 
ration from the tablets of memory of 
all the moral judgments which con- 
science has there recorded. 

These feelings, then, are all inti- 
mately connected with the conviction 
which man has of bis being an ac- 
countable creature. We believe that 
all his moral actions proceed from 
food or evil motives — and that there 
IB a great moral lair which be recog- 
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nises to rtde OTer all natural life, ligence. *' From this judgpnenty** sajs 
That this law should be violated with Plato^ in language resembling the 
impunity — or that its yiolation, how- sublimity of Scripture, in his Laws, 
ever wicked, should yet subject him «' let no man hope to be able to escape 
to no greater evils than such as we — for though you should descend into 
see befalling the bad in this world, is the very depth of the earth, or flee on 
a belief which no mind can fully em- high to the extremities of the heavens, 
brace — awhile to the general sense of yet should you never escape the just 
mankind it has oyer appeared contra- judgment of the Gods.*' 
dictory to all the suggestions of moral Let us recite a sublime adjuration- 
feeling and all the reasoning of Intel- and then to our heather-bed. 

" * By Silence, deat1i*t peculiar attribute ; 
. By Darknetff, death's inevitable doom ; 

By Darkness aud by Silence, sisters dread ! 

That draw the curtain round night's ebon throne, 

And raise ideas solemn as the scene ! 

By Night, and all of awful night presents 

To thought or sense (of awful much, to both, 

The goddess brings !) By these her trembling fires, 

Like Vksta's, ever burning ; and, like hers. 

Sacred to thoughts immaculate and pure ! 

By theqp bright orators, that prove and prais«. 

And press thee to revere the Deity ; 

Perhaps, too, aid thee, when revered awhile. 

To reach his throne ; as stages of the soul. 

Through which, at different periods, she shall pass. 

Refining gradual, for her final height^ 

And purging off some dross at every sphere : 

By this dark pall thrown o'er the silent world ; 

By tbe world's kings* and kingdoms, most renown'd. 

From short ambition's senith set for ever ; 

Sad presage to vain boasters, now in bloom ; 

By the long Ibt of swift mortality. 

From Adam downward to this evening knell, 

Which midnight waves in fancy's startled eye. 

And shocks her with a hundred centuries. 

Round death's black banner throng'd in human thought 1 

By thousands, now, resigning their last breath, 

And calling thee«-wert thou so wise to hear ! 

By tombs o'er tombs arising ; human earth 

Ejected, to make room for — human earth ; 

The monarch's terror and the sexton's trade ' 

By pompous obsequies, that shun the day. 

The torch funereal, and the nodding plume. 

Which makes poor man's humiliation proud ; 

Boast of our ruin — triumph of our dust I 

By the damp vault tbat weeps o'er royal bones ; 

Aiid the pale damp, that shows the ghastly dead. 

More ghastly through the thick incumbent gloom ! 

By visits (if there are) from darker scenes. 

The gliding spectre, and the groaning grave 1 

By groans, and graves, and miseries that groan 

For the grave's shelter ! By desponding men, 

Senseless to pains of death, ft-om pangs of guilt ! 

By guilt's last audit ! By yon moon in blood. 

The rocking firmament, the falling stars. 

And thunder's last discharge, great nature's knell ! 

By second chaos ; and eternal light'— 

BS WI8K." 
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HISTORICAL COINCIDENCES. 



OuE March Number* contained 
some remarks upon the supposed ele- 
vation of this age above all which have 
preceded it, — in purity of public mo- 
rals, — in scientific views of govern- 
meot,— in the application of practical 
wisdom to national occasions, — in the 
perception of, and the inclination to 
pursue, those courses which really tend 
to the common welfare. We noticed 
Lord John RusselPs expression of 
" binding by the fetters of the 17th 
century the talent and merit of the 
present enlightened age." We also 
quoted a more lively exposition, which 
must be here in part repeated, of the 
same doctrine. 

*' The science of govemment is an ex- 
perimental science, and therefore it is, 
like all other experimental sciences, a pro- 
gressive science Society, 

we believe, is constantly advancing in 
knowledge. The tail is now where the 
head was some generations ago. But the 
head and tail still keep their distance. 
. . . . The absolute position of the 
parties has been altered ; the relative 

position remains unchanged 

It is delightful to think, that in due time 
the last of those who now straggle in the 
rear of the great march will occupy the 
place now occupied by the advanced 
guard." — Edintmrgh Review^ vol. Ivi., p. 
535. 

*' The publicity which has of late been 
given to Parliamentary proceedings, has 
raised the standard of morality among 
public men." — Ibid. vol. Iviii., p. 242. 

We now proceed to furnish some 
additional proofs, that such opinions 
can only bo assented to with very 
great modifications. In the real im- 
provements of our own days wo place 
our chief glory and delight ; and if 
the current notion of our universal 
• superiority were but a harmless fancy, 
we should not whisper a doubt of its 
reality. But we regard it as a mis- 
chievous delusion, strongest in refe- 
rence to those very matters in which 
we are least improved ; forming the 
very groundwork of our daily legisla- 
tion, and of the most important trans- 
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• See vol. 43. p. 860. A striking illustration of the tru 
on the conduct of the Opposition during the late war, will be 
Grey's in 1810, at p. 419 of the same voL 
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ginary chasms. We may fix dates 
and eras as we please ; but still, in all 
that goes to make up national cbarac- 
ter> and in all that results from it, the 
men of this day are extremely like 
their ancestors. 

How often is temperament heredi- 
tary, even where talent does not de- 
scend I 

The Duchess of Marlborough says 
(^Correspondence, ii. 147) of Queen 
Anne — ** She had such a diffidence of 
herself, that she would always vield 
to the persuasions of those she liked, 
even though they had still less judg- 
ment than herself." 

Clarendon {Hist. Reh, vi. 238) has 
preserved the very same trait of her 
grandfather, Charles I. — ** He had an 
excellent understanding, but was not 
confident enough of it ; which made 
him oftentimes change his own opi- 
nion for a worse, and follow the advice 
of men that did not judge so well as 
himself." 

In the address of Junius to the Duke 
of Bedford — *^ You have nice feelings, 
my lord, if we may judge from your 
resentments,'* — we may trace the 
germ of that little simmering impla- 
cability which we see in one of his 
descendants^ ever and anon bubbling 
forth against the Bishop of Exeter. 

It is evident that men sprung of the 
same blood, in the same climate, — 
their minds formed by the same litera- 
ture and institutions,-^cannot be very 
unlike each other, though born at the 
interval of a century. But we may 
find maxims familiarly known two 
thousand years ago, which are hailed 
as discovenes in modem times. For 
instance, Mackintosh's sensible, but 
obvious remark, that *^ Governments 



tNoT. 

are not made, but grow," occurs in 
Cicero's De Republica,* And in the 
same work are several notices of cha- 
racter and of political affairs, yery 
much corresponding to the appeui'- 
ances of modem Europe. Sir Kobert 
Peel might not inaccurately apply 
the following words to his own con- 
duct : — 

** 1 might have lived in retirement with 
more advantage than other men, on ac- 
count of the delightful variety of the tastes 
which I had cultivated from my earliest 
years. If any misfortune overwhelmed 
society, I was threatened with no peculiar 
danger. I could he no worse off than 
other people ; yet I did not hesitate to 
face the storm in all its fury, that I migbt 
save my countrymen from destruction, 
and at my own risk secure the public 
tranquillity.'* f 

" Could any more momentous crisis 
arise than that in which I was called upon 
to act ? Yet what could I have done on 
that occasion, had I not been at the hea d 
of the government ? and how could I 
have held that station, had I not pursued 
from my youth upwards that career by 
which alone I could arrive, though the 
son of a simple knight, at the highett dig- 
nity of the commonwealth ? '* j; 

We are told, too, of a statesman^ 

" Who, being the only man who could 
lend effectual aid to the State, then in- 
volved in the utmost difficulty and peril 
by the derangement of its foreign relations 
and the pressure of intestine agitation, 
while tome innovation was every day at- 
tempted by seditious men, and all quiet 
citixens and men of property were alarm- 
ed ~ was yet prevented firon servhig his 
country by the hostility of one seodon of 
the Senate." § 



* " Nee temporis uni«s, nee bomanis, esse const itutioBem rei publics." 

f ** Is enim fueram, cui cum liceret aut majores ex otio fructus capere, qosn eseteiis, 
propter variam suavitatem studiorum, in quibus a poeritia vizeram ; aot si quid acci- t 
deret acerbios universis, non prscipuam sed parem cum cssteris fortune coodicJoaem 
subire ; non dubitaverim me gravissimis tempestatihus ac paeoe fluminibus ipsis obvium 
ferre, conservaodorum civium caus&, meisque propriis periculis parere commune re- 
liquis otium.** — Cite, de Rep I. 4. 

\ ** Quasi vero major cuiquam necessitas accidere posnt, quam accidit nobis ; in 
qui quid facere pottdssem, nisi turn consul fuissem ? consul autem esse qui potul, nisi 
eom vitie cursum tenuissem a pueritla, per qucm equestri loco natus pervenirem ad 
honorpm ampTissfmom ? ** — Cic. de Rep. I. C. 

§ ** Obstrectatores et invidi Scipionis • . . tenent . . . senatus alteram 
partem dissidentem a nobis . . . neque hunc, qui unus potest, concitatis sociis 
et moadim Latins, foederilms vioHitlB, tiiimvirts sedilioeissimis altqmd quotldle novi 
wove&tflMH) ^Mois vMs hwspletlbiii pntvrbatis, Ms tun pcnctnostB rebos siAyrenire 
patiuntur." — Cic. de Rep. I. 19. 



Digitized by 



Google 



1858.] 

The « enligliteiiffieiit** in which 
Lord John Russell rejoices, as cha- 
racteristic of a perfectly new and im- 
proved state of society, seems to have 
▼isited Berlin (according to Tleck) at 
the end of the last century. 

*' I had early remarked this tone of 
arrogaocy aad ali-knowingiiefls which so 
often ofi«nded foreigners. What we de- 
signate by the word tUuminationt used in 
a bad or reproachful sense, had been 
spread especially from . . • [query 
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Edinburgh?] as a centre; that shanow- 
ness which, without any feeling for depth 
or myateriousness, brought every thing 
which it was unable or unwilling to com- 
prehend before the judgment-seat of $0^ 
called plain common-sense.'* 

To return, however, to our own 
country: — We cannot see that the 
spirit of party ha« been ameliorated, 
since it was dlescribed in a paper con- 
tained in the Harleian Mitcelkoy 
(Vol. II. p. 352), and entitled 



THE CHARACTER OF AN HONEST AND WOftTfiT FAftLUHENT-HAN. 



" He could not but smile to see, in 

our late times of dissension, so many, in 
all outward appearance, honest and think- 
ing men, continuaUy jog on, like a gang of 
pack-horses, after the leaders of their 
several parties ; and though they wander 
after these biasing but deceitful lights into 
never so many crooked and by>paths, yet, 
with an implficit and blind faith, still be- 
lieve themselves to be in the right way." 

The race of political hacks next 
mentioned is not yet extinct. 

" Those false and treacherous friends 
who have formerly gone along with, nay, 
much before him in the same cause, .... 
yet who, when our Church and State 
were designed for immediate ruin, with 
the same mercenary breath, servilely of- 
fered them.^elves to be employed as tooto 
In the destruction of them both.** 

Patriotism is now a very cheap vir- 



tue, and servility to the multitude is 
as base as servility at Court. In fact, 
the same turn of mind which impelled 
man to culti^te the favour of the dis- 

Sensers of power, long a^o, leads their 
escendants to apply themselves to 
the dispensers of power in modern 
times. We shall see that the topics 
of political attack are little chai^^ed 
since the last century. Invective, of 
course^ is not to be mistaken for his- 
tory, but we Buiy fairly infer that si- 
milar erittcisais most have bee« pro- 
voked by sioiilar cottduct. We tt^oie 
ai^n, n>0B the HaHeian Miseellany 
<II. 254), a paper wiiich, did it not 
bear the date 1705, might almost 9mm. 
to have been written fromtibservatlon 
of the shifts and devices of the preaent 
Administration. It is traded 



THE CHARACTER OF A SNEAKER. 



Lord Palmerston, who once repre- 
sented Cambridge, might feel inte- 
rested in the first sentence. 

'* He has been a member of Parliameat 
for one of our universities, yet shrinks back 
from the defence of the doctrines" (at least 
of that which ensures the dissemination 
of the doctrines) ** of that church which 
is acknowledged by his electors for the 
only true one." 

What would another meBsbef ef tlie 
Govemmefit say to tbe IbUowkig ^ 
Boription? — 

** He is a gentlemaa who has tUqniaway 
the remembrance of what recommend«d 

him to be knight of the shire for '* 

f query, Inverness ?3 ** and dreamt him- 
self into a place in the Exchequer, which 
has diazitted Ms eyen st>, and confannAed 
his understanding, that he sits down as if 



at his joumey*s end, with a pention ofjif- 
ieen hundred pounds per annum [the very 
amount, we believe], and thinks he has done 
enough for his county (who sent him up 
to town to do their business, not his own), 
in making provision for himself." .... 
*' His heart is as good as any man's in 
England for the Church established ; but 
charily begins at home, and let the na- 
tional religion sink or swim aslopg as one 
is taken care of.** 

"He is an AristoteTian, though he 
loves the Mammon of unrighteousness too 
much to be a philosopher ; and his actions 
are sufficient arguments to show that the 
corruption of one thing is the generation 
of'another, t. e- he makes it appear that 
the drftction qf a good man to a had party 
is the aceeshion of an iH one7* 

Bot iMrk mhm f«llow«<^ 

** Though he is not qualified to be one 
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of his Grace of Canterbury*! chaplains, 
because he is not a churchman good 
enough, he may serre for one of his water- 
men, for to look one way^ and row another, 
is their business. He was put into a post, 
under pretence of being a Churchman, 
but imagines the ready way to keep in it 
is not to be against the Dissenters, for 
somebody has said, * They are too great 
a body to be disobliged ;* and he knows he 
ttande but on slippery ground^ while he 
gives not implicit obedience to somebody s 
orders,** 

** He is one that has been deputed by 
the people to make new laws, and thinks 
it of no consequence what becomes of the 
old. He is of a modern cut ; and the 
very reason that should be of force with 
him to stand up for the Church, slackens 
his resolutions to defend it. She has 
been a church from the beginning." .... 
*' He is a pretended stickler for the 
Queen's authority, just so long as he re- 
ceives the Queen's money ; while to show 
how undeserving he is of her royal favour, 
he confederates himself for the downfal 
of the Queen's religion. He is an Eng- 
lishman with a Scotch heart, an Irish pair 
of heelSf and a Spanish countenance. His 
policy consists in a demure look, his 
courage in withdrawing himself when there 
is an occasion; his constancy is varia- 
tion ; and his honesty is what you think 
fit to call it, for I know not where to 
find it." 

'* He is for a single Ministry, that he 
may play the Tom-double under it, and 
had rather the management of affairs 
should be m one great lord's or court lady's 
hands than in several, because the fewer 
the superintendents, the more may be the 
miscarriages of those that are subordinate 
to them, without being discovered, not that 
he is of this temper for any other account ; 
since, notwithstanding his pretended seal 
for her Majesty's person and Government, 
he leans more towards a commonwealth 
than a monarchy, and had rather the exe- 
cutive Government was to be intrusted 
with a committee of safety, and he to be 
the Obadiah of the party, than to be lodged 
where it is.'* 

** He is like the Satyr in the fable, that 
mows hot and cold with the same breath, 
and never does any thing praiseworthy 
but when he blushes for shame of his play- 
ing at hide-and-seek with his old prin- 
ciples." 

.... " He plays the child's part, 
and because he shuts his own eyes, thinks 
no creature in the world sees him.*' 

Servile and unconstitutional Mini- 
sters willy in all ages, be driyen to 
have recourse to similar expedients. 



Lord Melbourne, in defiance of tbe 
established usag^e of the monarchy 
(we will not urge any topics of a per- 
sonal nature), haunts the nalace with 
inveterate assiduity, that he may be 
" a great court lord," and that " the 
management of affairs'* may thus be 
in his hands. In the mean-time, he 
neglects all his official duties, and ex- 
hibits a degree of ignorance of public 
business — colonial, foreign, and do- 
mestic, perfectly worthy of the col- 
league of Lord Normanby, who be- 
lieves that « Hyde, afterwards Earl of 
Clarendon," was Lord Lieutenant of 
Ireland, under James II. (the illus- 
trious Hyde, the first Earl of Claren- 
don, having in fact been driven into 
exile, from which he never returned, 
early in the preceding reign)! 

Lord Melbourne has frequently 
spoken in the tone of a good Church- 
man, but his measures (for instance, 
the marriage and registration acts, the 
church-rate scheme, &c.) have been, 
almost without exception, either dic- 
tated by the Dissenters, and conceiv- 
ed in a spirit of hostility and persecu- 
tion towards the Church of England ; 
or, if well intended, given up to con- 
ciliate the Dissenters. But that upon 
which the whole character of his Go- 
vernment depends, its Irish policy, 
has been pursued in " implicit obe- 
dience *' to the Irish Roman Catholic 
Dissenters ; for " Somebody " has 
said, *' we are too great a body to be 
disobliged." Who is " Somebody f " 
He is the person with whom Lord 
Melbourne, " to show how undeserv- 
ing he is of the Royal favour, has con- 
federated himself for the downfal of 
the Queen's religion;" and "he knows 
he stands but on slippery ground, 
while he gives not implicit obedience 
to Somebody* 8 orders." 

It is indisputable that a large majo- 
rity of the English members of the 
House of Commons are against the 
present Ministers, and that they 
maintain themselves only by the fa- 
Tour of the Scotch and Irish Radicals. 
And Lord John Russell showed <* an 
Irish pair of heels^" that is, « his cou« 
rage was evinced in withdrawing 
himself, when there was an occasion,** 
on Mr W. S. O'Brien's motion against 
the Spottiswoode subscription. What 
a spectacle he then presented I a Mi- 
nister of the Crown, a Leader of the 
House of Commons, attempting to 
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escape^ but locked in, and compelled 
to return^ pale and agitated, to give a 
reluctant vote I 

We find an egregious instance of 
*' looking one way and rowing ano- 
ther*' in the conduct of Ministers* 
when they announced their determi- 
nation to uphold the Royal authority 
in Canada, and at the same moment 
lent the most indecent and unconsti- 
tutional support to the Radical candi- 
dates for Middlesex and other places, 
by whom the Canadian traitors were 
instigated and encouraged. 

They " blew hot and cold with the 
same breath," when the members of 
the Cabinet voted against the Ballot, 
and caused their sons, brothers, and 
all their immediate friends and official 
subordinates to support it — much 
after the old fashion in the Civil Wars, 
when father and son generally took 
diflferent parts, that so the estates 
might in any event be preserved to 
the family. 

They " looked one way and rowed 
another," when they appointed a Com- 
mbsion to enquire, at the expense of 
more than L. 30,000, into spiritual 
destitution in Scotland ; which it 
now appears they never intended to 
relieve, whatever might be the tenor 
of the Report. 

They '* blew hot and cold with the 
same breath" when Lord Melbourne 
denied all connexion with Mr O'Con- 
nell, adopting at the same time Mr 
O'Connell's policy, and negatived the 
alleged treaty of Lichfield House, 
upon the ground of which treaty, or 
*• compact alliance," Mr Shiel pub- 
licly justified his adherence to. the 
Government, an adherence which has 
of late been so munificently re- 
warded. 

They «« looked one way and rowed 
another" when, during Sir Robert 
Peel's Administration, they met his 
Address with an amendment, which 
they then said was not intended — but 
which Sir John Hobhouse (in his 
speech on Lord Londonderry's Em- 
bassy) afterwards admitted to have 
been intended— to cause Sir Robert's 
resignation. 

They ** blew hot and cold with the 
same breath " last session ; when Lord 
John Russell, in a spiteful tone, ex- 
pressed his intention of maintaining 
^ the Established Church in Ireland; 
while, to recall to their allegiance any 
layering Radical!/ Lord Howick# a 



Cabinet Minister, announced at the 
same time his hostility to its exist- 
ence : — and when they justified, yet 
disavowed. Lord Durham*s ordinan- 
ces ; which no man of political probity 
would either have approved, without 
enforcing, or have annulled, without 
disapproving. 

They showed « that their constan- 
cy is variation," when, without any 
alteration in circumstances, they 
changed sides on the Pension list en- 
quiry. They " played at hide-and« 
seek with their old principles," when, 
having taken office, pledged to carry, 
and only because they were pledged 
to carry, the Irish Appropriation 
clause into efi'ect, — they introduced a 
measure in which, after several days* 
consideration, their own oldest friends 
could not say whether the famous 
clause was embodied or not ; but in 
which it ultimately appeared that this, 
the very key-stone of their policy, had 
been tacitly abandoned. 

These tactics had been described, 
almost prophetically, by a great mas- 
ter of intrigue. 

" The ocean which environs us is an 
emblem of cor Government* and the pilot 
and the Minister are in similar drcimi- 
Btances. It seldom happens that either of 
them can steer a direct course, and they 
both arrive at their port by means which 
frequently seem to carry them from it. 
But as the work advances, the conduct of 
him who leads it on with real abilities 
clears up, the appearing inconsistencies 
are reconciled, and when it is once con- 
summated, the whole shows itself so uni- 
form, so plain, and so natural, that every 
dabbler in politics will be apt to think he 
could have done the same. But, on the 
other hand, a man who proposes no such 
object, who tnbstiluiet artijiee in the place 
of abiiity, trho^ inatead oj hading partita 
and governing aecidemit^ ia eterttaUy agi- 
tated backward* und forward* by b<th, who 
begins every day tomelking ntu-^ and carriea 
nothing on to perfection^ mi y impose a 
while on the world ; but a little sooner or 
later the mystery will be revealed, and 
nothing will be found to be couched under 
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Higtorkal CwKi<kne^9, 



Our own lalaistera ar^ not yet 
plainly ** at the end of their line**' 
only because of their line« — the pro- 
posing organic changes^^Mere can be 
no end. Next* we have an account 
of the state of parties at the accession 
of George L 

" The minds of some Ministers are Hke 
the ' Sanctum Sanctorum * of a temple I 
have read of somewhere; before it a 
great curtain was solemnly drawn ; within 
It nothing was to be seen but a conftised 
group of misshapen and imperfect forms, 
heads without bodies, bodies without 
heads, and the lilie. To develop* the 
most compHeated casea, and to decide in 
the moat doubtful, has been the talent of 
great Ministers; it is that of others to 
perplex the most simplOf and to be pus- 
sled by the plainest. No man wm$ more 
dBMirous of pmwer thon l/i« Minister k$rt 
imtemthdy and ke had a competent ehare of 
CHMuiuff to wriggle himaelf into itg M then 
hie part was over^ and no vmib woe more at 
a loss how to employ it. The ends ho pro- 
posed to himself he saw for the most part 
darkly and indistinctly ; and if he saw 
them a little better, he still made use of 
means disproportionate to them.** 



are likewise informed that 



We 

those 

*' With whom and by whom he had 
risen, eipected much from him. Their 
expectations were ill answered; an(f I 
think that such management as he em- 
ployed would not have hindered them 
long from breaking from him, if new 
things had not fallen in, to engage their 
whole attention, and to divert their pas- 
sions. 

" The two parties were, in truth, be- 
come factions in the strict sense of the 
word. I was of one, and I own the 
guilt ; which no man of the other would 
h«ve a good grace to deny. In this re- 
spect they were alike ; but here was the 
difference — one was well united^ well eon^ 
ducted, and determined to their future, aa 
well a» their preetnt objects. Not one of 
these advantages attended the other. The 
Minister had evidently no bottom to rest his 
Administration upon, but the party at the 
head of which he ccane into power; if he 
had rested it there, if he had gained their 
confidence, instead of creating, even wan- 
tonly, if I may say so, a distrust of him- 
self in them, H !s certain he might have 
determined them to every national inte- 
rest during the Queen's time, and after 
her death. But this was above his con- 
cepUon as well as his talents. He meant 
to keep power aa long as he could, by the 



[Not. 

HtU9 arta by which he h«d got iota it ; h« 
thought that he should be able to com* 
pound for himself in all events, and cared 
little what became of his party, his mis- 
tress, or the nation. That this was the 
whole of his scheme appeared sufficiently 
in the course of his Administration ; was 
then seen by some, and has been since 
acknowledged by all people. 

•* For this purpose he coaxed and per^ 
secuted Whigs s he flattered tmd disap-' 
pointed Tories ; and supported by a thtm^ 
sand little trichs his t&tining Adminiatrm 
l»on. "—BoUngbroke's Works, L, SiO. 

ftsifTVfH 9^efmrmr4i, 

The recurrence of similar events in 
our own tiroes is the best proof of the 
truth of Bolingbroke*s descrtptioB ; 
as, on the other hand, his aeeouot of 
a past age throws a very poweHU 
light upon our modern history. 

The following passage must recall 
to every mind the iDSoleDt sycophancy 
of a Certain party about the time of 
the late King^s death ; their pretend- 
ed ** Orange plot In favour of the 
Duke of Cumberland ;*' their indeeent 
attempt to compromise the Queen; 
and tfieir various low artifices at the 
elections. 

** The Whigs desired nothing siore thoM 
to hav^ it thought that the SMccesm*^ was 
theirs, if I may repeat an iasoleut expres- 
sion which was used at that time.'* . . . 

*' The art of the Whigs was to blend, as 
undistinguishably us they could, all their 
party interests with those of the succession, 
and they made just the same factious use 
of the supposed danger of it, as the Tories 
had endeavoured to make some time be* 
fore of the supposed danger of the Cborch. 
As no man is reputed a friend to Christi- 
anity beyond the Alps and the Pyrenees 
who docs not acknowledge the Pkpal 
supremacy, so here no man was to be repu- 
ted Q friend to the Protestant Muccemom, 
who was not leadjf to acknaudedge thfir 
suprema^." 

The manner in which they sur- 
rounded and engrossed the new and 
inexperienced sovereign is descrihed 
in a quotation from Goldsmith in our 
former article on this subject. P. 366. 

Is all this unlike what we are wit- 
nessing around us? And if not — is 
there not the same me^^nness and im- 
statesmanlike artifice afloat now which 
was detected and held up to contempt 
In the last century ? How, then, jj^ 
" goyermn^nt been a progresiiT^ ^ 
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cnce ?** We repeat^ not at all« as re- 
gardg the management of party poli- 
tics — or^ at least, the progress has not 
been made by those who are supposed 
by the Reviewer to lead the " great 
march.*' If such be the *' lexers." 
we shall <• straggle in the rear." 

Let us now call the attention of the 
Edinburgh Reviewer to a piece of 
modem legislation, which almost 
tempts us to reverse his illustration, 
and to allege that the ** head is now 
where the tail was a century since." 
In what has been called Mr Macau- 
lay's Indian Code, is the following 
provision : — 

** 113. Whoever, by words, either 
•poken or intended to be read, or by 
ligBB, or by visible representations, a^• 
Umpta to exciie feeiinpt of duaffkeium to 
the Government established by law in the 
territories of the East India Company, 
among any class of people who live under 
that Government, shall be punished with 
banishment for life, or for any term, from 
the territories of the East India Com- 
pany, to which fine may be added, or with 
simple imprisonment for a term, which 
may extend to three years" [imprison- 
ment in the tropics, certain death !], ** to 
which fine may be added, or with fine.*' 

What would become of poor " H. 
B.** and his ** visible representations" 
under such a law ? But it may be said 
that conviction by a jury must preeede 
these inflictions. Are Indian juries 
then infallible ? are they impartial in 
disputes between men of different 
blood? The Whigs have subscribed 
for a monument to Muir and Palmer, 
alleged to have been unjustly con- 
victed by a British jury, and will they 
give such powers as these to an Indian 
jury ? But perhaps this is part of Mr 
Macaulay*s plan for depriving Britbh 
subjects of British justice, and even 
the safeguard of an Indian jury is not 
to be interposed between the Govern- 
ment and its victims. This immode- 
rate severity of punishment for libels 
against the Government is the more 
remarkable, as private character is 
scarcely protected at all by the new 
code. A free press may, for aught 
we know, be a bad thing for India, 
but if so, a censorship should be man- 
fully established and avowed. 

We are thankful that we live in Bri- 
tain. Any exposure of misconduct in 
a governor, any criticism upon crude 
legislation, any departmre, even in a 
private letteri from the most slavish 
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Oriental deference to rulers, may be 
punished as detailed above. There is 
something of retrogression here. Lord 
Byron*s Moorish King had anticipa^ 
ted Mr Macaulay. lUs Majesty was 
pleased to observe^ 
** There is no law to say such thiu^ 
As may displease the ear of kings.'* 
And as the subject continued hia im« 
pertinent remarks^ atten^ting, no 
doubt, to excite feelings qf disajfection 
to the Government, 
" As thesa things the old Ifoor said. 
They severed from his neck his bead ;" 
and many would prefer this simple 
and eflScacious remedy for sedition to 
Mr Macanlay's complicated and tyran- 
nieal alternatives of persecution. All 
we say is, if this law holds good,— 
« Woe is me" Calcutta! 

We feel, and joyfUlly feel, the vast 
social improvement which has taken 
place withm the last two hundred years 
— we feel that the laws are observed, 
that peace (except at elections) is 
maintained; that arbitrary power 
can no longer be exercised in Great 
Britain, — at least, by the Crown. 
Dead bodies are no longer found in 
Tower Ditch to the number of two or 
three a- week, as in James I.'s time^ 
nor are travellers robbed on Black- 
heath or Ficchley Common, as they 
were at the accession of George 111. 
No statesman now living would imi- 
tate the Duke of Marlborough, who 
betrayed to the French Court the se- 
cret of an expedition intended against 
Brest ; in consequence of which trea- 
son the expedition failed, and many 
English lives were lost. But has, in 
point of fact, any new principle been 
incorporated into oiur Constitution? 
And if not, how has " Government, 
as a science, been progressive ?" It is 
in the improved practical enforcement 
of our rights that our superiority con- 
sists. But it would be difficult to 
name any important element of liberty 
or public tranquillity that has not been 
known for ages. We act, it is true, 
upon principles of rehgious toleration, 
still, who can certainly pronounce 
how far our ancestors could have 
safely adopted such maxims, in dealing 
with those who would have scorned 
mere toleration, and who aimed at 
ascendency ; and who had, moreover, 
evinced, by their conduct when in 
power, so ferocious a hatred to the mo- 
narchy, and so intolerant a spirit to- 
wards the ohurch? £iTorsw«ro9oiB« 
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mitted in this matter, no doubts but 
civil war had but lately subsided, and 
it does not folloi^ that, because good 
and peaceable citizens may be tolerated, 
therefore, our forefathers were blind 
and blundering when they refused — 
too harshly, it may be allowed — to 
indulge the dangerous and scheming 
sectarians of the 17th century. Up 
to this time, our latest and most im- 
portant experiment of this kind has 
not been so decidedly satisfactory and 
triumphant in all its consequences as 
to entitle us to exult with unalloyed 
self-confidence over those who were 
less conciliatory than ourselves. South 
speaks (iv. 176) of " a faction which 
nothing can win, nothing oblige, and 
which will be sure to requite such a 
favour once done them, by turning it 
to the utmost reproach and ruin (if 
possible) of those who did it.*' He 
then appeals to the judgment, reading, 
and experience of all who have in any 
measure applied themselves to the ob- 
servation of men and things, whether 
they ever yet found that any, who presS' 
ed for indulgences and forbearances, 
did it with a real intent to acquiesce, 
and take up in these forbearances once 
granted them, without proceeding any 
further. None, I am sure, ever yet 
did, but used them only as an art or 
instrument to get into power, and to 
make every concession a step to afur^ 
ther demand; since every grant ren- 
ders the person to whom it is made so 
much the more considerable, and dan- 
gerous to be denied, when he shall 
take the boldness to ask more. To 
grant is, generally, to give ground ; 
and such persons ask some things, only 
in order to get others without asking ; 
for no encroachers upon, or enemies to 
any public constitution, ask all at first. 
Sedition itself is modest in the btgin^ 
ning, and no more than toleration may 
be petitioned for, when in the issue no- 
thing less than empire and dominion is 
designed, 

** The nature of man acts the same way, 
whether in matters civil or ecclesiastical. 
And can we so soon forget the methods 
by which that violent faction grew upon 
the throne between the years forty and 
sixty ? Did not the facility and goodness 
of King Charles I. embolden their impu- 
dence, instead of satisfying their desires ? 
Was not every condescension, every con- 
cession, every remission of his own right, 
so far from allaying the fury of their 
greedy appetites, that, like a breakfast, it 
rath«r called up the stomach, and fitted it 



the more for a dinner ? Did not crating 
ttUl grow upon granting^ till nothing re- 
mained to he tuked on one side, or given on 
the other y hut the life of the giver 9 

** Thus it was with the State ; and I 
would fain hear any solid reason to prove 
that it will not fare alike with the Church. 
For how has the Papacy grown to that 
enormous height, and assumed such an 
extravagant power over sovereign princes, 
but by taking advantage from their own 
grants and favours to that rapacious and 
ungrateful see ? which still took occasion 
from thence to raise itself gradually to 
further and further pretensions ; till cour- 
tesy quickly passed into claim ; and what 
was got by petition, was held by preroga- 
tive ; so that at length insolence, grown 
big and bold with success, knew no bounds, 
but trampled upon the neck of emperors, 
controlled the sceptre with the crosier, 
and, in the face of the world, openly 
avowed a superiority and pre-eminence 
over crowned heads. Thus grew the Pa* 
pacy, and by the same ways will also grow 
other sects ; for there is a Papacy in every 
sect or faction ; they all design the very 
same height or greatness, though the Pope 
alone hitherto has had the wit and for- 
tune to compass it." 

The Irish Roman Catholics have 
turned their emancipation to the ut- 
most reproach and ruin of those who 
granted it. Did they " press for those 
indulgences with a real intent to ac- 
quiesce, without proceeding any fur- 
ther?*' They told us they had no 
wish to interfere with the Established 
Church. Now it is a nuisance, an 
<' insult to the people of Ireland," and 
it must be demolished. They have 
made ** every concession a step to a 
farther demand." They made the 
abolition of the Penal Laws *' a step 
to the demand of ' £ mancipation. They 
have made the concession of Emanci- 
pation a step to the demand of the 
abolition of tithes, and the repeal of 
the Union. Mr O'Connell said he 
took the remission of part of the tithes 
as an ** instalment;" and he said, 
** Give me the Municipal Corporation 
Bill, and I will get all the rest for 
myself," — that is, he knew it would 
make him " so much the more consi- 
derable, and dangerous to be deoied^ 
** when he should take the boldness to 
ask for more.*' 

In 1829, when the Roman Catholic 
Relief Bill was passed, the Edinburgh 
Review thus expressed the current Ta- 
ticinations of its party :— 

" Even Lord Eldon will live to •#• thai 
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his king O^Connelt has lost the crown of 
Ireland, and it is again on the head of 
George IV. We have taken off our stand- 
ing premium on faction, and given loyalty 
its due and honourable encouragements. 

" Protestant families of the middling 
class, will not be driven to emigration by 
a pressure, and by an atmosphere which 
they dare not stand. It is a safety-lamp 
for their neighbourhood. . . . 

'* It will be henceforth a matter of in- 
difference what is the creed of any man. 
One law for the rich, and another for the 
poor, will soon be a thing as incredible as 
among ourselves. We need no more al- 
ternate between the rival dangers of Ire- 
land's strength or Ireland's misery. That 
withered arm of the empire is restored to 
health and vigour. Her prosperity is now 
all ours. We shall feel it in the budget, 
when Irish taxation pours in its supplies. 
We shall feel it in the release of those nu- 
merous regiments that have stood sentinel 
over our prisoner. We shall feel it in 
the respectful caution of those continental 
courts which have lately trespassed on our 
divisions, and defied our weakness."^- 
Ed. net. Vol. xlix. p. 266. 

Nine years have elapsed since this 
was written^ most of them years of 
conciliation, concession, and subser- 
Tiency. Are the Roman Catholics 
satisfied? Is the Established Church 
really strengthened ? Is it a matter of 
indifference in Ireland what is the 
creed of any man ? Hear the Agi- 
tator — 

*' The battle of Ireland must be fought 
over again. — We have gained nothing. . . • 

** We will complain of the tithe system. 
Without its extinction there can be no re- 
ligious liberty. I own an affection in my 
heart for our domestic legislature. Ire- 
land, therefore, is commencing agitation — 
justice requires it : it is not a question of 
compromise or trafficking. O tell them 
we seek equal franchise, equal corporate 
reform, equal liberty of conscience, and I 
tell them that Ireland is pledged to get 
all these, and will not take one particle 
less. I would have taken less before last 
year, I would have taken less the present 
year, bi; 
get it al 
strong c 
commeni 
hy Mr 
Mondajf 

Thei 
ing to ( 
which 
c. 64), 
Wittn 

TOL, 
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Yiz.> " That no indepctbdent goyem*- 
ment should yield to another any m. 
dent point of reason or equity ; and 
that all such concessions, so far from 
preventing war» served to no other 
purpose than to provoke fresh claims 
and insolences." We have seen the 
''fresh claims and insolences*' of Mr 
OXonnell ; here, then, the predictions 
of the Edinburgh Review have failed. 
But have thej been Terified in other 
respects ! Has there been no emigra- 
tion of Protestants ? Are there fewer 
troops in loeland ? Is it through « re- 
spectful caution** that Russia has seiz- 
ed a British vessel, the Vixen, carry- 
ing on a fair trade with an indepen- 
dent country? and that Prussia has 
bound all Germany in an engagement 
to exclude our manufactures ? and 
that Austria, with the other two^ pre- 
vents us, in the teeth of the treaty of 
Vienna, and of our foreign Minister's 
pledge, from having a consul at Cra- 
cow r and that France retiuns Algiers 
in spite of her promise to evacuate it ? 
that Spain slights us, after the sacri- 
fice of 10,000 men— the Dutch hate 
us, and even Portugal laughs at us ? 

Yet Lord John Russell, a professed 
student of the science of government^ 
conceives interminable concession to 
be the only remedy for perpetual de- 
mand. He said {Mir, Pari, 7th Feb. 
1837),— " Whenever I have to look 
for a high authority upon the consti- 
tution of this country — whenever I 
wish to seek for enlarged principles 
with respect to the manner in which 
the Government of this country should 
be carried on, I do not refer to the 
theories of Locke, or to the legal 
statements of Blackstone ; but I refer, 
whenever I can, to the authority, the 
precepts, and the maxims of Mr Fox. 
He stated in a very eloquent speech 
(delivered in 1797) the principles up- 
on which he conceived the Govern- 
ment of Ireland should be conducted. 
He stated in his usual frank — it might 
be almost called incautious — manner. 
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.hw ba4 femnrly apd uw^Uy, wd 
what ia iU owo wature Jt tends to, and 
is apt to produce, it » iafinitely sottUU 
and irrational to iw^ine or suppose 
that it wiil pot produce or cause m 
the world for the future.** Md he 
<f believes hardly any natiqn or Go- 
Temmeqt hut ours vould sufer the 
same cheat to be trupoped upon it 
twice immediately together/* ^ , . , 
From the many proofs with wbicn 
history abounds or the accuracy of 
Souths obserfationSf we may select one 
or two. They will he found m Mil- 
ton s prose works. The first was 
'written after all the most objectionable 
aets of the QoYernment of King 
Charles I. It is from the Treatise ?' of 
Eelbrou^tioii in England/* a. p. 1641. 
♦« There i« do civil Government that 
hath been known, no, not the Spartan, 
not the Roms^i, though both for this re- 
Bpect so much praised by the wise Poly- 
bius, more divinely and harmoniously 
tuned, more equally balanced, as it were, 
by the hand and scale of justice, than Is 
the commonwealth of J^ngland, where, 
mider a free and untutored monarch, the 
noblest, wqrthiest, and most prudent men, 
with full appiobation and suffrage of the 
people, ijav^ in their power the supreme 
and ftoal detarmiwaoi^ of highest aWri. 

•? I>Iow, if conformity of Chnrch dMcip- 
Vioe \9 th^ ciyil b^ so denied, there can 
h« no^h|pg paqre pwaUel, more uniform 
than wheq, under t|ie Sovereign Prince, 
Christ's cwJ^i^ereal, Ming the ^ceptrt of 
Puvid according to Gofi'^ law, the godliest, 
the vyisest, the learuedest ministers in 
t^ie^r several charge^, have the instructing 
and disciplinio^ of Gq4*8 people, by whose 
full an4 free election they are consecrated 
to that ho|y and equal aristocracy." 

Notji'ipg cap h^ mpre joy^ to the 
Prpwn t\iaii this, though ttie abolition 
of pplscpp^py w^ the ol^ect. From 
this time the r^ign of Cables I. -fas 
«ne! series pf concessions. WM vas 
the effect upon those to wl^om thp con- 
cessions were m^d©? ^^J 7^^^ 
ftfter* iu a short piece called ♦* The 
Vresept Means and Brief Peliuej^tion 
pf a free Commonwealth, e^y to be 
p^t in practice, and without Delay ; 
fn ^ Letter tP Qeneral Monk," MU- 
^pp writes, 

«« first, aU ^ndeayours speedily to be 
used, that the ensmng election be of such 
^9 are aUready firm o^ induraVle to con- 
stitute a free Commonwealth, . . . with" 
out tingle ptrton or Uowie of LoriM, 
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Eeady and Easy Way to Establish a 
Free Commonwealth," (1660,) 

** The Parliament of England, assisted 
by a great number of the people who ap- 
peared, and stuck to them falihfullest in 
defence of religion and their civil liber- 
ties, judging king»hipt by long experience 
a government unnecessary, burdensome, 
and dangerous, justly and unanimously 
abolished it, turning regal bondage into a 
free Commonwealth, to the admiration 
and terror of our emulous neighbours. 

. . . ** The happiness of a nation must 
needs be firmest and certainest in full and 
free and full council of their own electors, 
where no single perton but remon only (.') 
swage." . . . 

Compare the next paragraph with 
th§ first quoted. 

** I cannot but yet further admire on 
the other side how any man who hath the 
true principles of justice and religion in 
him, can presume or take upon him to 
be a king, and lord over his brethren, 
whom he cannot but know, whether as 
men or as Christians, to be for the most 
part every way equal or superior to him- 
self, how he can display with such vanity 
and ostentation his regal splendour so su-> 
peremiuently above other mortal men; 
or, being a Christian, can assume such 
eitraordinary honour and worship to him- 
lelf, while the kingdom of Christ, our 
Common King and Lord, is hid to this 
voild, and such Gentilish imitation for- 
bid in e»prpss words by himself to all his 
disciples. All ProtesUnts hold that Christ 
in his church hall? left us vicegerent of 
his power ; but himself, without deputy, 
is the only head thereof, governing it from 
heaven j how, then, ci^n any Cl\rist|An 
man derive his kingship from Christ, but 
with a worse usurpation than the Pope 
his headship over the Church, since Chriet 
not onlg hath not Itft the least shadow of a 
command/or any tyich vicegerents from him 
in the Stute^ ^ the Pope pretends for his 
in the Church, but hath expresslg declared, 
that such legal dominion is from the G«f- 
tites, not from fiim, and hath strictfg char- 
ged us not to imitate them <A<T«ji} f" 

"1 doubt ^ot bu^ all ipgeouous and 
knowing mep will easily <«iee with roe, 
that a ffee Commonwealth, wi^hont single 
person or House of J-ords, ^ by fi^ the 
best government, if it c^ be bf^d.' 

** Oq the contrary, if there be ^ kinf , 
which the iqconsiderate muUitude are now 
so mad upon, xn^k how Car short we are 
Ukely to come of all those happinessos 
which, in a frep State, we shall immediately 
be possessed of? ' 

Th^ oexl passagtt ia iUoatviUf e of 
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the compulsory Uberty of a Republic. 
Wo reeommend to especial notice its 
doctrines as to the rights of a judi- 
cious minority to bind the majority. 

" They who, past reason and recovery, 
arc devoted to kingship, perhaps will an- 
swer, ihai a greater part hy far of the na* 
tion will have it so, the rest therefore 
most yield. Not so much to convince 
these, which I little hope, as to conflrm 
them who yield not, I reply, that this 
greatest part have, both in reason and 
trial of just battle, lost their right of elec- 
tion what the Government shall be ; of 
them who have lost that right, whether 
they for kingship be the greater number, 
who can certainly determine? Suppose 
they be, yet of freedom they all partake 
alike, one main end of Government, which, 
if tlia greater part value not, but will de* 
generately forego, u it ju$t or reaionabie 
that mott voices against th€ main endqfgO' 
vemment should enslaps the less number 
that would be free ? More Just, it is, doubt- 
less, if it come to force, that a less num- 
ber compel a greater to retain, which can 
be no wrong to them, their liberty, than 
that a greater number, for the pleasure of 
their baseness, compel a less most inju- 
riously to be their fellow slaves.'* ^ 

^ In other words, a m^onty is only 
binding when it is in favour of one s 
own opinions. ** There is," as Soiith 
remarks, ** a Papacy in every sect or 
faction.'* So much for concession. 

The countenance which has of late 
been aiforded to those who resist the 
law by the spirit in which the law has 
been administered in Ireland, and by 
the proceedings of Ministers with re- 
gard to church-rates ; — their readiness 
to sacrifice any impost which any man 
will be bold enough and factious 
enough to resist ; — to say nothing of 
the conduct of Lord Fitzwilliam and 
others during the Reform agitation— 
makes it desirable to keep in view the 
principles asserted in the following 
passage : — 

** With what ibeo or eonfideaee can 
they expect the protection of the Govern- 
ment they live under, when they profess 
themselves to live by a law wholly differ- 
ing from those laws, to the observers of 
which alone that Goveiament promises 
protection ? Is it reason that my neigh- 
bour should live at peace by me, and 
eivjoy bis estate only by my conscience of, 
and obedience to that law, which forbids 
me to rob and steal from bim, and he, in 
the mean time, proceed by an inward law 
whif b exempts turn from the same obli- 
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gatioB, and allows bim, wbea lie pleases* 
to seise apoo ny estate and ri^e me ?" 
[Or, which is the same thing, detain from 
me what is due, and murder me if I at- 
tempt to collect it.] ♦* I say, is there, 
can there be any reason that such a fellow 
should be safe from me by my subjection 
to the laws of my country, and 1 not be 
mutually safe from him by his suLJeotion 
to the same? Ko, certainly; where tkt 
bene/it of the law is his, tht obligation of 
it ought to reaeh him too, or there will be 
no equality, and, consequently, no society. 
He, therefore, who shall presume to own 
liimself thus led by an inward voice, or ia- 
stinct of the Spirit, in opposition to the 
laws enacted by the oiril power, has for- 
feited all right to any proteetion fVom that 
power, and has, rpto facto, outlawed hioi- 
self, and accordingly as an outlaw oag|it 
to be dealt with. ''-^C South, IV. 26.) 

But it will be said» that In educa- 
tion at leasti we have iirrived at a new 
principle. The dominant party, 
smarting under th^ir frequent expe- 
rience of the hostilitv of learned and 
thinking men, and baJSed in all the 
unfair and ungenerous attacks which 
they have made upon Oxford and 
Cambridge, feel thai they noTer oan 
have the educated classes with them, 
while education is independent of the 
Crown ;*and therefore they exult in 
the new and brilliant idea of a Minis- 
ter of Public Instruction. In pur- 
suance of this notion, they have given 
to the Home Office an absolute con- 
trol over the Senate of the University 
of London. To the Sepate, again, 
they have attempted to give power 
over all places of education, by 
enabling it to examine for degrees the 
students of any academical institution 
which it may think fit. Yet sixty 
years have elapsed since their own 
oracle, Adam Smith, argued most 
conclMsively against suoh a power, 
whiph was a well-known appendage 
of despotic governments before the 
Frenoh Revolution. 

*< If the authority to which a teaeher is 
subject resides, not so math ia the body- 
corporate of which he is a member, as in 
some other estraneoos persons, in the 
bishop of the diocese, for eaanple, la the 
governor of the provinpe, or perhaps m 
sows Mimister of Stats^ it is aot iadeed in 
this case very likely that he will bf suffer- 
ed to neglect his duty altogether. All 
that such superiors, however, can force 
him to do is to atie^id upon his popils a 
certain mimbei of hoars I that in to 9if» ft 
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certain number of lectures in the week, or an act of State 
in the year. What those lectures shall 
be, must still depend upon the diligence 
of the teacher ; and that diligence is like- 
ly to be proportioned to the motives 
which he has for exerting it. An extrane- 
ous jurisdiction of this kind, besides, is 
liable to be exercised both ignorantly and 
capriciously. In its nature it is arbitrary 
and discretionary ; and the persons who 
exercise it, neither attending upon the 
lectures of the teacher themselves, nor 
perhaps understanding the sciences which 
it is his business to teach, are seldom ca- 
pable of exercising it with judgment 
From the insolence of office, too, they are 
frequently indifferent how they exercise 
it, and are very apt to censure or deprive 
bim of his office wantonly and without any 
just cause. The person subject to such ju- 
risdiction is necessarily degraded by it, and, 
instead of being one of the most respec- 
table, is rendered one of the meanest and 
roost contemptible persons in the society. 
It is by powerful protection only that he 
can effectually guard himself against the 
bid usage to which he is at all times ex- 
posed; and this protection he is most 
likely to gain, not by ability or diligence 
in his profession, but by obsequiousness to 
the will of bis superiors, and by being 
ready at all times to sacrifice to that will 
the rights, the interest, and the honour of 
the body-corporate of which he is a mem- 
ber. Whoever has attended for any con- 
siderable time to the administration of a 
French university, must have had occasion 
to remark the effects which naturally re- 
sult from an arbitrary and extraneous ju- 
risdiction of this \inA,**— Wealth of Na- 
iioM, Vol. V. c. 1. 



Accordingly^ though Lord John 
Russell expressed his unwillingness to 
hamper the ** talent and merit of this 
enlightened age/* he quashed the very 
first resolution of any moment, at 
which the said collective '* talent and 
merit'* bad arrived; and the same 
** talent and merit,** in obedience to his 
Lordship's imperial rescript, did not 
hesitate to reverse their own solemn de- 
cision, and to exclude all sacred sub- 
jects from their list of the branches of 
a liberal education 1 Not two years 
has the institution existed, and already 
have we ** had occasion to remark the 
effects which naturally result from an 
arbitrary and extraneous jurisdiction 
of this kind." Public attention has 
been called to the proceedings of the 
King of Hanover, who dismissed cer- 
tain Professors of the University of cape the' very strongest of Cicero's 
Gottingen^ for remonstrating against epithets> if he thinks proper to call the 
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We do not profess 
to understand the merits of this ques- 
tion ; but assuredly such dbmissals 
would not be confined to Hanover, if 
the Whigs, who cannot trust their own 
liberal University to their own liberal 
Senate, should succeed in obtaining 
the power to tyrannize over learning 
and learned men. It would be amus- 
ing to speculate on their probable 
literary ordinances. They would sub- 
stitute Colonel Napier for Thucydides, 
and " Don Carlos*' for Agamem- 
non. 

But if the ideas and the policy of 
these times appear to us for the most 
part old, so neither do we deem the 
men new or extraordinary. Lord 
Melbourne, indeed, described Mr 
O'Conneli as a being of a lofty but 
indefinite nature, one of a kind that 
rarely visits this planet. In him we 
see only an able man, a specimen of 
the demagogue common to all unset- 
tled societies, and thus described by 
Cicero. 

'* From this untamed, nay, savage peo- 
ple, some one is generally chosen as a 
champion against the nobles, already 
diiven from their places and sent to the 
wall; some daring foul-mouthed fellow, 
who vMolently rum down men who have per- 
formed great public iervicei, and who courts 
the multitude by presenting to them other 
people's property aa</Ai« own too [here the 
resemblance fiidls]. . , , At last he 
is found to be the tyrant of the very men to 
whom he owes his power.** 

** Ex hoc enim populo indomito vel 
potius immani deligitur aliquis plerumque 
dux contra illos priucipes adflictos jam et 
depulsos loco, audax, impurus, consectans 
proterve bene scpe de republica merltos, 
populo gratificans et aliena et sua : • . 
. . postremo a quibus producti sunt, 
existunt eorum ipsorum tyranni."— J?<;p. 
1.44. 

We have seen this roan arise from 
among the untamed Irish Roman Ca- 
tholics. We have seen him drive 
Lord Duncannon, Sir Henry Pamell, 
Mr Spring Rice, and the Irish Pro- 
testant Whigs (adflictos et depulsos 
loco), out of all the towns and coun- 
ties which they had so long repre- 
sented ; and, strange to say, we have 
seen these very men courting his al- 
liance, notwithstanding this mortifying 
intrusion. We hate calling names, 
but really Mr 0*Connell cannot es- 
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Duke of Wellington *' a stunted cor- 
poral" — and to write (see his letter 
dated 6th September^ and published 
in the Times, September 13th) " Wel- 
lington may be what is called a great 
captain, but as a statesman he is con- 
temptible, and a very driveller ; ** — 
with similar trash flung at Sir Robert 
Peel. This foolish vituperation re- 
minds us of a letter of Horace Wal- 
pole*8, addressed to the Earl of 
Su£Pord, and dated 10th November, 
1783. 

*' Indeed, when the Parliament does 
meet, I doubt, nay, hope, it will make less 
sensation than usual. The orators of 
Dublin have brought the flowers of Bil- 
lingsgate to so high perfection, that ours, 
comparatively, will have no more scent 
than a dead dandelion. If your Lordship 
has not seen the speeches of ♦•• and •••, 
you may perhaps still think that our oys- 
terwomen can be more abusive than mem- 
bers of Parliament." 

How completely Mr O'Connell is 
the tyrant of those to whom he owes 
his power, will appear from a com- 
parison of the present state of Ireland, 
with her condition at the gloomiest 
period of our history. 

" A.D. 1687 But what afforded the 

most alarming prospect was the violent 
and precipitate conduct of affairs in Ire- 
land. Tyrconnel was now vested with full 
authority, and carried over with him as 
chancellor one Fitton, a man who was 
taken from a jail, and who had been con- 
victed of forgery and other crimes, but 
who compensated for all his enormities by 
a headlong zeal for the Catholic religion. 
He was even heard to say from the bench, 
that the Protestants were all rogues, and 
that there was not one among forty thou- 
sand that was not a traitor, a rebel, and a 
villain. The whole strain of the Adminis- 
tration was suitable to such sentiments. 
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property; and Tyrconnel had formed a 
scheme for calling a parliament in order 
to reverse that Act, and empower the 
King to bestow all the lands of Ireland on 
his Catholic subjects. But in this scheme 
he met with opposition from the moderate 
Catholics in the King's council. Lord 
Bellasis went even so far as to affirm with 
an oath, ' that that fellow in Ireland was 
fool and madman enough to ruin ten king- 
doms.*" — Hume's HUtory of JEnt^land, 
chap. 70. 

When we remembA^ that Lord Nor* 
manby is now invested with full au- 
thority to bully and insult the Protest- 
ant gentlemen of Ireland, to open the 
jails, and to turn loose upon society 
men convicted of the blackest crimes; 
when we remember how lately Mr O'- 
Connell was reprimanded, even in the 
very House of Commons itself, for a 
false and scandalous libel, and how 
many transactions he has borne a part 
in which must render public confidence 
in him impossible; when we remember, 
too, his gross intemperance of tongue, 
and expressions of " headlong zeal 
for the Catholic religion ;" when, not- 
withstanding all these damning facts, 
we know from himself and from the 
ministerial papers, that the Queen's 
servants had the wickedness to offer 
him a most important judicial office in 
Ireland, we must acknowledge that 
the disgraceful days of Tyrconnel and 
of Fitton are no longer unparalleled. 
In addition to the proofs lately given 
of the manner in which the English 
and the Scotch magistracy has been 
tampered with, disclosures have been 
made in the House of Lords with re- 
spect to the Irish magistracy, too nu- 
merous and too disgusting to be here 
gone into in detail, but evincing, that 
the operation of «• putting the Catho- 
lics in the possession of the bench of 
justices," is in progress, as clearly as 

The Catholics were put in possession of tjj^ j^te appointments to the Master- 

the council table, of the courts of judica- ^hin of the Rolls and to the Chief- 

ture, ai 

order tc 

ment, t 

that hac 

charters 

tions w 

were gr 

to the ^ 

testant 

introdu 

always ^ 

now ini 

kingdoi 

only ofa 



Digitized by 



Google 



610 



HistoHcai Coincidences. 



[Not. 



In these matters, that is, In all that 
depends on the ExectitWe, the Roman 
Catholic faction is as rampant now as 
in the days of James II. It is no 
fault of theirs that they have not also 
succeeded in their endeatours to cause 
^' the charters of Dublin and of all the 
corporations to be annulled, and new 
charters to be granted, subjectinfi^ the 
corporations to the will of the Sove- 
reign," that is, now as then, to the 
will of the Roman Catholic priests. 
The resemblance is still more striking 
in another point. The Whigs fbnnd 
it the practice in Ireland for the 
Judges to name the Sheriffs, and the 
high principle and impartiality which 
those eminent persons displayed in the 
selection^ secured justice to all the 
king*8 suMects. But this did not suit 
the new regime $ the Lord Lieutenant 
has taken into his own hands the no- 
mination of Sheriffs, and as the Sheriffs 
nominate the Jurors, the Government 
may thus truly be said to nominate 
the Juries. The executive Goverti- 
ment nominate the Juries ! Why have 
we Juries at all ? Expressly to secure 
independence; for Judges appointed 
by the Crown Would have more intel- 
ligence. Destroy, therefore, the indc" 
pendence of the Jury, and it becomes 
the most clumsy, useless tribunal that 
can be devised, possessing neither pro- 
fessional acuteoess nor an upright 
spirit. Yet this tyrannical benighted 
practice has been introduced by the 
*' enlightened Whigs" of the nine- 
teenth century ! Even this was bor- 
rowed. Lord Lyndhurst read to the 
House of Lords, when he exposed this 
corrupt and despotic innovation, se- 
veral documents drawn Vipfor the as- 
sistance of the ministers of James It,, 
in the very same process of nominating 
the Shetiffs upon political grounds. 
Why need we allude to the intrusion 
of Roman Catholics, or to Protest- 
ants who are content to labour for the 
downfal of their own religion, into 
every office which the Irish govern- 
ment has to bestow, or to the enor- 
mous patronage which has been created 
for the express purpose of providing 
for them ? A more miportant question 
IS behind. 

" In order to make them masters of 
the Parliament," what more could they 
trish than the decision at which so 
many committees of the Houie of 
Commons, conscientiously, no doubt, 
and on the %heit principles ot Judi- 



cial integrity, thought themselvea 
bound to arrive-^against opening the 
Irish Registers ? Observe the practi- 
cal effect of this conclusion. A har^ 
rister named by the Crown, andremov^ 
able at pleasure, mag place definitive- 
fy upon tlie register ail claimants whom 
he thinks fit^ and no human tribunal 
can review his decisions ! 

In other words, the Crown may, 
through the barrister, nominate the 
electors. This gives the whole legis- 
lative power to the Croum. 

We have seen that the Crown may, 
through the sheriffs, nominate the 
juries in every cause, civil and crimi- 
nal, throughout the country. This 
gives the whole judicial power to the 
Croum. 

How it would rejoice the heart of 
Strafford to see his favourite objects 
secured 1 How entirely may Austria 
or Prussia, or any other despotic go- 
vernment, point to Ireland, and 
laugh at our boasted free Constitution ! 
And to be told of " enlightenment, *' 
forsooth ! and ** progress," and free- 
dom from *' the fetters of the 1 7th 
century,'* by those who are thus la- 
bOuring, in the very spirit of James 
the Second's policy, to bring back the 
government of the dark ages ! It 
might almost seem that we are fight- 
ing with a shadow ; but really the pro- 
found conviction expressed in the 
writings and speeches of many public 
men, that we live in a perfectly new and 
improved state of society, renders it 
necessary to show how completely, in 
poUtics at least, we are going over the 
old ground. 

We have seen the Whigs, during 
the whole of the present, and the most 
momentous portion of the last reign, 
mako a prodigious parade of their 
Court influence, arrogate to themselves 
exclusively the virtue of loyalty, and 
strive to enlist in the support of their 
revolutionary measures, that feeling 
of veneration with which the English 
have always regarded the person of 
the sovereign. The Whigs have no 
idea of that true unshaken fidelity to 
the Crown which is unaffected by the 
acquisition, or by the loss of Court 
favour ; but when they do happen to 
have a footing at Court, their loyalty 
is, for the lime being, very exuberant. 
Lord John Russell haughtily and (for 
& lover of liberty) somewhat despoti- 
cally demanded, in his letter to the con- 
stituency af Stroud, last year, who they 
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might be who dared to "interpose" 
between the Qi/«e/i— (mark the consti- 
tutional spirit of overpowering the de- 
mocratic by the monarchical principle, 
the chivalrous delicacy, the high-mind- 
ed and respectful propriety of mixing 
up the name of the youthful Queen 
with the election squabbles of her 
Minister) — and her people ? The 
same trick, as we learn from Boling 
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against tbem, which prevents all progress, 
and even drives them backwards. They 
grow ashamed and mortified in a situation 
which, by iu vidnity to power, only serves 
to remind them the more strongly of their 
insignificance. They are obliged either to 
execute the orders of their inferiors, or to 
see themselves opposed by the natural in- 
struments of their office. With the loss 
of their dignity they lose their temper. In 
their turn they grow troublesome to that 



same incK, as wo icaiu **""J "rr »- their turn they grow troublesome 
broktf, was practised by the Whigs bt ^|,j^j^ i^hich, Whether it supports or pp- 

«lia Uaf npntlinr. But OUr WbiSS mUSt „>,«A« A/iiiatltf «1Uffi>a/*Att Ariil aiiui 



the last century. But our Whigs must 
be true patriots, tiotwithstanding their 
leaning to the Court, for we hate seen 
them fclaim the most extravagant pri- 
vileges for the House of Cotamon^^ 
and exercise the most arbiW-arJr power 
in its nande. How can these discre- 
pancies be reconciled? Burke ex- 
plained, 68 years ago, the whole phi- 
losophy of this union of arrogance 
with servility. 

** Those who have been of the moSt 
known devotion to the Will and pleasui^ 
of a Court, have at the same titoe been 
most forward in asserting a high authority 
in the House of Commoift. When they 
knew who were to use that attthority, and 



poses, equally disgraces and equally be- 
trsys them. It is soon fouhd necessary 
to get rid of the heads of adihlnlstration ; 
but it U 6f the heads only. As there al- 
ways are tbariy rotten meriibers belonuift^ 
to the best connexions, It Is not hard to 
persuade several to contUitie iti ofB^ 
without their leaders." 

The world has not yet fofgotten 
how Lord Grey appeared " in all the 
pomp and pride of power," remoulding 
(with the aid of " royal fatotir ") the 
Constitution at pleasure, and showering 
upon bis own friends and cofinexionft 
all the patronage of this mighty empire. 
It has not forgotten how he was 
thwarted by illicit obstadlis, atid by 



Rnew wno were lo use ui« »aM.ur«j, •u^ ^jj^^te,! by jnicit obstacles, aua oy 
bow H was to be employed, they thotight ^^^ ^^^^ undercurrent of intrigue In 
It nevfer could b«j «rried tod fitf. It must ^^ ^^^ Cabinet, nor how, " in shame 

and mortification," be repeatedly 
sought release, seeing himself opposed 



always be the wish of an uncoiistlttttlOtUd 
statesman, that a House of Coihmons, who 
are entirely de^ndent upon him, should 
have every right of the people entirely 
dependent upon their pleasiiro. It ioat 
ioon dUeovered that the fornii q/" a fre€ 
and the deeds of an arbitrarp government 
were things not a/together incompatible,** — 
(thoughu on the Cause of the present 
Discontents.) 

The following picture, contained 111 
the same treatise, though diflfercnt In 
eircnidstance, will be found to present 
all the moral phenomena with which 
we have been of late familiarised i^ 

<* But while the ministers of the day 
appear in all the pomp and pride of power 
-.while they have all their canvass spread 
out to the wind, and every sail filled with 
(he fair and proSperdus gale of royal (la- 
vouf , hi a short time they find, they know 
ftot how, a current whieh s^ts directly 



SUUf^Ut ICloaoc, ov^uiQ u«u<ov.« v^^^w^^ 

by his Irish secretary^ and the other 
" natural instrutnents of his office t *' 
nor bow^** disgraced and betrayed by 
a cabal," he was ultimately " got rid 
of" in 1884 j the Whigs completing, 
in his pefsdn, the process of " getting 
rid of the heads of Administration, but 
of the heads onlt "^that is of Stanley, 
of Graham^ df every honoured, and 
every diftinguished nam6 : — nor ho# 
the inferior toembfers of the party 
**continited id office without their 
leaders '*^ and hive in conscquened 
fallen under the guidance of their eli&i 
miesi and departed from #tery prac^ 
tieeiand from everjr jnineiplei by which 
British Stateateea hare hitherto been 
direeted. 
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TICK ON SCIENTIFIC PRINCIPLES. 



Chapter I. 

Of many things — such as Weh-spreading, 

Introductory, 



OuB Gothic neigbboursy cloud-ca- 
nopied in tobacco smoke^ have divided 
all things into certain regions of art 
or of science. In this mapping out 
of the infinite world of fact or idea^ 
not without a high- reaching endea- 
Tour afler the All of Truth, whether 
much, or even any thing, in the pro- 
gression of cycles of innumerable 
times, and the careful jotting down of 
every thing, whether valuable or else 
valueless, which either already exists, 
or else, by possibility or contingent 
access of circumstances, may be prov- 
ed or even supposed likely to exist, 
shall be laid bare to the eyes of read- 
ing and remembering, not to say think- 
ing and reflecting men, is yet dubious 
enough. This much, however, is cer- 
tain, that what can be effected by in- 
tense smoking and a certain balloon- 
inflation magnitude of style, where the 
expansivity and soaring heavenward- 
ness of the gases have full play (the 
ballast being generally thrown out on 
first leaving the ground), will be ef- 
fected by some one or other, or stand- 
ing in small bodies, and science- united 
societies, or else by the whole multi- 
tude of deep-musing German profes- 
sors. For strange is it — nay, almost 
with some touch of awfulness — to re- 
flect on what is every day achieved, or 
attempted to be achieved, in those dim 
^chambers in high attics of learned 
Jena, and learned Heidelberg, and the 
rest, by those skin -dried anatomies 
who inhabit the same — to outward 
appearance not without some vague 
resemblance to hunKinity, especially 
such of them as occasionally shave, 
but, in fact, not being men at all, ex- 
cept in their faint outline and simili- 
tude, but actually intellectual or full- 
brained spiders, weaving ingenious 
webs. Intricate, almost invisible, in 
their separate lines, but forming altoge- 
ther a reticulated mesh-work(eay rather 
cloud-grating), through which but dim 
and iodbtinct glimpses can be caught 
by eyes of hieroglyphic-deciphering 
Champollions^ but darker than mid- 



night Erebus to the great mass of man- 
kind. What multitudes of wondrous 
thoughts must, amid this prodigious 
spreading Out of nets, be caught : for 
in this respect the aforesaid professors 
•differ from most other specimens of 
the articulate-speaking species man, 
that they spread out the above-men- 
tioned spider-webs (thereby meaning, 
in prose language, long dissertations), 
in order therein to envelope some idea 
that may happen in that portion of 
space to be floating by ; whereas 
others, with a prodigality much to bo 
wondered at, send forth their own ideas 
in such web or word-clothing as pleases 
God. Yet equally surprising is the 
thought, how the ideas, so caught by 
those professors, are cut in pieces, tor- 
tuk-ed, spun round upon pins, while the 
buzzing they produce sounds in the 
ear of the tormentor, nay, and of some 
bystanders also, as excellent music ; for 
never was child — male sesed, as yet 
unbreeched — more cruel in his treat- 
ment of fly or butterfly — pulling off 
bright wings and destroying the lus- 
trous featberiness — than those same 
idea-catching professors with their 
prey. Thus far in anger, mixed with 
unimaginable wailings of a love-sorrow, 
as of a mother over an unfortunate, say 
rather blameworthy, son — reflecting 
how useful an equal extent of labour 
would be in other departments of life ; 
what barren plains might not be made 
to sing for joy ; what mountains might 
not be levelled ; roads mended ; nay, 
shoes made, and tattered habiliments 
repaired, by an equal intelligent body 
—or indeed the same — if, instead of 
poring over books, and waiting in a 
sort of busy idleness to catch the pre- 
tervolating ideas, each learned pro- 
fessor of Jena and Heidelberg, and 
the rest, were as assiduous with spade 
or pick-axe, or sharp- pointed awl, or 
sharper-pointed needle, as his natural ' 
tendency might indicate ! this barren 
earth might become a paradise where- 
in no Adam should be idle, nor Eve 
unindustrious ; and where the soil 
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would be beautified and hallowed also 
—for are not holiness and beauty 
twin- sisters — with the footsteps of su- 
perior visitants, such as glorified the 
old time> ere book-idleness> or rather 
stagnant learning-pools, raised up 
mists that hid the face of heaven, and 
the type-inventor Guttemburg, more 
properly Gensfleish, ran a huge blot 
of his ink over God*s creation, and 
created for himself (and for us also) 
a new world out of sheer prose— a bad 
world, a prose world, my masters ; — 
for what is prose but verdureless val- 
leys, and hard, rugged, pointed moun- 
tains referred into their first elements, 
and found to consist of so many feet 
of loam overlying, or else underlying, 
80 many feet of marl or lower green 
sand, presenting to the eye of science 
nothing but a succession of strata, 
one af^er the other, that may be dug 
up with shovels, and kept, like pattern 
bricks of the world's building mate- 
rial, in separate drawers, under glass 
covers, and guarded from the acquisi- 
tive by lock and key ? Not long will 
our loved adoptive fatherland, and its 
host of web- spreading professors, be 
without a worid-building society, or 
creative art-union. If to be made of 
iron, the likelier to be patronised by 
Birmingham, which would undertake 
to cast a universe of best carron, at so 
much the square foot. But, after all, 
what is this universe of ours but a 
Brummagem universe already? For 
has not this learned gentleman found 
a flaw in the workmanship ? and that 
other learned gentleman found fault 
with the material ? and the whole been 
proved to us to be a counterfeit, a 
sham — not God's universe at all, but 
only an imitation ? and all this from 
the web-spreading of Jena — or rather 
Freyberg professors ? If at this quick 
march of the world we go on for fifty 
years what shall we not have done? 
We shall have made light of the old 
wish to have the wings of the dove to 
flee away and be at rest, — for shall 
we not have our steam-horse — say, 
rather, condensed hurricane — brought 
round to us, to be mounted at our 
doors ; and by turning cock, or other 
simple mechanical process, give scope 
to its wild fury, and hurl onward in a 
speed- mantle of invisibleness ; for 
who shall see the bodily presence of 
a sunbeam darting quicker than 
thought? Shall we not have subject- 
ed balloons to helm or rein, with crew. 
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whether of tame gentlemen or tamer 
tigers — and made visits to the moon ? 
All these and thousands more will 
have happened ; and Wonder, which 
IS next of kin to Religion, if it be not 
Religion's self, will have expired— a 
prisoner, wracked, tormented, and 
finally disembowelled till it died—in 
the secret dungeons of that new 
Inqubition. whose name is Demon- 
stration. For as there are synthe- 
tical philosophers who put universes 
together, fitting in every nail, and oil- 
ing all the hinges — so are there also 
analytical philosophers who take the 
whole fabric to pieces, as if it were lit- 
tle else than a Niimberg time-piece, 
or simple Dutch clock. And not with- 
out professors are we in this true Eng- 
lish land. Oxonian Buckland, with 
tub and drainer, therewith to sub- 
merge this poor earth of ours in per- 
petual deluge ; Metropolitan Lyell, 
Hastings Fitton, and many more, — 
each with tame earthquake to lift vast 
continents above the sea ; which earth- 
quake they keep docile and fit for 
work, by feeding him on fresh vol- 
canoes ; and move him hither and thi- 
ther as ordinary carter cries hup ! or 
gee 1 to mere terrestrial horse. Peace 
be to them and to their labours — for 
web-spreading is not confined to eru- 
dite spiders in learned Jena, learned 
Heidelberg, and the rest. 

Since, then, the whole world is about 
to be disenchanted by the very univer- 
sality of enchantment (as Fortuna- 
tus*s cap would become mere felt- co- 
vered beaver in a nation where wish- 
ing caps were as numerous as wishing 
heads); since, we say, the grim giant — 
mummy-hearted — spectacle- nosed — 
Demonstration, is about to cut up the 
separate limbs of beauty, and show us 
that the smilcrdimpled cheek is but a 
collection of cutes and flesh ; the eye 
— life-giving, soul- expressing, — no- 
thing but various coloured globules of 
an indurated semi-transparent sub- 
stance; since all things, we say, are to 
be laid open to the enquiring obser- 
vation, not of web-spreading profes- 
sors merely, but of all and every — 
soldier, dandy, and even book- de- 
vouring pedant ; let due honour be 
given to those who, with far-reaching 
efibrt, have already stript ofi" the so- 
phisticated concealments of truth, and 
have presented her to us in puris. 
Foremost among those stands one 
whom our soul honours, and whom* 
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this present lucubration of ours will 
render more celebrated than his innate 
modesty has hitherto allowed him to 
become. 

Under what canopj of bright sky — 
woven in sun- loom with golden threads, 
and spread over the basking earth, 
shall we look for this philosopher, this 
MAN ? Where Ganges rolls his tide— > 
ocean - staining — through parched 
plains, or else through deep-lying green 
savannahs, with myriads of worship- 
pers on his banks, and also many cro- 
codiles, and slimy scale-monsters in 
his waters? 'Twas there where man*8 
reason-torch was first lighted at the 
sun-fire of inspiration, whose faint 
rays still brighten round about, more 
by refraction of bypast light than po- 
sitive illumination ; for the first des- 
cendants of our great ancestors spread 
themselves rapidly over those earth- 
ocean plains, and retained long time 
— nay, retain till this hour (dim veil- 
ed beneath allegoric Vishnus and 
figurative Camdeos)— the original gos- 
pel truths of immortality and love. 
But it is not to those regions that we 
most look for the hero of this panegy- 
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ric, which with rapid pen we are now 
inditing ; nor where Mississippi comes 
down to ocean — a king meeting a king^ 
with broad banner and a certain, not 
inarticulate herald- message that his 
Andes throne is of equal dignity 
with that of the old sea ; — but this 
wonder of modern days — this new 
Prometheus, who with fire (whether 
stolen from heaven or else produced 
from his own box of Lucifers) has put 
life and motion, given reason, strengths 
dignity, to what was formerly a dead 
thing, seen and known by all — by 
some few not wholly unworshipped, 
yet secretly, as by them that fear ri- 
dicule, or even burning, hanging, or 
some milder form of persecution ) and 
has made this thing— once dead but 
now alive — a walking, visible, tangi- 
ble thing — a potentia, a power — the 
man who has done all this is not to be 
found in Hindostan nor in the far West, 
but up one flight of stairs in gold-ena- 
melled, mirror-walled lodgings, in the 
Chauss^e d* Antin, in the city of Paris, 
in France. But of him— of his name 
and his performances, somewhat more 
largely in the next chapter. 



Chapter II. 
Wherein appear the Author and his Preface, 



Far-seeing Clerk, in Eldin soli- 
tudes, watching small vessels on small 
lake, and, with helm up and tiny sails, 
sending these six-inch leviathans with 
gallant prow through the centre of 
the battle-line of yon proud gallies, 
which, with penknife or else gully, he 
has shaped with his own hand, pre- 
sents to the eye of contemplation a 
sifirht seldom equalled among men. 
Whence amid those dusk mountains, 
or on the dust-covered plainstones of 
Edinburgh city, has come to him vi- 
sion of noble nght on the ocean plain ? 
Heareth he, while bending over that 
still water — call it horse-pond or moun- 
tain tarn — the booming of the artil- 
lery, and the flapping of innumerous 
sails all swelling out from squared 
yards, by St Vincent's famous cape ? 
or the louder thunder and more mi^es- 
tio rush of canvass wings by the deep 
waters of Trafalgar ? If indeed sucn 
sounds were not in his ears, yet were 
thoughts of the meteor flag in his 
hearts and aver is he to be classed 
among the noblee of bk land. Yet 



has his glory some drawbacks. Grand- 
est of theorists, pity that with him 
theory was all I If, in addition to the 
bodiless Thought of which he was the 
father, he had also been sire of the 
world- subduing Deed, how doubled to 
us had been his fame ! He was but 
the Vulcan, who in the Etna-caves of 
his spirit forged the big bolts which 
the red hand of Jove- Nelson darted ; 
and thus was he dependant on another 
for the realization of what would 
otherwise have continued but an idea. 
Greatest is he who invents and prac- 
tises, as best is he who preaches and 
performs. And in this is our hero. 
Count Hypolite Montmorenci de St 
Leon# great— say gpreatest among men 
— not in the preaching, for we would 
not have it supposed he preaches, but 
in the admirable union perceivable in 
him, of the genius to conceive and 
the talent to execute. Nor wants he 
the third reqttbite in a benefactor to 
his species, namely, the willingness to 
communicate to his fellow-mortals the 
fruits of his reflectieiBs or experience* 
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Tbifl will beebtne more apparent 
when wb relate the toode of our ac- 
qaaintance with hinii and such other 
particnlars as we shall see fit to eon- 
fide to the public* 

Literature has not seldom^ of late 
years^ been made a topic of loud 
talk in the British House of Com- 
monSf and bj snndrj of those six 
hundred and fiftjr-eight Solons has it 
been dandled and nursed in such fa- 
shion as was Gulliver by the gigantic 
monkey in Brobdignag — only saved 
from its perilous condition by tender 
Glnmdalclitch Talfourd or tender 
Glumdalclitch Bulwer. In nothing 
has more stir been made than in what 
is called international copyright law. 
These words we can understand^ but 
the comments made thereon, and side 
turns — reciprocal exchanges, counter 
guarantees, and the like — seeing we 
are but human beings and not alto- 
gether illumined, we have bnt feeble 
glimmerings of ; yet have our active 
French neighbours, if not clearer 
beads, yet quicker ejes than ours— 
and not few nor light nor unexpensive 
in carriage are the book packages and 
paper rolls which have been sent over 
to us with letters (civil and compli- 
mentary, as is the nature of the Gaul)> 
requesting our assistance in securing, 
first, a large sale for the said books 
and papers, and secondly, all the pro- 
fit resulting therefrom to the anthorsi 
Why they should fix on us we cannot 
guess, and modesty will not allow us 
to translate the expressions of our 
correspondents. Haply a knowledge 
of our access to the great Maga may 
have contributed to this peculiar effbct \ 
for with deftfrence approaching some- 
what too nearly to the sin of idolatry, 
do many of our applicants rave, en- 
comiastic, say rhapsodical rather^a- 
bout Le Bon Kit, probably (as what 
little religion any of them may possess 
is Roman Catholic), mistaking him 
for his namesake St Christopher. But 
this matter we leave, and plunge at 
once into the middle of things. Uoirot 
Hy polite writes to usin flowery French, 
which we will traduce into our own 
plain English, thus — 

" You are a man of too vride-grasp- 
ing an intellect and too well-strung 
nerves to be either startled or aston- 
ished at the title of my book. The 
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art of contracting Debts (L*art de 
faire des Dettes) has hitherto been 
practised in your country more exten- 
sively than in any other, yet ignor- 
antly, fortuitously as it were, ^nd with 
no touch of true philosophy. This 
want I am ambitious to supply, and 
direct myself td you, sir, whose well- 
known," &c. &c. Ac. 
- The book so sent to us is a small 
duodecimo, printed on dim mysteri- 
ous looking paper, in types which td 
the soul of a Ballantyne would inflict 
worse than purgatorial pains ; the 
price, two francs (which, at tenpence 
to the franc, seems a prodigious over- 
charge), and altogether as poor look- 
ing a tome as is often to be seen. Yet 
may the shabbiest box hold gold, — 
nay, diamonds, — and from wooden 
platter may be supped green fat. 

" Nor am I ignorant," continues 
the Count, ''that at the very announce- 
ment of my volume, small-souled men 
will look with eyes in which despair 
has taken the front parlours, at their 
day-books and ledgers ; btit the great 
of soul, the utilitarian, the sage, the 
philanthropist, will rejoice. The Time 
of great truths is come. As a writer 
who has not more genius than I have 
(qui n*a pas plus de genie que moi) 
has said, * The human race is in pro- 
gress.'* Reasoning on individualities^ 
or fbr individualities^ is absurd — we 
must reason on the masses, orjbt the 
masses, if we wish to reason well. 
It is only When viewed in this way 
that the works of Nature herself are 
grand, harmonious^ sublime. Sepa- 
rately considered, or reduced to their 
first principles, they are ludicrous, nor 
tro frequently disgusting. Piteous is it 
to behold, on flue holiday, a black cloud, 
rain-pregnant, come to an untimely 
accouchement on the Clos VoUgeot— 
(say> for your English understanding 
of the illustration), on June or July- 
Regent Street, at four o'clock, — yet 
would you not have the heavens shut 
up, and earth cry aloud in the agonies 
of thirst, merely for the sake of the 
Clos Yougeot, or June and July- Re- 
gent Street. Eh bien t'* exclaims the 
philosophic Hypoltte, proud of this si- 
militu<!k, " petits esprits, cenreaux 
etroits, vues eourtesl apprenez que 
Tart de falre des dettes et de ne point 
les pifyer, est Pun de§ elemens de 



* " Le geture htunain e6t en marehe.*'-'>L dx Pradt. 
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Tordre social. Well^ then, small-souls ! 
little- wits ! short-sights I leam that the 
art of contracting dehts* and never 
paying them, is one of the elements of 
the Social System 1 And this/* he adds, 
" is no contre sens, unless to my grocer 
— a truth which I am now to demon- 
strate. The suhject is brilliant and 
abstract. I shall endeavour to be, if 
possible, less pompous than M. de 
Chateaubriand^ and more clear than 
M. Bantam.** 

Much thought and great turning 
hither and thither among dictionaries, 
artistic, scientific, and biographical, 
has it cost us to discover who the last- 
named gentleman may be ; but unless 
the author rudely and irreverently, 
under such fowl and dunghill cogno- 
men, designates the late Jeremy, we 
confess ourselves in a state of igno- 
rance, which is not bliss. What, then, 
some person may say, are we in this 
pure Maga-field sowing seeds of ini- 
quity, nay, swindling ? Or are we ra- 
ther in her rich soil planting trees 
which shall spread their thick leaves 
to heaven, and shelter unnumbered 
myriads of men, and women, and chil- 
dren, who, from their pressed-down 
branches, shall pluck golden fruit? 
In truth we know not, yet have we 
vague suspicions that there are ho- 
nesty and good intention hid beneath 
all this word- covering, which the clear- 
sighted will perceive ; and only do we 
suspect that the whole volume may be 
a phrase-quiz, a sham, and not a reali- 
ty, when we meet with such world- 
wisdom as the following : — 

" In a great state where laws and 
rulers were perfectly ^u*^, every thing 
would be in its place — ^property of 
what nature soever would be inviola- 
ble — commerce and industry would 
go on their way rejoicing — public em- 
ployments (say rather state offices 
called shortly ' place,*) would be given 
to merit only — and the government 
and the governed would present the 
image of a family, whereof the first 
should be the parent, and the second 
the children. But nowhere, alas ! is 
this chimera endowed with real exist- 
ence, and the reason of it is clear : 
Boast as we like of electors and re- 
presentatives — let us make finest laws, 
raise armies, create prefects, mayors, 
and even justices of the peace — nay, 
let us give Orders, Hanoverian- Guel- 
phic or otherwise, to whom we please 
—red gowns to our judges and blue 
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uniforms to the police— >we cannot, 
with all these palisadoes and cheveux- 
de-frise, keep out the assaults of am- 
bition, intrigue, cupidity, which shi- 
ver to pieces this pretended equilU 
brium, and kick its fragments into 
limbo. No ! while the earth shall con- 
tinue earth, this Cerberus will turn all 
things topsy-turvy, will excite wars— 
the unjust against the just— anarchy 
against order — ^people against kings- 
kings against people. Such is the 
eternal cause of all revolutions and all 
upsets. Hence it will follow that in 
the best of countries, under the best of 
governments, a nation b always divi- 
ded into injurers and injured — (< Uno 
nation se partage toujodrs en invi- 
dus Lesans, et en Uses,') But at the 
same time we may remark, that, spite 
of so many causes of disorder, there 
does always exist an absolute equilibri- 
um of justice, which every effort tends 
to re-establish. The injured has ever 
a lively recollection of his injury, and 
the right (if not legal, yet natural), 
to be on the look-out for compensa- 
tions. We perceive, then, that Am- 
bition, Intrigue, Cupidity, are con- 
stantly destroying the social balance, 
and that those monsters must be strug- 
gled against — yea, subdued. Hereto 
have we come in thb logical sequence, 
and we may assume that changes inse- 
parable from all conditions, fluctua- 
tions in trade, uncertainty in govern- 
ments, and other incidents, leave in 
every great public a body of (say, for 
argument*s sake), a hundred thousand 
individuals, who, under an order of 
things perfectly just, would enjoy the 
fortunes or the places to which they 
are entitled by their good qualities, 
whether innate or acquired. These 
hundred thousand men,* continues 
Count Hypolite, in frenzy sublime, 
with true French — say rather Paris- 
refined modesty, ' These hundred 
thousand men are necessarily the elite 
of the nation. Would not this de- 
scendant of time-honoured ancestors 
— of whom the * De * that marshals 
his name is least of his nobility en- 
signs, if property had been regular- 
ly transmitted from sire to son, by 
primogeniture fixed law — would ho 
not have had thousands of rent-roll, 
and the axle of his chariot of gold ? 
This other — would be not have been 
counsellor of state, if we bad had one 
government more ; this other, would 
he not have been Marshal of France 
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if we bad had one government less ? 
One has scattered his patrimony on 
the road to Coblentz ; another on the 
highway to Ghent ; another still amid 
the byways of Cannes. Most belie- 
ved there would be no return from 
Hartwell ; no re-apparition from El- 
ba isle. They made proclamations^ 
speeches^ oaths — signed parchments 
and state declarations^ without consi- 
dering that such formalities meant 
any thing real; — and, finally, stocks 
fell, and speculative men were ruined. 
Have not all these things produced 
crashes, evanishing of goods, falls, 
and lastly, a multitude of Injured? 
Doubt not that society owes these men 
compensation. Society must provide 
for these hundred thousand victims 
whom she has disinherited.*' 

Thus, in this strict logical induc- 
tion, not without glimmerings here 
and there of a high-hearted philoso- 
phy, does the young Count proceed 
in what may be considered his epistle 
introductory. What in this clear 
statement surprises us most is the uni- 
versal truthfulness of his premises as- 
sumed — namely, the fact that society, 
from its artificial subdivisions into men 
with property, men with no property, 
men who had property and have lost 
it, men who were without proper- 
ty and have gained it, has so taken 
Man out of his natural sphere as to 
make him entirely forgetful of his ori- 
ginal destination, instincts, feelings. 
Can dream suggest more utterly un- 
natural association of ideas than of 
man, earth's lord, heaven's heir, — 
and of signboard on every side, " Tres- 
passes will be prosecuted with utmost 
rigour of law?** What trespass? 
what law ? What makes it one man's 
trespass and another man*s law ? Cer- 
tain parchment skins, written over in 
strange hand, with seals and signa- 
tures, kept in green tin box. *Tis 
this that gives right to say to fellow- 
men, " Thus far, and no farther." 
What mystic power is this, that to old 
sheep-skin gives virtue greater than 
ring of Solomon ? that throws gyves 
round free men's limbs, and leads them, 
if refractory, to pillory or treadmill ? 
Morally considered, these are only in- 
fringements on the dignity of our 
nature, which it were well to abolish. 
But how is such feat to be performed ? 
Let US listen to the eloquent exposition 
of the Count. 

'< It is a long time since M. J. B. 



Say, celebrated economist, has demon- 
strated that society divides Itself into 
Producers and Consumers. Now, 
whenever in society a person acts as 
a producer, he is entitled to the equi- 
valent of the thing produced. I kuow 
not if I make myself uuderstood, but 
to me it appears plain that if I prove 
that J-~or any other man, comme il 
faut-^producef then society becomes 
my debtor. But what do 1 produce ? 
Question fit only for a fool to ask-, 
yet deign I to answer it. Thus, 
granted you never see me bending 
over a loom, or bustling in a market, . 
carrying in crops in autumn, or put- 
ting in seed in spring. I have no 
thousand infants struggling sixteen 
hours a-day, elevating me into a cot- 
ton lord on a throne of human skele- 
tons, nor do I import shawls or tallow 
^>but because I have no counter, and 
employ no shipping, it would be a 
capital error to suppose that I do not 
produce^ 1 stir not from bed till noon, 
and by that considerate indolence di- 
minish the number of idlers who en- 
cumber the busy population of our 
towns. I tie my neckcloth my own 
tie — and give an impulse to the ma- 
nufacture of muslin or the importa- 
tion of Bandanas. I breakfast at 
Tortoni*s, and by the delicacy of my 
choice produce an enlarged consump- 
tion. I bring Ortolans a la Provencale 
into fashion — or give a run to < Truffcs 
k ritalienne.* Thus a whole pro- 
vince is enriched by that one break- 
fast ; the population of Perigord, 
which had long languished in idleness, 
is occupied at full wages in digging 
trifles. I have made equipages my 
study, and, as they flit by me, can an- 
nihilate or exalt with a wrinkle of 
my brow. No one has such an eye 
for the hang of a Phaeton, the sweep 
of a Tolento. A judgment delivered 
in ten words is a source of incalcula- 
ble riches to saddlers and coach- build- 
ers. I approve a certain style of har- 
ness, ana, behold! leather becomes 
dear — the breeders of Poissy double 
their stock, and the tanners are worked 
to death. 

«* I dine in the city," he continues, 
*' and hum a new air of Boieldieu or 
Bellini— a new ballad of Desangiers 
or Beranger. The copies are exhaust- 
ed next day, and the Muses themselves 
are included among the producers 
in the drawingroom. I am a grower of 
bon mots 5 a manufacturer of repar- 
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tees. I repeat the wittloifms of 
Brunet, the absurdities of Potier. 
* We must go and see them,' says all 
the world. The boxes of the theatre, 
which would have remained empty, 
are full to overflow — and the benefit 
is a bumper. If this is not to produce, I 
don*t know what is. If this is not to 
produce, political economy is a hum- 
bug, Adam Smith a ninny, and Malthus 
a spoon. Society ought surely to pay 
such producers — such models of civi- 
lisation, who, by their manners and 
bon ton, are the ornaments of a coffee- 
room — bring tailors into vog^e, em- 
bellish the Eioulevards or Bond Street 
—and supply the attentions which so 
many husbands are too much occupied 
to afford. Yes — *tis as an equivalent 
for these services, as compensation for 
the places we don*t possess — the for- 
tunes we have lost — the opportuutties 
we have missed — that we practise the 
art which will be detailed to you in 
this volume. And observe, sir, and 
through you let the British public ob- 
serve, that here we make no mention of 
•uch low and contemptible branches 
of the study as getting into debt for a 



woek*s rolls at the bakers, a pair of 
•hoes, or a new hat. Whoso does*Bt 
lift his soul above such pettinesses is 
unworthy to peruse my book." 

So with a loud tap on the drum, and a 
big trumpet- blow of self-triumph, does 
the Count conclude the paragraph. 
Sundry matters are afterwards detailed, 
to which these few pages will serve as 
note of preparation. What, indeed^ 
he in bodily shape may be, is to na un- 
known. Yet have we heard from those 
who have sojourned in Paris that he 
is exceeding comely, like a Freeoh 
angel, endowed with chin- forest and 
broad shoulders, and a profuse show of 
chains. Some, also, have lamented 
that in this instance, nature did not de- 
part from her usual niggardliness in 
the article of fingers and thumbs, as 
from being limited to merely ten, he 
is forced to crowd each of them with 
three rings, which would be some- 
what more tastefully arranged if he 
had had thirty fingers, and one ring 
only on each. But with these high 
mysteries we meddle not, and proe^d 
to the next chapter. 



Chaptek III. 
Wherein the Art i$ Explained. 



Corsican Bonaparte, say rather the 
Emperor Napoleon, war-comet glar- 
ing through yon murky atmosphere, 
and *mid the death-darkness casting a 
light, which, though dreadful, was a 
beacon to the voyagers over yon 
Anarch sea, was watched on his first 
appearing with dread, and fear, and 
terror ; by fewest, with love or hope. 
But soon in the cloudy firmament ap- 
neared other stars — red-hued like 
Mars, and Soult, and Massena, and 
Ney, were the planets of that new 
heaven. Fiery meteors, swamp-born, 
flitted over stagnant blood-pools, and 
among these, drummer Langlet, called 
familiarly 2'igre de V Enjer, or hell- 
tiger, was famous in his humbler 
^bere. What on great scale was per- 
formed in unkinged Portugal, or 
double-kinged Spain, by marshals and 
heroes ; when pictures and jewels and 
(whimper it not loudly in ear of crowd- 
huzzaed veteran) uncounted vulgar 
coin were transferred from orphan 
Libbon, or dark-roomed EfcuriiJ, to 
modem Paris dwellings of Jonots and 



the rest — what in this wholesale and 
magnanimous manner was practised by 
great and noble, was at long distance 
imitated by hell-tiger Langlet of the 
guards. For him Murillos, nor Claudes, 
nor Titians had any charms ; nation- 
al treasuries were what he did not 
dream of; yet, what little was with- 
in his power he did. Fowis and pigs 
were the utmost of his exactions in 
the Commissariat Department, — nor 
were peasant's ear-rings, nor bard- 
won earnings left unadmired ; and 
with gallant playfulness (which bad 
earned for him his pet appellation of 
tiger), not loath was he with sword 
or musket to maintain the glory of the 
grande nation, by hewing down, or 
else shooting through the head, who- 
soever, and of what sex soever, re- 
sisted his commands. There is some- 
thing so inspiring of military ardour 
in the sound of a drum, that we need 
not wonder to find drummer Langlet 
so heroic. Pity that Napoleon 
grudged such delectations to less men 
Jkwa, the marabala | «mI pity also tliat . 
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cord in French armifis is plentiful, 
and trees in Spain fertile in strong 
branches ; for the combination of 
these three things — Napoleon, rope, 
tree — cut off heroic Langlet in the 
full march of his fame. No history 
contains any record of what his last 
thoughts were fixed on, as he rapidly 
ascended the Galilean oak, with 
hempen cravat | and we will, there- 
fore, guess that they reverted to his 
brave boy, whom, with his mother, he 
had left behind him in the Faubourg 
de St Antoine. Brave boy! bright 
mother! whose admiration of Paris 
architecture and general philanthropy 
were so great, that she did nothing 
but walk the streets, seeking whom 
she might overwhelm with hospitality. 
But she also became displeasing to 
certain ill-natured functionaries, who 
treated her with a harshness unworthy 
of a nation famed for its politeness, 
and in short time tho boy was an 
orphan. He grew up ; and many 
who remember the hell-tiger of the 
guards, with his bushy beard and 
thick mustachios, his broad shoulders, 
and his peculiar taste in rings, are 
somewhat incredulous about the nobi- 
lity uf Monsieur Le Compte Hypolite 
Montmoreoci de St Leon. With this 
affdir of genealogy, however, we have 
little to do. Our correspondent is, of 
course, the best judge on such sub- 
jects, and we are satisfied that he is 
what he has told us. With what 
high morality, nor less wbdom, worthy 
of one who is under the presidency 
of magnanimous Pasquier, does he 
open I • 

Property has been hitherto but 
carelessly defined by the laws, and is 
much more extensive in its significa- 
tion than is supposed. Lawyers will 
tell you that they dbtinguish pro- 
perry into movable and immovable 
(mohihtre tt immobilitre) ; hence, 
the miserable prejudice that makes it 
depend on certain quantities, more or 
less, of acres of land, pieces of plate, 
sumptuous furniture, or bags full of 
gold ; so that, under this pitiful sys- 
tem, character, talent, education, are 
considered infinitely inferior to a land- 
measuring chain, a silver- weighing 
scale, and an inventory. Nothing 
than this theory is so incomplete. 
The fact is, that independently of 
these elements of property (whion, we 
grant, are of some value in their way), 
there are many more real an4 more 
inoonteetible. For InstaBce— 
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From twenty-five to thirty-five years 
of age — 

Thirty-two teeth the colonr of snow 

A constitution of iron — 
A stomach of bronze — 

Broad chest and strong arms 

Whiskers, black and bushy.. 
And a calf seven inches in diameter. 

The philosophic English, who have 
preceded us by many centuries in the 
science of legislation, have adopted 
this idea. They recognise personal 
property in their statute books, and 
consider it on a perfect equality with 
real or immovable property. That 
this system is the true one — the only 
one sanctioned by virtue and religion, 
this one argument will sufiice to 
prove, — *' It is Nature herself that 
bestows this property — are we to go 
against Nature and make her legacy 
useless ? to deny the value of her gift ? 
to dishonour her bills, as if we doubted 
her handwriting or the solvency of her 
afi'airs ?" Never I never I Yet is not 
Nature a mother kind alike to all,— i 
she has her favourites, and makes 
heirs of the sons she likes best. In 
this design she calls society to her aid, 
for it would be absurd to suppose that 
to the whole number we have stated—. 
namely, a hundred thousand souls in 
France alone — she gives equal for- 
tunes. To some she gives a draft on 
society, who is her banker, for one 
amount; to another, for a different 
one. We regard, in this disquisition, 
only the more highly favoured, on 
whom she settles an amount yielding 
an annuity of ten thousand francs. 
The tables wUl be equally applicable 
to those who have only half tnat sum, 
or a quarter of it, in the proportion of 
ten tu five ; or ten to two and a half. 
In England, a richer country, the 
documents will be equally available, 
understanding by francs guineas or 
sovereigns. Taking it for granted, 
then, that society will be willing to 
pay at the rate of five per cent on the 
original capital, we perceive that the 
fortune of the man, comtne il faut, 
must be estimated at two hundred 
thousand francs. This is made up of 
the following funds :-. 

1. His physical qualities. 

2. His education. 

3. His disposition or character. 

In pursuance of the first br^eh of the 
aubject we CAn*t go wrong in eitimal* 

Digitized by VjUU VIC 



620 

ing the qualities already enumerated 
at the following sums :— 

Fivc-and-twenty to five-and- 

thirty years of age, . 10,000 

Height, from five feet ten to 

six feet, . , . 5000 
Thirty-two teeth (snow white) 

50 per tooth, . . 1600 

Constitution of iron, . . 6000 

Stomach of bronze, . . 3000 

Broad chest and strong arms, 3000 

^ Whislters, black and bushy 

(500 a-piece), . . 1000 

Calf seven inches in diameter, 2400 
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Total personal property, re- 
presenting a capital of . 32,000 

No political economist can dbpute 
these valuations. Every one who pos- 
sesses the above items should, there- 
fore, consider himself in the possession 
of a capital of from thirty to thirty- 
five thousand francs, and entitled to 
live at the rate (in so far as they are 
concerned) of somewhere about fifteen 
hundred francs a-year. I put a most 
moderate yalue on these noble pro- 
perties, and I know they would be 
snapt up " by many an old banker and 
vieille marquise if they could get them 
at double the price.** And so for 
many more pages does the young 
count take notice of his inheritance, 
as some of earth*s more fortunate 
children look over their estates. By 
fewest will it be thought that his esti- 
mate is exorbitant, for have there not 
been in our own land Hertfords and 
Queensberrys who would have given 
the thirty- two thousand pounds (at 
which such properties are estimated 
in England) for the loan of them for 
a single year ? What marchionesses, 
whether old or young, might consider 
them worth in our moral and delicate- 
minded country, far be it from us to 
guess. Yet if, as Count Hypolite 
supposes, the vieilies marquises desire 
such things for their own personal im- 
provement, our notions of female 
beauty must be different from the 
Parb standard. For, though we can 
appreciate, even in the softer sex, the 
advantages of a constitution of iron 
and stomach of bronze, we are puzzled 
what is to be done with the black and 
bushy whiskers, the broad shoulders, 
or even the calf seven inches in diame- 
ter. Such are the obscurities that 
arise from international ignorance; 
for who> in this sea-surrounded island 



— almost divided from the whole world 
— can solemnly predicate that French 
marchionesses (especially of the old r^- 
gime) did not sport whiskers and glo- 
rify themselves in gigantic legs ? 

After sundry deep observations, 
which, for brevity's sake, we preter- 
mit, gay Hypolite, not without deep 
yearnings after the intellectual ad- 
vancement of the species, gives his 
notions on the great subject of educa- 
tion. This he divides into two sorts : 

1 . Education by books. 

2. Education by the eyes. 

Of these he gives greatiy the pre- 
ference to the last. 

" Book education,** he says, ** fur- 
nishes but few recruits to the class of 
men comme it faut — (parenthetically 
let us translate this phrase in the lan- 
guage of Hibernian Curran, * the 
Clean Potato,*) — for book education 
supposes a degree of knowledge in- 
compatible with genteel life — an ac- 
quaintance with our own language 
oeep and searching as Voltiire*s or 
Southey's — of Greek likeThucydides's, 
or the Bishop of Lichfield's — of Latin 
like Cicero's or Niebuhr's. They are 
not content with mathematics unless 
they know as much of them as Bab- 
bage — of astronomy, unless they are 
as familiar in the milky way as Her- 
schel or Arago. What use can be 
made of such impracticable spoons? 
They lodge in a triangle, dine on an 
experiment, and sup on a problem ; 
glass in hand they gaze round the 
theatre, where all the performers are 
stars ; attend soirees among the con- 
stellations ; have * Jupiter for their 
friend and Venus for their mistress. 
A pair of stout shoes and a biscuit is 
ample provision for such mortals. But 
the Eye education is the proper sys- 
tem for the Clean Potato, and is al- 
ready far more generally cultivated 
than the other. Nor do a few terms 
spent at college materially interfere 
with it ; for a sprinkling of such scho- 
lastic phrases as 'gyp,' 'scout,* 

* chum,' * procter,' * oak,* * commons,' 

* battels,* does, indeed, rather tend to 
place the eye education in a better light, 
and give an air of high scholarship to 
one's discourse. You know, vaguely 
enough (yet still you know), that Cicero 
is an orator, Virgil a poet, and Horace a 
wag. The name of Seneca has be- 
come so tiresome to you in the mouth 
of your tutor that you remember with- 
out difficulty he is a moralist ; Perseus 
and Juvenal (whom you have never 
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read) you feel certain were satirists ; 
and ^ou know as well as Monk or the 
Scaligers that Li?y is full and flowing, 
Sallust energetic and moral, and Taci- 
tus vigorous and concise. You can*t tell 
at what exact time those notables, and 
others you have an equal acquaint- 
ance with, lived and flourished ; but 
you know they were Romans, and 
were the Lions of ^/ic/en/ Rome. This 
fact is very useful to bear in mind, as 
it prevents you making any mistake 
between Ovid and Thomas Moore^ 
Scipio and General Evans, or Tacitus 
and Doctor Lingard. 

'' Your knowledge of life, in the mean- 
time, progresses the more rapidly the 
less you encumber yourself with books. 
You know the best hotels, get admit- 
tance behind the scenes, attend Persi- 
ani*8 rehearsals, and have a private 
view of the Bayaderes before their 
public appearance. You know the cut 
of a coat, and the shape of a pdr of 
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trowsera better than Stultz or Ash- 
ton, — ^the flavour of wine the moment 
the cork is drawn, and can give the geo- 
graphy of the Palais Royal more cor- 
rectly than Malte Brun or Major Ren- 
nel could give the geography of the 
world. I say nothing of your judg- 
ment in horse-fleshy in beauty, in 
music ; nor of your power of small 
talk and paying compliments, — nor 
even of your gaUopading better than 
Coulon, or waltzing like a Russian 
SecreUury ; — nor do I mention other 
accomplishments, which, of course, you 
possess ; for who is there left in this 
breathing world who can neither scrape 
on a fiddle nor whistle with a flute ? **-^ 
His education — (in addition to the 
physical properties mentioned before) 
represents to the Clean Potato ca^ 
pital of sixty-eight thousand francs, 
giving a sum-total under both heads 
of one hundred thousand francs, or an 
income of five thousand a-year. 



CHAPTEa III. 
Wherein the Art isjurther developed* 



Was \tf when James Watt was slum- 
bering in cradle in the far north, re- 
vealed by stars (prophet- voiced, though 
inaudible to our ears), that by that 
chubbv infant should be dragged forth 
from bid caverns where unknown it 
lurked, the Steam Giant, and subject- 
ed to man*s dominion, carrying him 
over illimitable seas, storm-defving ? 
Or were the heavens illuminated with 
no star-manuscript, as if James Watt 
had been but Jack Robinson or Tom 
Smith? Strange subject for contem- 
plation is it, — the earth-destiny of men, 
say fitliest children ; so unknown while 
yet in long clothes, — so unsearchable 
by closest observation, either of planet, 
aspect in sky, or bumps on small cra- 
nium. M(ho could tell whether two- 
month-old Napoleon would overturn 
king's seats and elevate new ones, or 
simply, as village carpenters, repair 
old chairs, or in busier moments make 
them ? Small difference perceptible at 
six weeks old, between Wellington 
and Espartero ; nor even at quarter 
of a year between Pitt and Melbourne. 
So, — before years and experience had 
developed the faculties in young Count 
HypoUte, difficult, almost impossible 
would it have been to decide with cer- 
tainty, whether he would not creep 
through life as uselessly as Thiers, or 
turn out the benefactor of his species— i 
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the Truth-finder, more honourable 
than Ring or Kaiser. The few doubts 
that over our mind hung — ^like mist on 
high hill — are now tiUssolved before 
those sun-bright verities ; and grate- 
ful are we .that the author has made 
us the channel for such fructifying 
truth-streams; deeply also do we pray 
that whatever pecuniary benefit may 
result from the sale of hb volume, may 
find its way to him,— yet more than du- 
bious are we on such a subject — mean- 
time we can but recommend. Needless 
isit of this high argument to give all the 
minute detaOs. Knowledge of life- 
French, Paris life — is visible in every 
page, and a wild gleam is thrown over 
those solid Thought masses, but whe- 
ther by a flame thrown upward in jets 
and ontburstings, from the Satanic fire- 
lake of irony and contempt, or else by 
the mild sparkling of wit, we cannot 
always determine. The character and 
disposition are assessed in the fourth 
chapter of the Treatise at a hundred 
thousand francs, completing the natiy 
ral inheritance of the man comme tl 
faut, or Clean Potato. As all men 
have their dispositions {humetirs) di- 
vided into sulkinesses (fiouderies) and 
gaieties, he recommends such an am- 
ple discharge of the former in solitude^ 
or on the heads of unfortunate lackey 
or groomi as to leave free scope for 
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tho gaietiet before the eyes of the 
world. Yet in no chapter is Count 
Hjpolite so altogether sensible and 
straightforirard as in that entitled 
The Borrower (JL^Emprunteur) ; and 
gratifying is it beyond all things to 
lis, as lovers of our country^ to find 
the rhapsodic poetic manner in which 
he Uuds England and the national 
debt in reference to this subject. 

«' What I" he ezolaims> «< shall we 
be told that what is justy honourable^ 
noble in a nation^ shall in an indivi- 
dual be thought mean or base ?— Na- 
tionsy*^ he addsi in a spirit of recondite 
discovery worthy of Macculloch, '^ are 
but collections of individuals, and 
therefore what enriches the whole (as 
the debt has undoubtedly done to Eng- 
land) it nwst be patriotic in indivi- 
duals to practise.'* — ''The power/* he 
says* *^ which enabled the Sea- Queen 
to build her vast throne upon the wa>- 
ters — to struggle iBquo Marie with 
embattled Europe — to conquer the In- 
dies — chain the colonies or the world 
to her footstool, and cast down the 
Battle- God Napoleon, had this (the 
borrowing system) for its basis."— 
Then follows a strain of panegyric, 
which we despair of imitating, and 
therefore omit altogether, on the only 
standard a true phllanthropbt would 
fight under-'tbe lily fiag and the tri- 
color, and even the eagles, being little 
worth in the comparison — **Udrapeau 
du credit.^* 

High-reaching efforts after the sub- 
lime require some relaxation (as people 
become sleepy on the lofty summit of 
Chimborazo), and so Count Hypolite 
lays himself down and murmurs gentle 
words in a sort of half-sleep. Wisdom 
among the ancients was typified by an 
owl, a somnolent-looking fowl; and 
accordingly Owl Hypolite snores pla- 
titudes like a true political economist. 
'' 11 faut,** he saysy ** surtout vous en- 
d^ter, eonfonnement auz saines id^ 
d*^conomie politique qui veulent une 
sage division des rieheeses." '' It ia 



evident,** he continues, '' that there are 
many people who have too much, and 
many more who have too little. Su- 
perabundance and deficit are the an- 
tagonist principles between which some 
medium b to be established. To con- 
tract debts among people who have 
too little, what is that but to increaae 
the disorder ? 'Tis to add to tho mis- 
fortunes of the unfortunate.'* 

To contract debts, on the other 
hand, amon^ people who have too 
much— this is to establish the equili^ 
brium. If, for instance, the Clean 
Potato, whose shoes begin to gape» 
thinks, foolishly, of having a patch 
put to them by the cobbler in bis mi- 
serable stall, and allows the poor devil 
to whistle for his paynient, he commits 
a crime, a sacrilege, a murder. Mere- 
ly to have dry feet he deprives the poor 
wretch of his cheese to his brown 
bread, and of his pint of half-and-half. 
..Let him have his tops of Hoby*4iis 
pumps of Dean and Davis — his Hes- 
sians of Sakosky — do those gentle- 
men dine less sumptuously — drink a 
pint of claret the less, or sport a nag 
the fewer? — With them there b a m- 
perabundance of leather ; while with 
the cobbler in his stall there b a deficit. 
But not content with thb scientifio 
arrangement of hb subject, the Cotmt 
grows still more laboured in hb ex- 
planations. Minuteness b a charac- 
terbtic of all philosophers. To him 
an emmet b aa gigantic an o^ect of 
contemplation as an elephant: — and 
careful Hypolite subdivides hb super- 
abundances*- from which a certain per 
centage b exactable by the Clean Po- 
tato—into these three heads :— 
Surabondances Budgetaires, 
Surabondances Commerciales, 
Surabondances Patrimonialea— 
The first comprehends all place- 
holders .- employes -» Mlnbters of 
State — marshab — ambassador! •« 
judges. The second to which a whole 
chapter b devoted, comprehends .. but 
we will transcribe it entire i— • 



*' SoaABONDANCES COMMEECIALES. 

Rdiaez mrni ChapUre de LEwprw^Uw.^^ 



Ominous and pregnant chapter,'-.* 
not less short than pithy. The Sur^ 
abondanui patrmoniides are wine- 
cellars, parUidgts, hunters, ooimtrj 
houses, seats in curricles, and other 
adTantagei oontAHgeut on a fentlemaa 



ofihiekbrainsand broad acres. These 
are, as it were, floating capitals — or 
rather more waifs and strays, which 
to the Clean Potato (who may call 
himself Lord of the Manor, wherever 
«aefa thingt are uiteroepted) appertak 
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of just right and possession. Pass we 
now to the conclusion or summing up, 
where, in high judgment chair, the 
author recapitulates his instructions. 

'• Beloved pupil, yea, heart's brother 
of my soul," he exclaims, — «« if jouhave 
studied this book attentively, as books 
are seldom studied now, except at 
Newmarket, you will perceive that 
naked as you were born, you possess 
a capital of two hundred thousand 
francs " (Anglice, guineas.) 

** That none but fools unacquainted 
with Adam Smith and M. Say, can 
pretend that you are useless, or a bur- 
den on society ; since I have proved 
to you that you produce. 

•« That in placing your fbrtune at 
legal interest, your income is ten thou- 
sand a-year. 

** That this income must be furnished 
to you voluntarily ;— (for you will 
find that gentlemen of your profession 
are generally in favour of the volun- 
tary system In all things ;) and paid 
to you, either in money or equiva- 
lents, by those superabundant fortunes 
where money is unprofltably heaped 
up, and kept out of general circula- 
tion ; in return for which the owners 
of them receive from you counsel, so- 
ciety, amusement, and not unfrequent- 
ly fashion and notoriety. 

" And, finally, that for the attainment 
of this income you have no power of 
distraint, except what is furnished by 
good looks, good manners, strict mo- 
ral character, exquisite taste in dress, 
untiring good-humour, and high 
standing in Crockford*s or Almack's. 
I think I have created for you an 
enviable existence; spoil it not I 
entreat you. Preserve the noble in- 
dependence that befits a Clean Po- 
tato. Ask no office under Govern- 
ment ; no secretaryship to a commis- 
sion ; no inspectorship save of sweet 
faces and fair forms. With even half 
your income and moderate economy 
you will do very well. You are in a 
free condition ; take no trouble save 
how to enjoy life the most. Rise late; 
breakfast and dine copiously ; saunter 
idly, or canter gaily, they are excel- 
lent for the digestion ; be steady, re- 
gular> sober ; go out occasionally to 



tea with pious ladies ; squeeze their 
hands when they talk of heaven, you 
will find the efiects of it in their wills. 
The nature of your fortune puts you 
beyond the chance of uneasiness. Let 
stocks rise or fall, you are very little 
disquieted about the matter. You fear 
no poor-rates, excise- duties, income- 
tax. You are naturally assured 
against fires or shipwrecks, without 
having recourse to the Sun or Phce- 
nix. Finally, brother, be happy as a 
clear conscience, good appetite, and a 
total exemption from biliousness can 
make you ; and so farewell.** 

And farewell, Bonton, Count Hy- 
polite Montmorenci de St Leon, 
** sagest of moralists and usefullest 
of Frenchmen." If somewhat too 
clumsily we in our harsh Saxon« 
not unmixed with Gothic, nor even 
with Celtic-gputturals, have translated 
your tripping, light, hop-step- jump 
phrases, forgive us for the amity 
wherewith we did it. If (as thou 
threatenest or promlsest rather) thou 
shalt send us tne supplement to thy 
present work, the art of driving 
Duns (in French idiom, VArt d$ pro^ 
mener vos Creanciers) — we pray theo 
so far to exercise thy talents as to con- 
vey thy parcel to us by means of the 
ambassador's bag, for in tliis unen* 
lightened country there are few peo- 
ple so unwilling to be promene'tl&B the 
porters of the Bull and Mouth. What 
for thee can be done by puffing, or 
else by fair representations of thj 
merits and achievements, we will do^ 
nay have already done. And when 
the International Library laws shall 
be perfected, and we shall (from the 
liberality of Maga) have received 

Payment for thy copyright, then, oh 
lypolite— guide at once and pattern 
in the ways of honour and virtue-* 
we shall owe it thee. Yesl in tho 
words of London's peripatetic phi- 
lauthropbts, who ever in open streets 
express their sympathy with fat Suf- 
folk or fat Devonshire Squire, whether 
in search of his hat, wind-blown from 
his head, or of his purse, finger-lifted 
from his pocketr-*<<* We wish you may 
get it." 
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The characters of Lord Glenelg* 
Lord Palmerston, aud the few other 
despicahle trimmers of the class to 
which those persons belong, are we 
beUeve^ well understood and duly ap- 
preciated by the country. It is right 
that it should be so. Fortunately, the 
class is T^ry small, and therefore pub- 
lic men generally are viewed by the 
people with feelings different to those 
excited by the Foreign Secretary and 
the other converted statesmen. If it 
were otherwise — if truckling the most 
mean, inconsistency the most glaring, 
selfishness the most grovelling, un- 
Bcrupulousness the most flagrant, were 
observable in many political leaders, 
the destinies of the nation would itvAj 
be confided to men unworthy of the 
least respect and the slightest respon- 
sibility. We pass by Lord Palmer- 
ston as one specimen of the tribe with 
that complete contempt which cvenr 
honest man in Europe necessarily feels 
for the beau- Talleyrand, the petty 
actor in the political stage, whose am- 
bition is to ape that lying and grasp- 
ing diplomatbt without even the abi- 
lity to copy his manners. But let 
Cupid revel on ; he is fit only for a 
Melbourne Ministry ; to that he is 
admirably suited ; there never can be 
another, and therefore the creature 
will die when the present crazy Cabi- 
net falls to pieces, though his name 
will live long in the land to serve as a 
synonym for selfishness and folly, or a 
byword for public scorn. We pass 
him by ; there can be no words fit 
for these pages and for his lordship 
too. We rejoice that even in this 
age of 0*Connellism we have not 
descended quite so low as that. But of 
Lord Glenelg, the sraoothed-toogued 
though somnolent Simon Pure, we 
must say a very few words, if only 
for old acquaintance sake. He came 
into public life ushered in by an ex- 
cellent and honoured father ; a man 
who deservedly took his place with 
the Wilberforces and Thorntons of 
the time, both as a Christian and a 

Solitician; and, thus favourably intro- 
uced, he obtained the sympathy and 
regard of the people. He continued 
with the party to which his father was 
attached; he associated with suppor- 
ters of constitutional principles ; he 



obtained and remained in offices which 
were generously given before compe- 
tency was fully developed ; and he 
professed with warmth his ardent affec- 
tion for the civil institutions, and espe- 
cially for Uie religious establishments 
of the nation. But at length he began 
to falter ; signs appeared of probable 
changes, and he magnanimously resol- 
ved to follow, whithersoever it might 
lead, the uncertain current of popular 
feeling. Gradually he fell off more 
and more; first he temporized, then 
he trimmed; and lastly screwed up 
his courage to the sticlung point and 
resolved to adopt new connexions and 
new opinions. He had his reward. 
It is a true saying, *< A very small man 
as a Tory is a very great man as a 
Whig," and Charles Grant the refor- 
mer found it so. First he was made 
President of the Board of Control, 
then he rose to the post of Colonial 
Secretary, and finally, without much 
property, without a single claim to it, 
except the impossibility of re-election 
in Inverness-shire, he obtained the 
long coveted peerage. But that man 
must be strangely constituted who 
envies Lord Glenelg in his robes, or 
would follow him in his devious career. 
True, he is among the nobles of the 
land, but his path to power was over 
every barrier honour and public spirit 
could present ; true, he is a ruler of 
this vast empire, but the process of his 
personal aggrandizement has been to 
crouch to the prosperous, and to aban- 
don the weak. But here we will let 
him pass too. Let him slumber still, 
insensible to shame. We merely wish 
to speak to the British public, to tell 
them the evils his pernicious influence 
has produced, to unveil the imbecility 
of his policy, and to ask seriously if 
they are indeed content any longer to 
trust in a Colonial Secretary who has 
sacrificed principle after principle, and 
perilled colony after colony ; who }& 
treacherous enough to apply doctrines 
and attempt schemes abroad which he 
does not venture to mention at home ; 
who tampers with the loyalty of the 
well-affected, and g^ves hopes to the 
conspiracies of the rebels in every cor- 
ner of the dominions to which his 
trelnbling sway is now unhappily ex- 
tended? We do not wish to enter on 
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the threadbare subject of Canada mis- 
rule, or to comment on proceedings 
which may be summed up in the single 
sentence — a Gosford was sent to tran- 
quillize and a Durham to secure. But 
much, very much remains for conside- 
ration, even when this black history is 
neglected. It is to this matter we now 
proceed, premising only that we shall 
attempt to show uiai Lord Glenelg's 
Colonial proceedings have been of the 
same character, and therefore entitled 
to the same odium as the other mea- 
sures of the present Government. ' A 
more bitter condemnation cannot be 
recorded than this. It will be seen 
that Popery has been favoured, Pro- 
tostantbm heavily discouraged, and 
democratic systems established; that 
folly in some places, and something 
worse elsewhere, have weakened the 
power of England in every foreign 
possession of the Crown. 

When Sir William Molesworth, 
during last session, brought forward 
his motion against the Colonial Office,* 
Sir George Grey, as under-secretary, 
undertook the defence, and conducted 
it in his usual confident and self-com- 
placent manner. He did not attempt 
to answer much that was alleged, but 
contrived, by a multitude of sounding 
words, to bear down all opposition. 
" Attack Lord Glenelg ?*' he exclaim- 
ed ; *' nothing can be more unfair 
and more unjust. Consider how much 
good he has done ; look at Newfound- 
land; why, he is so popular there 
that the House of Assembly have 
voted a si|m of money to procure his 
portrait.** And so Uiey had. The 
clap-trap told in the House of Com- 
mons ; It was thought that, after all, 
his Lordship had some bright spots in 
his character, and had done some 
good in his official station. But a 
very few months passed before the 
whole truth was discovered ; and never 
did truth more completely convict a 
statesman of miserable misjudgment, 
or of a more gross dereliction of pub- 
lic duty. We challenge the whole 
history of this country to produce a 
more flagrant case of misgovemment 
than Newfoundland presents. We 
ask no better evidence than we find 
there of the tendency of " liberal *' 
opinions ; we cannot find, even in the 
narratives of the French Revolution, 
more striking and disgraceful speci- 
mens of the tyranny of the many over 
the few. The facts are simply these. 
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uid we ask our readers to mark, 
learn, and inwardly digest them. 
Newfoundland is a colony, with a 
population of 75,000 persons, half 
Protestant and half Roman Catholic ; 
but this population is a fluctuating 
one. For instance, Irish emigrants, 
who are going to the United States 
or to Canada, very frequently first 
cross over to Newfoundland, and after 
making a little money, by two or 
three seasons of fishing, proceed on- 
ward to their destination. Five or 
six years back, the Papbts, finding 
themselves pretty strong in the co- 
lony, and well backed at home, peti- 
tioned for a " Parliament.'* The 
Whigs, urged by the pressure from 
without, conceded it; and on the 
terms of the petitioners, which were 
simply that all persons having resided 
one year in the colony should have 
the franchise! Thus at once was 
there established a svstem as near as 
possible to universal suffrage. The 
consequences which any reasonable 
man could have predicted, of course, 
followed. The Popbh priests agita- 
ted, excommunicated, and harangued, 
while the Protestants were disunited. 
The House of Assembly was, there- 
fore, entirely Popish, and its fifteen 
members were prepared to obey the 
behests of their spiritual pastors. 
Charges were sent home against the 
Chief-Justice Boulton, and, after the 
Whig fashion, he was ordered home 
by Lord Glenelg to be tried by the 
Privy Council. He was acgtfitted, 
hut dismissed. The order in Council 
b so true a specimen of the conduct 
of our present rulers, that we subjoin 
it. They 

** See the right, and yet the wrong por- 
fue.** 

The Chief-Justice b innocent, the 
charges are false ; but he is unpopu- 
lar, he has been excommunicated from 
the altar by the priests in the presence 
of Mrs Boulton, and, therefore, his 
doom b sealed by the O'Connell 
Cabinet, and he falb a victim to their 
cowardice and folly. 
■ « 

(cOPT.) 

** At the Court at Buckingham Palace, 
the 5th day of July, 1838 ; present— the 
Queen's Most Excellent Majesty, Lord 
Chancellor, Lord President, Lord Stew- 
ard, Eari of Albemarle, Eari of Mhito, 
Viscount Palmerston, Yiicount Howick, 
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Lord Holland, Lord Hill, Lord Glenelj, 
Sir John Hobhonse, Bart, Mr Chancellor 
of the Exchequer. 

" Whereas there was this day read at 
the Board a Report from the Right Ho- 
nourable the Lords of a Committee of the 
Privy Council, dated this day, In the 
words following, yit, : 

** * In reporting to your Majesty upon 
the memorial your Majesty has been 
pleased to refer to us from your Majesty's 
Commons of Newfoundland in General 
Assembly convened, we think it right in 
tho first place to state, that we have not 
found any thing to justify the tone adopt- 
ed in the prayer of the memorial, that 
your Mt^esty would be pleased to purify 
the bench of justice In Newfoundland by 
the removal of the Chief-Justice, inas- 
much as we have not found any ground 
for imputing to the Chief- Justice any cor* 
rupt motive, or intentional deviation from 
his duty as a judge : and we feel it in- 
cumbent upon us to express disapproba- 
tion at the language and conduct adopted 
towards the Chief- Justice, as being" un- 
just towards him personally, and incon- 
sistent with the respect due to the high 
ofBce he was filling. We regret, how- 
ever, to be under the necessity 6f report- 
ing, that we have found In some of the 
transactions brought under our conside- 
ration, so much of indiscretion in the 
conduct of the Chief- Justice, and that he 
has permitted himself to participate so 
much in the strong feelings which ap- 
pear, unfortunately, to have influenced 
the different parties in the colony (al- 
though we do not find that his judicial 
decisions have been aflected thereby), 
that we feel It our duty to state, that we 
think it will be inexpedient that he should 
be continued in the office of Chief-Justice 
of Newfoundland.' 

•* Her Majesty having taken the said 
report into consideration, was pleased, by 
and wiA the advice of her Privy Council, 
to approve thereof, and of what is therein 
recommended, and to order, as it is here- 
by ordered, that the Right Hon. Lord 
Glenelg, one of her Majesty's Principal 
Secretaries of State, do signify to Chief- 
Justice Boulton, her Majesty's pleasure 
thereon. 

(Signed) *' C. GRivitLi." 



When this news reached Newfound- 
land how was it received ? The^ Po- 
pish bishop ordered a Te Deum to be 
chanted, and the Popish priests cursed 
the Chirf-Justice from the chapel al* 
tar» in the presence of his lady, who 



is ft Roman CathoHo. The whole 
story, with the affecting address of 
Mrs Boulton, in vindication of her 
husband^s honour, will be found in our 
extracts from the Newfoundland pa- 
pers. We giro tho Te Deum order 
and the curse here : — 
( ' ' The Chief- Justice is now and has been 
for some months past in England for the 
purpose of answering the infamous charges 
which the House of Assembly of New* 
foundland had dared to prefer against 
him ; but what has been the conduct of 
the priests, Sunday after Sunday, with 
respect to that individual who stands so 
high in the estimation of all the respect- 
able inhabitants ? In the presence of his 
amiable wife, who has regularly perform- 
ed her devotions in the chapel, they have 
poured out the grossest abuse upon him, 
and last Sunday, when infbrmation had 
been received that the Chief-Justice 
would not again return to the colony, 
Father Troy observed at first mass.-* 

•* • I have a 7> Deum after each of the 
masses, to return God thanks for the re- 
moval of Boulton ; I hope ye will join in 
the prayer, fbr he was tried and condemn- 
ed, and most §hamefuily condemned. 
Every other country has had its scourge 
from heaven — the cholera morbus, or some 
ether pestilence — but we had worse than 
all ; we had Boulton, the greatest of all 
pestilence. That is the reason we shall 
have the hymn of thanksgiving for the re- 
moval of the greatest of scourges. Now 
^observed Troy) let him go to the Cana- 
das, that he helped to set in a blaze !* 

'*• Father Walsh, at second mass, gave 
a lengthy discourse on the same subject, 
in language the most coarse and vulgar ; 
and, as it would appear, delighted in 
doing so, as Mrs Boulton was present. 
He concluded his • sermon * with the ibl- 
lowing pious and holy prayer :-» 

'* * May the curse of God and the con- 
gregation pursue and attend him (Judge 
Boulton) to his last moments 1 1 May the 
vengeance of heaven fall on the devoted 
bead of that wretch, who sent tome before 
their Maker before their time, and who 
robbed you of your wages, and would rob 
you of your lives if he could 11'" 

The plain meaning of this is deariy^ 
that the accusers of the Chief-Justice 
are without excuse fbr their hosdlitj 
to Mr Boulton, but, being as powerAil 
in the province as they are preju- 
diced, their word must be law. The 
Bishop has only to say, «' Sic toIo, sie 
jubeo^tet pro rationeTolnntas."* 



. * As a sequel to this most gross act of misgovemment on the part of Lord Glenelg 
and his ooUeagoes, we append the fbUowing extraot from the Heeordot S^E»tember 
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It may be easily imagined that this 
success emboldened the Popish dema- 
gogues. Some time after a Mr Kieley^ 
a member of the House of Assembly, 
used some expressions against the 
priests, and was at onee sent to jail 
on a charge of breach of privilege. 
He appli^ for the benefit of the 
Habeas Corpus Act, and the Judge, 
Mr LiUey, having discovered the total 
infbrmality of the Speaker's warrant, 
ordered the High Sheriff to release 
him. What, then, will our readers 
think was the course pursued by the 
liberal House of Assembly? They 
aotu^Uly tore the Judge from the 
bench, and sent him also, and the 
High Sheriff to prison, on the same 
ridiculous charge as Mr Kieley had 
encountered 1 Of course, the Gover- 
nor, who is a man of spirit, released 
them, and prorogued the House of 
Assembly ; but we ask Lord Glenelg, 
if he thought proper, when it was too 
late, to abolish for a season the House 
of Assembly in Lower Canada, mere- 
ly for revising the supplies, will he 
have the courage now to show that he 
dares, in defiance of his Popish allies, 
to prove his disapprobation of the 
Newfoundland Whig-Radical Parlia- 
ment ? And we further ask all men 
to look on this little affair as an evi- 
dence of what liberalism means when 
put into practice, and professed by the 
ambitious supporters of the Romish 
superstition? But this is not all. New* 
foundland is a favoured spot for Popery, 
and, accordingly, we find a Popish Bi- 
shop paid partly by the local Legisla- 
ture, and partly by the English House 
of Conmions ; but Lord ulenelg ne- 

? fleets all Protestant petitions, and there 
s, consequently, no Protestant bishop^ 
although the Protestants form not only 
half of the population, but also the 
most settled, industrious, intelligent, 
and wealthy portion of the community. 
The House of Assembly, following 
Lord Glenelg's example, leave the 
Protestants to the casual, the tempo- 
rary, and insufficient supply of the 
Society for the Propagation of the 



Gospel in foreign parts j but Popery, 
as we have said, has its bishop, and, 
we may add, no lack of minor teachers 
of bigotry and idolatry. Lord Glenelg 
calls himself a Liberal, and advocates 
general education ; yet he proves his 
sincerity by leaving the people of 
Newfoundland without hornbook or 
schoolmaster, and therefore the British 
public are compelled to establish and 
support a Newfoundland school so- 
ciety. His Lordship is slumbering in 
the quiet enjoyment of place and pay, 
or if he awake, it is only to dismiss a 
Chief-Justice, to recall a Sir Francis 
Head, or to palliate the conduct of Mr 
Turton . The people of Newfoundland 
are left to the mercy of a tyrannical 
popular Assembly, based upon prin- 
ciples whioh the Whigs, with Lord 
Glenelg amonf the loudest, profbss to 
deprecate in England. The admini- 
strators of Justice are fklsely accused, 
and are then beggared and dismissed 
beoause the Secretary for the Colonies 
cannot find sufficient spirit to punish 
the perjurers, and is not firm enough 
to resist their demands. The Pro- 
testant Church is left without help or 
aid ; the petitions of the Protestant 
population are unheeded ; and the 
Papists, flushed with triumph and en- 
couraged by past success, are pam- 
pered with honours and public grants ; 
while they are boasting of their Li- 
beralism they are trampling on free- 
dom I while they are talking of their 
notable Voluntary principle, they are 
screwing as much as possible fVom the 
weakness or liberality of the local 
Legislature and the home Govern- 
ment. Such is the result of Whig 
misrule in Newfoundland, such Is 
modern Liberalism, such is Popery. 
But let it not be thought that we point 
now to a single example which standi 
alone among nations. Par from it. 
The principles of disorganization now 
rifo and popular in Newfoundland 
are, in fiMt, the very same prineiplei 
that are now agitating Europe. Turn 
to the Netherlands, and enquire what 
broke up that union, making Belgium 



20, ** in order to show what sort of priests they were, for whose gratifleation Chief- 
Justice BouUon was dismissed ; and we may also add, that it is well to remember that 
the arbitrary dismissal of a Judge by the Crown is not only unjust in itself, but contrary 
also to English law. U was one of the first, aa it was one of the most eieellent acts of 
George III. to render Judges independent ; bvt this priaeiple it appears must now he 
rabvtrted by ' friends of fk«edom,' to please a Feplsk IbetioB." 
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a separate kingdom? Popery using 
democracy as its instrument. What 
is now disturbing Ireland? — Popery 
pretending to peculiar Liberalism. 
What is exciting Prussia? — Popery 
in alliance with revolutionary doc- 
trines. What caused the Canadian 
revolt ? — Popery availing itself of de- 
mocratic theories and popular discon- 
tents. Poor Lord Glenelg is answer- 
able> certainly, for the late events in 
Newfoundland, but the extent of his 
offence is infatuation. He believed all 
Popery professed, he believed all its 
fine and plausible professions, and he 
continues deluded even after it has 
thrown off its disguises, and changed 
from adherence to democracy — to prac- 
tical despotism. Chief- Justice Boulton 
differs nothing whatever from Baron 
Smith, save in name. Against both 
the Papists have made virulent as- 
saults ; both have been dragged before 
partial tribunab to give account of 
conduct on the Bench ; both have 
been acquitted of the charges, and both 
persecuted. It is true that, by the 
energy of the Conservatives, Baron 
Smith (whose case is doubtless in the 
recollection of our readers) was saved ; 
but Chief-Justice Boulton fell by the 
oppressive mandate of a new Star- 
Chamber — a certain new court of 
Privy Council, at whose bar it now 
appears the most distinguished sub- 
jects are liable to be dragged and dis- 
graced. And this, forsooth, b liberal 
government! This is popular free- 
dom ! We bid the man in this country 
who has any thing to lose to look now 
at Newfoundland, and see there, in full 
and fair operation, the very princi- 
ples to which so many men of property 
are now unfortunately assenting. We 
bid the Voluntary, who, for his narrow, 
petty, and sectarian purposes, is now 
foolish enough to confederate with 
Popery, to look at that once peaceable 
colony, to see what has been the con- 
sequence of such a confederacy there, 
and to enquire seriously and earnestly 
whether similar unions at home can 
have any different result. Above all, 
we appeal to those who call themselves 
enlightened, who tell us so confidently 
that the days of religious intolerance 
are gone, and talk so glibly of all Po- 
j>ery is now capable of domg, to con- 
sider the lesson that Newfoundland 
teaches. If that be not sufficient, we 
turn then to Canada and Nova Scotia, 
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and request the Liberals to explain 
the anomalies there existing. 

It is well known that Lower Cana- 
da is chiefly peopled by Roman Ca- 
tholics. Their number is not less 
than 450,000, and they are distin- 
guished (as the populations of Popish 
countries always are) by the lowest 
superstition and the most profound ig- 
norance. The establbhed religion b 
Roman Catholic. There are five Po- 
pish Bishops with large incomes. 
Each parbh has one or more priests, 
with incomes averaging very nearly 
L.300 a-year. The parbh churches 
are Popbh and the cathedrab; and 
heavy grants have been made by the 
local legislature for Popbh purposes. 
Now look on that picture and on thb. 
In Upper Canada and Lower Canada 
together, the Protestant population 
now amounts to very nearly half a 
million of souls. The whole number 
of clergy b only eighty-nine, and 
these are now chiefly supported by 
voluntary contributions from Eng- 
land. In Upper Canada the number 
of persons to each clergyman is not 
more than 5000, but Uie number of 
square miles to each minister b not 
less than 1,600! Under these cir- 
cumstances, what has Lord Glenelg 
done to remedy an evil so enormous ? 
He has first, by a piece of thimblerig 
trickery, ingeniously contrived to cheat 
the Protestants of two thousand a- 
year which formerly went to the Bi- 
shop of Quebec. It seems that the 
late Bishop, a most pious and zealous 
man, found himself towards the end 
of his life unable to fulfil his onerous 
duties, and applied for a coadjutor. 
Accordiogly, a new bishopric (that 
of Montreal) was created, and L. 1000 
fixed as the annual salary. Soon after, 
the Bishop of Quebec died, and then 
Lord Glenelg refused either to fill up 
the See, or to give the L.2000 a-year 
the late Bbhop enjoyed, to the Bishop 
of Montreal. The inhabitants of Up- 
per Canada, upwards of 300,000 in 
number, then applied for a bishop for 
that district, as there was a Popish 
Bishop of Kingston. The petition 
was unheeded, the See of Quebec 
abolished, and the L.2000 a-year re- 
tained by the Liberal Government. 
Secondly, by an equally creditable 
proceeding he has thrown nearly the 
whole of t£e sixty clergymen in Upper 
Canada on the charity of the English 
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public. Formerly a grant was an- 
nually voted of L. 15,000, by the 
House of Commons, to the Society 
for the Propagation of the Gospel for 
the Upper Canada Clergy. In 1830 
this grant was first opposed by Lord 
Howick, a person who seems distin- 
guished by nothing except a most 
bitter, ravenous, and wrong-head- 
ed hostility to Protestant establish* 
ments every where. In 1831, Lord 
Althorp promised that thegrant should 
be reduced L.4000 a-year till it 
ceased. Thi^scheme was carried out, 
and in 183^^ under Lord Glenelg*s 
sanction, the grant ceased, with the 
exception of a small sum remaining 
for the lives merely of a few old cler- 
gymen. Thus the means of subsist- 
ence on which the sixty clergymen of 
Upper Canada almost entirely relied, 
to a very great extent ceased, and 
they were thrown upon a fund of about 
L.2000 a-year, called the Clergy Re- 
serves, a small sum from Government, 
and the liberality of the English peo- 
ple. Accordingly, the Upper Canada 
Clergy Society was established, and 
Mr Beltridge and others were sent 
over here as a deputation to obtain 
voluntary and charitable aid from the 
public. We believe the simple truth 
to be, that while in the two provinces 
of Canada, the Protestants and Ro- 
man Catholics are about equal in 
number, it is no exaggeration to say 
that the former have not nearly one" 
tenth the amount of public money en- 
joyed by the latter. We have heard 
of abuses, but never did we disco- 
ver one .worse than this. We have 
heard of reform, but never could we 
hear of a case more urgently de- 
manding reformation. It is said that 
Lord Durham, in that wonderful 
wisdom of which we hear so much 
and see so litUe, is preparing a plan 
for establishing a police force in Mon- 
treal. Perhaps, when that weighty 
and statesmanlike undertaking is ac- 
complished, his Lordship will deign to 
give a moment*s attention to the star- 
ving Protestant clergy and the abo- 
lished bishopric ; or more probably, 
he will, with true liberality, see whe- 
ther another " heavy blow** cknnot be 
dealt to the Protestant interest, and 
still more money procured for the 
Popish professors of the pure Volun- 
tary principle. But, bad as all this 
midoubtedly is, it will {mpear far 
worse when it is remembered that the 
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L. 15,000 has been withdrawn firom the 
Protestant clergy at the very time it 
was most needed. Between the first 
attack on the grant in 1830 and its 
cessation in 1635, 300,000 persons had 
emigrated to Canada. Sixty thou- 
sand more persons were annually en- 
tering the colony, and L.4000 less 
was granted each year to the clergy ! 
Nor was Canada sJone in feeling the 
effects of Whig- Radical Government. 
A college for the education of young 
men id the poor but important colony 
of Nova Scotia had for a long time 
been supported by an annual grant 
from the House of Commons. But it 
had one fault ; it was a Protestant 
school, under the patronage of the 
Bishop. An assault was therefore 
made on it, and Lord Glenelg, in obe- 
dience to the commands of his sup- 
porters on the Treasuiy benchps, 
withdrew the grant. Wmdsor Col- 
lege, long a seminary for sound educa^ 
tion, long a most useful institution, 
must now fall, because the Bible has 
been the foundation of its systein, and 
the Church of England Catechism has 
been taught to its inmates. It is not 
difficult to predicate that had another 
mode of education been adopted, no 
word whatever of anger would have 
escaped the lips of the Reformers, and 
no sentiment of •' hunger-bitten eco- 
nomy," would have been allowed to 
cause its demolition. Its fate was 
different. It taught the religion Lord 
Glenelg professes, and Lord Glenelg 
destroyed it for that reason. Wonder- 
ful magnanimity I Marvellous libera- 
lity I We need scarcely say that the 
Diissenters in Parliament very warmly 
approved of its doom. Mr Baines, for 
instance, was exceedingly eloquent, 
according to his fashion, on this and 
similar topics. When the vote for the 
** Church in Canada,** came before the 
House, and Mr O* Council, with pro- 
found dissimulation, knowing full well 
how richly the Canadian Papists were 
endowed, independenUy of their por- 
tion of that grant, declared his oppo- 
sition to i^aying tiiem any thing, and 
avowed his friendship for the Volun- 
tary principle, Mr Baines rose up to 
laud the learned Jesuit's consistency, 
and to protest against ^^ Dissenters 
payinflp for the Established Church in 
Canada.'* It mattered not to this 
** conscientious Dissenter** how much 
Popery received ; he said not a word 
even about the considerable share of 
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Popery in the petty gprant then under 
dlsouBsion. Oh no 1 he merely could 
think of the " Established Church in 
Canada,** meaning to hit hard at the 
Church of England, not knowing that 
all the time he was striking at Popery, 
for to that system does the " Esta- 
blished Church in Canada** alone be- 
long. Had he known thaU no word, 
no murmur would have escaped him ; 
he would hare Toted for it readily and 
aealously ; yes; as readily as he supports 
the endowment of the Popish College 
of Maynooth. We do, indeed, marvel 
not only at this gross inconsistency 
(though we know not why we should 
be surprised at any thing this Baines 
may choose to say), but also at the con- 
duct of the Dissenters in general with 
reference to Lord Glenelg's colonial 
misgoTernment. If in any parish 
there be a proposition to make a ne- 
cessary church-rate of a penny in the 
pound, being a charge, perhaps, on 
each dissenter therein of about two 
shillings a-year, how earnest, how 
active each individual becomes — how 
violently he protests against the prin- 
ciple of endowment I So, if there be 
a plan to endow new churches in 
peopled deserts, how loud, how eager, 
how determined, is the opposition of 
every voluntary to the scheme ! But 
then change the scene. Bring forth 
a plan to endow Popery — to endow 
dissent — ^to contribute to dissenting 
plans of education, or dissenting cha- 
pels, orPopish systems of education, and 
Popish priests, colleges, and bishops^ 
awav goes all the zeal, away goes all 
the determination— silent is all the cla^ 
mour-^nd from one end of the king* 
dom to the other, no petition, no whis* 
per, no discontent, is discovered. 

An instance of this kind occurs in 
the case of New South Wales, another 
theatre of Lord Glenelg*s proceedings. 
The Whigs, in 1888, were pleased to 
dissolve the church and school corpora- 
tion preparatory to new arrangements • 
but, in consequence of fluent changes 
in the Colonial Office, no despatch on 
the subject was sent out till Lord 
Olenelg was made Colonial Secretary 
in 1885. The animus of his govern- 
ment may be best understood from the 
fact that he has lately sent, as Chief 
Governor, to Sydney, a Roman Ca** 
tholic cousin of Mr O'Connell. What 



Chhmai Mligovemmeni. 



[Nor. 



follows will, therefore, be no matter 
of surprise. Sir Richard Bourke, who 
was Governor in 1888, addressed the 
then Secretary for the Colonies in a 
despatch on the subject of ecdesias- 
ticfid establishments and education. 
This person appears to be tainted, in 
no ordinary degree, with the fallacioua 
liberalism of the present day. He 
says,* *• I would observe that in a new 
country, to which persons of all reli- 
gious persuasions are invited to resort, 
it will be impossible to establish a do- 
minant and endowed Clyireh without 
much hostility, and great improbabi- 
lity of its becoming permanent. TAe 
incUnation of these Colonists, wKieh 
keeps pace with the spirit of the age, 
is decidediy averse to suck an insHtu* 
tion, and Ifiar the interests of religion 
would he prejudiced by its establish* 
ment. If, on the contrary, support were 
given as required, to every one of the 
three grand divisions of Christianity in- 
dijferently, and the management ef their 
churches left to themselves, I conceive 
that the Public Treasury might be, in 
time, relieved of a considerable charge ; 
and, what is of much greater import- 
ance, the people would become more 
attached to their respective churches, 
and be more willing to listen to and 
obey the voice of their several pastors.** 
He then goes on to propose that, in- 
stead of the Church of England being 
re-established, an equal hand should 
be extended to all sects and persuasions 
alike— that the salary of the Popbh 
bishop should be doubled — that the 
grants should be withdrawn from the 
Church of England schools— and that 
the material system of education now 
used in Ireland should be introduced to 
New South Wales. It will be seen by 
the plan, and by our quotation firora 
the despatch, that the Governor was 
a supporter, and a shallow one too, 
of the Voluntary principle. If the 
Church of England anii the Church of 
Scotland were established in New 
South Wales as they are in England, 
what deception and what injury is 
there in inviting persons of all per- 
suasions to emigrate to the colony? 
Nay, is it not dear that it is the duty 
of the GTovemment, as far as possible, 
to make each colony, as well in its 
ecclesiastical as In its civil institutionsy 
similar to the mother country ? But 
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Sir Richard Bourke thought different- 
ly, and so did the Earl of Ripon. 
Thej ahsolutely aholithed the Esta- 
blished Cburohi destroyed its oharter^ 
confiscated its property i and then pro«> 
teed in grand style to make a new 
code of laws for the future manage- 
ment of the colony. Then came Lord 
Glene]g*8 part of the work. In his 
despatch,* in answer to Sir Richard 
Bourke'si he apologises for two years' 
delay> and then proceeds, in his 
characteristic and peculiar manner, 
to get rid of as much trouble as 
possible, by begging the GoTomor 
and Legislative Council to do as they 
please. He makes no stipulation for 
the Church of England, no objection 
to Popery being placed on a leTel with 
it ; and scruples not to hand over all 
the churches then in existence, to trus* 
tees, after the manner of dissenting 
chapels in this oountry. Everything 
Sir Richard Bourke says, he almost 
literally echoes* even to the modest 
proposal of withdrawing all the means 
of education ih>m the Church, and 
handing them over to a new board 
with liberty to mutilate the Bible. 
The result has been, that the charge 
for the Popish religion, which in 1838 
was only L.I500, is now rather more 
than doubled | and L.SOOO more has 
been voted for the national or rather 
Popith system of religion, against 
which, four out of seven of the non> 
official members of the Legislative 
Council had solemnly protested, and 
against which Bishop Broughton had 
protested also. It must be observed, 
that previously to Lord Glenelg's ob- 
taining power, the mode of educating 
the people was precisely similar to 
our own in this country. For in- 
stance, besides a grant to the Churoh 
of England*8 schools, L.800 to the 
Scotch Church College, and L.800 to 
the Popish schools, were voted In 
1833. But mark how liberalism steps 
in to reform. The English and Scotch 
schools are shut up, the Popish schools 
are comparatively neglected, — fbr 
what ? To establish other schools in 
which Popery is to make no comprt^ 
mise, in which all the compromise is 
to be on the Protestant side, for Po- 
pery is only to give the children such 
portions of the Bible as it chooses, and 
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Protestantism b to see its professors 
educated in schools where the Bible is 
held up as a book to be read only by 
license. And this system is adopted 
in a colony with 80,000 European in- 
habitants, of whom only 20,000 (and 
those chiefly convicts) are Papists I 
One petition signed by 80, and another 
petition signed by 1300 respectable 
persons, were presented agamst this 
innovation, but without avail ) and 
New South Wales, therefbre, has, at 
the present moment, a system of Po* 
pish education, as many Popish as 
Protestant ministers, and all fbr the 
behoof and benefit of one quarter of 
the population. Besides this, there is a 
Popish college at which the sons of 
Irish convicts are educated as misrion- 
aries and teachers. 

On this statement there are two re- 
marks to be made ; first, as to the Dis* 
senters, and secondly, as to the Church. 
We desire to know from the Dissenters, 
how it happens that thcnr, who are so 
eager fbr the f^ay in trifles, who are so 
earnest against endowments, do not 
protest against these Colonial endow* 
ments of Popery ? In India there are 
not less now than fifty Popish priests 
paid by Government | while by an ex* 
press clause in the India Charter Bill 
(Lord Glenelg*s production), the Pres* 
byterian chaplains are limited to a 
small number. In New South Wales 
there are now a bishop, and many 
Popish priests entirely supported by 
Government ; In Newfbundland the 
same, in Canada and Ceylon the same^ 
and we may add a sitnllar statement 
of nearly every other colony. How 
then, we repeat, is It that no conseien* 
tious compunctions aflltet tlie Dissen- 
ters,^ so ready with their convenient 
scruples in this countnr ? Is the vo« 
lontary principle only for * home con- 
sumption ?' Or is it not true, after all, 
that in fact it is not the conscience 
which is afflicted by endowments, but 
the ambition which is now excited by 
the position of parties ? We guess so. 
At any rate, it is strange that we hear 
nothing whatever of complaint as to 
endowments abroad, even though Po- 
pery enjoy them, while anything of 
thexind at home (so long as it does 
not come to Dissenters, as part of the 
annual education grant does,t and the 



• Despatch of the Right Hon. Lord Glenelg, dated November 30th, 1835. 

f We have never been able to uttderBtand why the Dissenters take a^grsat firom Go- 
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g^nt for poor Dissenting ministers^ 
and the regium donum grant) is beld 
up to public indignation with all imagi- 
nable violence, and with unscrupulous 
exaggerations. To the churchmen of 
both England and Scotland, we have 
a more important observation to pro- 
duce. We ask them to look at New- 
foundland, Upper Canada, and New 
South Wales, as specimens of all the 
colonies ; and then to judge if our 
present Government has not betrayed 
and abandoned the principle of Esta- 
blishments ? In some places no notice 
whatever is taken either of Episcopacy 
or Presby terianism ; emigrants are in- 
vited out, and they arrive to find nei- 
ther place of worship nor minister, 
neither school nor Bible. Is this con- 
duct befitting a Christian country? 
Sir Richard Bourke may afiect to be 
scandalized at the dreadful idea of 
emigrants finding in New South 
Wales what they had in England — an 
Established Church ; but we certain- 
ly feel that, instead of an evil, it is 
a benefit, and peculiarly so when the 
choice is between a Church Establish- 
ment and no public means of grace 
at all. The Irish Protestant who 
emigrates (as many have done) from 
the force of persecution, and who goes 
to a distant colony where he hopes to 
find peace from Popery, either finds 
no religion, no churches at all, or Po- 
pery on a par with every other per- 
suasion, if not, as in Newfoundland, 
Lower Canada, Trinidad, &c., domi- 
nant and triumphant. This is too 
bad, and should be altered. We hold 
that Great Britain does not carry out 
the intention of an Establishment un- 
less she provide means of religious in- 
struction te every being existing be- 
neath her sway : but what shall we call 
that system, which ships ofi^ thousands, 
yea, perhaps hundreds of thousands 
yearly, to places called British colo- 
nies, where there is neither freedom 
nor religious observances ? And fur- 
ther, if that be disgraceful, how much 
worse is it, when, under pretence of 
providing for those observances, Po- 
pery, which our rulers and Queen 



Chlonial Misgov^mmmt, 



[Nov. 



solemnly have sworn to be idolatry, 
is alone endowed, as it is in some places 
— that is, instead of providing what is 
good, or nothing, when something' 
grievously wrong is provided 1 In the 
very best of our colonies, all that can 
be truly afilrmed is, that absolute in- 
difierence exists, so that, in the eye of 
the State, all religions are alike right* 
or alike wrong ; in some the case is 
even worse, for error is supported ; and 
in India, under the vun pretext of con- 
ciliating the natives. Government 
sanction is given to heathenism ; and 
the officers, both in the army and the 
civil service, are compelled to join in 
some of its abominations. It can be 
no matter of astonishment, when these 
things are done by the home Govern- 
ment, that the local Legislatures fol- 
low the example. It would be won- 
derful if it were otherwise. But rea- 
sonable and natural as it is, there can 
be no doubt that there exists in the cir- 
cumstance much to lament, and much 
which may hereafter be regretted. 
On looking at the Catholic Magazine 
of the present month (October), we 
find that a certain Bishop of Agna has 
been paying an apostolic visit to the 
West Indies. He says that there are 
wanted six more Popish priests in Tri- 
nidad, and that the local Legislature 
has ofiered to pay four of them in 
addition to the present establishment. 
In Granada he asked for three more ; 
in St Vincent for one only, in St Lucia 
for seven, which the local Legisla- 
ture promised to provide ; in Domini- 
ca for four, and for a sum for chapels, 
and both were g^ranteed ; in Mont- 
serratt he obtained a promise from 
the governor of an additional chap- 
lain, and one also for Barbadoes. In 
each of these islands there is a large 
Popish population, amounting alto- 
gether, we believe, to very litUe less 
than 100,000 souls.* In Jamaica, also, 
the Papists are working with extraordi- 
nary zeal, endeavouring to avail them- 
selves of the opportunity presented by 
the recent emancipation,to obtain ahold 
of a still larger portion of the ignorant 
population ; and if the local Legisla- 



verament towards their schools. If the VolaDtary principle be so efficacioui, howia it 
that the people of this country remained in ignorance till Government gave a premium 
to Voluntary endowment ? Or is this far-famed principle conveniently applicable only 
to religion ? 

* Some other of the West India islands (and indeed the principal ones) are en- 
tirely Popish, as for instance, Martinique, Guadaloupe, 8t Domingo, Cuba, &c &c 
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tures are disposed, as it seems they 
are, to fall in with the Atheistical spi« 
rit of the age, giving to Popery as 
readily as to truth, and, like Gallio, 
** caring for none of these things,'* it 
is clear that they have great chances 
of success, with their attractive and 
enticing ceremonies. It is equally 
clear that it is quite useless to look to 
the Home Government for any impe- 
diment to this system, while it is ac- 
tuated by the principles which at pre- 
sent guide it. On the contrary, the 
Governors of our Colonies and the 
local Legislatures, both of whom look 
very cautiously to the wishes of the 
Colonial Office, doubtless now find it 
very gratifying to that department to 
see any assaults on the Protestant sys- 
tem, and any aid to Popery. Lord 
Glenelg, therefore, is not only nus- 
chievous himseif, but the cause of mis- 
chief in others ; and all this, too, with 
marvellously ptfre and patriotic pro- 
fessions, and with the constant cant of 
liberalism on his lips. Our readers, 
however, do not need to be told how 
empty and ridiculous such professions 
are« and that cant is, when duly exa- 
mined. In Lord Glenelg's case we 
are fortunately enabled to appreciate 
both, by his celebrated Order in Coun- 
cil concerning the Hill Coolies. Ap- 
plications were made to him to allow 
the importation into the West India 
Islands and the Mauritius of certain 
poor creatures in Bengal called Hill 
Coolies, who appeared to be fit for 
West Indian labourers. His liberal 
Lordship considered the request, and 
issued an Order in Council authorizing 
the unholy traffic ; and the very con- 
sequence has ensued which, perhaps, 
the applicants and his Lordship wished 
—namely, a restoration, under another 
form, of the odious slave-trade. Car- 
goes have arrived in the Mauritius, in 
British Guiana, and elsewhere, of 
weak degenerate natives of an Eastern 
climate, imported by hundreds, no- 
minally as freemen and actually as 
slaves. But the Order in Council 
came to light, the whole iniquitous 
plan was discovered, and the Colonial 
Secretary was compelled to promise a 
rescinding of the Order, and an imme- 
diate restoration of the Coolies to their 
own land. Doubtless the only error 
the Liberals could see in the whole 
affair was in its detection. It might 
have gone on for years without re- 
mark or complaint from liberalism; 
it might baye proc^edod without com- 



ment; and then Lord Glenelg and 
his coadjutors would be boasting of 
their love of freedom, and declaring 
their attachment to liberty, being en- 
gaged all the time in a sneaking and 
pitiiful slave-trade, a despicable trick, 
whereby, under tiie cover of a sly 
Order in Council, human beings might 
be stolen and smuggled like illicit 
goods, and sold for something more 
than Uie freight. Could any thing be 
more mean and unmanly ? Could any 
thingy both in its commencement and 
termination, be more worthy of the 
wretched Melbourne Cabinet, the tot- 
tering, hypocritical, imbecile, and va- 
cillating compound of the selfish, the 
Jesuitical, and the absurd? We re- 
joice that the Order in Council was 
issued, that it was disclosed, and re- 
called; because, when kc hereafter 
shall meet any fraudulent pretensions 
to liberalism in Lord Glenelg and 
others who were parties to this base 
transaction, we shall know well at 
what price to value them, and where 
to seek for their refutation. Truly, if 
the Tories in any part of their career 
had been parties, directly or indirect- 
ly, immediately or remotely, to such a 
transaction, the whole country would 
have been agitated from one end to 
the other, by the indignant denuncia- 
tions of the very men, including Lord 
Glenelg himself, who have now been 

{)arties to this Order in Council. How 
oud and vehement would have been the 
invectives of every Whig who now finds 
himself compelled to be an apologist ; 
how fierce and how fluent would those 
Liberal members and Liberal associa- 
tions have been, who now have pre- 
served their silence, and by silence 
given their assent I We say, then, we 
rejoice the Order in Council was is- 
sued-— not that we feel no abhorrence 
of the light and trivial manner in 
which a Colonial Secretary dared to 
treat his fellow-beings; not that we 
feel little for the captured and deluded 
Indians, who died on their passage, or 
pined in slavery for their homes,, but 
because it has taught a lesson worth 
learning— it has stamped Liberalism for 
ever with falsehood and tyranny. But 
we may be told that Lord Glenelg was 
not to blame, he was only deceived 
«and mistaken. Yes ; Canada was in 
rebellion, and Lord Glenelg had been 
** mistaken ; ** Newfoimdland is in a 
state of violent excitement, and Lord 
Gleudg hns cvb/heea « inattentive;** 
Ae duTO-holdera ia the West Indi'^ 
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oppreu their apprentioes, and Lord 
Glenelg '^ cannot help it | *' Popery ii 
progreising in the Cape of Good 
Hope» and Lord Qlenelg « did not 
know it ; * the Hill Cooliei are snatch- 
ed from their native land^ and carried 
thousands of miles to toil at labour 
even the Africans themseWes will not 
perform! and Lord Glenelg is merely 
*( deceiTod ; **— these« or suoh as these, 
are the only defences his Loidship's 
advocates ever attempt for him i these, 
or suoh as these are the pleas for 
this liberal statesman's delinquencies. 
Wherever he is found to have done 
wrong, \kVAfrUnd8 labour to prove, not 
that he has done right or tried to do 
right, but that he was either slumber* 
ing or duped. And, indeed, we believe 
the defence Is generally correct, for 
we know of no end either to the lazU 
ness or imbecility for which this libe- 
ral and enlightened Reformer is dis- 
tinguished. 

In some respects it must, however, 
be admitted, that his foolish and mis- 
chievous proceediugs are merely inci- 
dental specimens of the general policy 
of the Administration, and not inde- 
pendent and headlong acts of personal 
indiscretion. We allude particularly 
to the Malta commission. Certain 
Papists in Malta, with the Bishop at 
their head, being determined to show, 
not only that they partook of the spi- 
rit, but also were influenced by a right 
appreciation of the signs of the times, 
sent home sundry complaints, peti- 
tions, and claims to the British Go- 
vernment, with a view, principally, to 
the establishment of a liberal policy 
in that island. Our readers will be 
amused, though not surprised, to hear 
how Lord Glenelg met these applica- 
tions. It was in the long vacation | 
all lawyers were idle; some were 
weary, some more were desirous to 
obtain, by travelling, relaxation and 
health. The opportunity, therefore, 
was pectdiarly tempting, and it was 
not thrown away. A commission was 
appointed to go out and enquire I Mr 
Austin and others, therefore, sailed in 
a Government vessel, visited Malta, 
were entertained and lodged, paid re- 
gularly five guineas a-day, and then, 
after two or three months* absence, re- 
turned with their valuable report. As 
they sailed In a man-of-war, and were 
chiefly entertained in Malta at the lo- 
cal expense, their charge for wages 
Md prtnUng was only L.700.*« yeiy 
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oonvenient present, no doubt, for hav- 
ing given their valuable holidays to 
the patriotic undertaking of cruising 
for pleasure. The Duke of Welling- 
ton (a man not accustomed to deal in 
hard words without much cause and 
provocation) publicly declared in the 
House of Lonls, during last session, 
that <^this was one of the grossest 
jobs he had ever heard of.*' And, in- 
deed, it is quite evident that that cen- 
sure was well merited ; for there were 
persons in the island, the Governor 
and others, who must have been far 
better acquainted* with the real wants 
of the population, and far more ca- 

Eable of advising, than any hungry 
iwyers who might be honoured with 
the opportunity of spending a few 
weeks as guests at the Governor's 
table. Thb, however, never appears 
to have ente^d the mind of the sapient 
Lord Glenelg. He prefers the wise 
and statesmanlike plan of paying fbr 
opinions he might have obtained fbr 
nothing, and of receiving recommenda- 
tions from the inexperienced instead of 
from those most capable of Judging 
and best informed. No one, there- 
fore, will be astonished to hear that he 
was entirely misled. The commis- 
sioners came home to recommend a 
free press and all other liberal enact- 
ments | that U, they came home to re- 
commend precisely those things which 
their Liberalism would have suggested 
had they stopped at home, which the 
Popish Radicals of Malta had demand- 
ed, and which the Governor had re- 
fused to sanction. But with that keen 
and simple wisdom for which he Is 
distinguished, the Duke of Welling- 
ton at once exposed the fallacy of all 
these crotchets. He said, and said 
truly, that Malta was nothing to this 
country but a fortress in the Mediter- 
ranean ; that we had no interest in pre- 
serving it except in that character ; 
that the people were disinclined to 
consider themselves English subjects, 
and were disaffected to our Govern- 
ment ; and that, therefore, in such a 
place, affecting to apply fine theories, 
and to establish democratic institutionSi 
was perfectly ridiculous. He added, 
that the Whigs might as well talk of 
a Parliament for the Tower of Lon- 
don and Bt Helena, and a republic fbr 
Gibraltar. Perhaps they thought so 
loo, and certainly all the governors 
and experienced persona of &c island 
«oiieam4 in tile opinion. W{i«^tb«0| 
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was the secret of the whole affjur? 
Waa advice really needed? Were 
the petitions and claims really incapa- 
ble of being understood by the local 
authorities ? Was it, in fact, ever in* 
tended to make Malta a hotbed of 
sedition and an insecure possessionj 
like Newfoundland and Lower Cana- 
da, by the same process as has led to 
these results in those colonies ? No, 
certainly not The secret of the mat- 
ter oonsbted in the word communion ; 
and though the advice of the governor 
was amply sufficient, though it was 
never meant to act by any other re- 
commendation, that magic word set- 
tled the conduct of the Administration, 
and gave vigour even to Lord Glenelg. 
Well, therefore, may we affirm that 
the Melbourne policy has no equivo- 
cal and backsliding disciple in his 
Lordship I Well may we congratu- 
late that noble advocate for " peace^ 
reform, and retrenchment ;" that pure 
No-patronage ruler, on his complete 
accordance in principle and in his 
practices with those patriotic persons 
by whom he is surrounded. Lord 
Glenelg is one of those reformers who 
prate very much about Tory corrup- 
tion. We deny the correctness of 
the imputation, but thb at least is cer- 
tain : — If it be correct (and Lord Glen- 
elg, having long been a Tory, is per- 
haps somewhat capable of judging), he 
has not lost his opportunities of ao- 
quiring perfection m the art ; if it be 
not, he has proved that he has at least 
genius enough to be original in one 
thing— namely, ingenious Colonial job- 
bing. Canada shall speak for his en- 
orgy, Newfoundland for his liberalism. 
New South Wales for his attachment 
to the church, the West Indies for 
his prudence, India for his conscience* 
Sir Francis Head for his iudgment* 
the Hill Coolies for his humanity, 
and Malta shall add her testimony 
to his marvellous economy and pu« 
rity. 

These things we recommend to the 
attention of the people. It remains 
for public opinion to declare whether 
incapable men are to conduct national 
affiurs, and whether Lord Glenelg, 
who now stands at the head of the in- 
capable class, is to r^nain in the most 
important, difficult, and responsible 
post under the Crown. Already he 
has done much to alienate the affections 
of our coloQ}etf# already be has doge 
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much to break up that grand colonisd 
system which has long been Uie pride« 
and not unfrequently the great source 
of strength, of this country. He has 
sent out men as governors who are no* 
toriously incompetent ; in some cases 
he has despatched the very men who 
are of all others the least qualified to 
obtain confidence either at home or 
abroad. Why, for instance, was Sir 
Andrew Leith Hay, who was the only 
member in all the House of Commons 
who opposed the abolition of slavery 
in 1833, sent as governor to Bermu- 
da? Why was an O'Connell sent out 
governor of the important colony of 
New South Wales | the Radical 
Mr Hutt to South Australia; and 
Lord Nugent to the Ionian Islands ? 
But, above all, what folly less than 
complete infatuation oould have in- 
duced the Minbtry to send Lord Dur- 
ham, Mr BuUer, Mr Ellice, and Mr 
Turton, to Canada ? And what mad* 
ness led Lord Glenelg, whose private 
character none can impeach, to sano« 
tion not only these appointments, but 
also that of Mr Hdward Gibbon 
WaJufieldf Here, again, his Lord* 
ship is only foUowiog the example of 
the rest of the Ministry. If Lord 
Palmerston can send a Mr He&ry Bul- 
wer to Constantinople, a Lord Clan* 
ricarde to St Petersburg, a Mr Ken* 
nedy to Cuba; if Sir John Hobhoust 
be content with a Lord Auckland in 
Calcutta, and a Lord Elphinstone in 
Madras ; if Lord John Russell be al* 
lowed to give places to a Whittle Har- 
vey, a Joseph Parkes, anda Fitssimon | 
if Lord Melbourne make a Dr Hamp- 
den a professor, Evans a K.C.B., and 
Tom Moore a pensioner, — surely Lord 
Glenelg, who generally is only one of 
the *^ imitatorum servile peons,'* ean- 
not be seriously blamed for following 
in the same track, and selecting simir 
lar characters for places and honour. 
If his colleagues establish a balf-Po* 
pish, half-infidel system of education 
in Ireland, of oourse he, in duty bound, 
does so also, as we hare shown, in New 
South Wales ; if they encourage Po» 
pery, he does so too ; if they pay its 
priests, he does so likewise ; if Lord 
Normanby nukes high sheriffii aooonL> 
ing to his own caprbe, and passes by 
those who are duly nominated, Loitl 
Glenelg, acting on the same principle, 
and going a little furdier in the work- 
ing of % band* them OTer# witb the 
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judg^es also, to the tender mercies of 
a Newfoundland House of Assembly. 
Nor is his Lordship very backward 
with Radical Reforms, similar to 
those for which the present Adminis- 
tration is remarkable. We have seen 
how he has followed up the appro- 

Eriation principle in Canada, how he 
as ** reformea'* the church in New 
South Wales, and even assailed the 
university of Nova Scotia. Thus 
humbly does he labour in his voca- 
tion ; and the result is, as may be ex- 
pected, that he destroys the security 
and the peace of our possessions. 
With mingled weakness and violence 
he hurries on, apparently heedless of 
consequences, and utterly dead to the 
contempt he encounters. He im- 
parts, b^ his imbecility, strength to 
the motives of all our foes, and in- 
creases all their demands by display- 
ing to them the existence of squeezable 
materials in the Cabinet, sufficient to 
give inducements to all who are will- 
ing to use them. How can it be other- 
wise ? Mr Roebuck was the agent of 
the rebels in Canada, and the Whigs 
assisted him at Bath. Mr Leader 
succeeded to the post, and the Whigs 
voted for him in Westminster; Mr 
Henry Bulwer was the paid servant 
of the disaffected in New South Wales, 
and was rewarded by a good post, first 
in Belgium, and then in Turkey. All 
those governors who have done good 
are recalled, and their energy becomes 
a recognised and punishable offence. 
All officers who do their duty are dis- 
couraged. So it was with Sir John 
Colbome and the late Governor of 
Upper Canada, with Chief- Justice 
Boulton, Colonel Arthur, Sir Benja- 
min D* Urban, Mr Jeremie and others. 
Nothing is now required to get rid of 
a vigilant governor but some false 
charges. Nothing is wanted to pro- 
cure any violent measure of innova- 
tion but a little proportionately vio- 
lent agitation, no matter whether in 
Ireland, Newfoundland, or Van Die- 
man*8 Land. When the Roman Ca- 
tholics want another grant they say, 
** Of course Lord Glenelg will give 
it." When they find it necessary 
to their progress in the Ionian Islands 
that they should have government 
aid, they say, « There is no doubt of 
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Lord Glenelg's assistance;** when 
they want a few dozen more priests 
in the West Indies, they exclaim, 
" Apply to Lord Glenelg, there can 
be no question of his approbation !*** 
They display constantly the most con- 
temptuous confidence in his indiscre- 
tion, inconsistency, and folly. They 
have no hesitation in making the^ost 
extensive demands, and their past suc- 
cess undoubtedly is calculated to ani- 
mate them with hope in all their fu- 
ture proceedings to secure their lost 
ascendency, and restore their regret- 
ted despotism. 

Such is a brief statement of Lord 
Glenelg's colonial misgovernment. 
No matter where he is traced, no mat- 
ter how closely or how superficially 
he is watched, every where and in 
every thing there is discovered the 
same incapability. He holds the 
office some of the ablest men this 
country ever saw have held, and the 
only probable consequence of his career 
seems to be the decay of Britbh infiu- 
ence, if not the actual loss of exten- 
sive possessions. By the courage and 
prudence of men who have (as we 
have said, and repeat again, and de- 
sire to sound loudly through the coun- 
try) been disgraced and dismissed, 
Canada was saved when no human 
foresight could have given a hope of 
its restoration to tranquillity and sub- 
mission. He delayed vigorous mea- 
sures till something more than vigour 
was required — till, in fact, a dictator 
could alone secure what earlier mea- 
sures of a far milder character might 
have entirely and permanently pre- 
served from peril. And Canada, 
though it be but one colony among 
many, is, as an exemplification of Lord 
Glenelg's imbecilitv, and of the 
wretched weakness of the whole Whig- 
radical Cabinet, a name for the whole 
empire. How long it shall so con- 
tinue ; how long our most important 
interests shall be made the sport of a 
petty and trembling faction, ridicided 
at home, imposed upon by foreign 
countries, braved in the colonies, it is 
for the people of England to deter- 
mine. It is idle to attempt to conceal 
that every year of Whig authority 
brands the country with disgrace, and 
loads her with difficulties. It may 



'^ See the Catholic Magazine for these and other very edifjing prooft of the etti- 
mation in which Lord Glenelg is held. 
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answer the purpose of hirelings to re- 
present, that, although Lord Glenelg 
is inefficient. Lord Palmerston incom- 
petent, and all the other Ministry 
wanting both in zeal and discretion, 
yet they must be kept in, all for tlie 
behoof of a Lord Normanby and a 
Mr Drummond ; and on account of 
the blessings those persons are sup- 
posed to confer on Ireland. But this 
weak invention of the enemy, this 
paltry clap-trap, has no more power to 
delude. It has had its day, it has been 
exposed, and may now serve for a 
sarcasm, or pass current as a jest. And 
if it were any thing, would it really 
outweigh all the misdemeanours of the 
Minbtry, and all the risks to which 
the nation is subject ? But it is not 
true ; it is a vain and valueless, a 
A'audulent and dishonest pretence; 
for Ireland, according to the testimony 
of Parliamentary returns, according to 
the acknowledgment even of the pau- 
pered demagogues themselves, is a 



volcano bursting with terrific violence 
and unprecedented desolation. Well, 
then, we say, if Ireland too is bat 
another evidence of Whig misrule, 
there remains not one corner of the 
empire to which their evil influence 
and their pernicious counsels have not 
carried danger and occasioned injuries 
the most deep and lasting. Every 
where the same policy has been adopt- 
ed. Every where the same residts 
have ensued. Time can only develope 
still more clearly the wounds that have 
been inflicted on the constitution of the 
country, its power, and its reputation ; 
nor is there one who in future days 
(and those not distant ones) will be 
recognised as the author of more mis- 
chiefs and the agent of more destruc- 
tive and disgraceful measures, than 
that pretender to statesmanship who 
now, to the dishonour of the land, fee- 
bly acts as the ruler of our colonial 
donunions. 



A CRU8TACEOU8 TOUB. 
BY THE IRISH OYSTEB-EATER, 
\^hy, then* Uie world's mliM oyster. 



The important and difficult ques- 
tion of precedency among oysters has 
not yet ceased to exist as a '^ vexa- 
ta questio" with enlightened and phi- 
losophic oyster-eaters. Information 
upon the subject is scanty, and when 
facts are few, theories abound, and 
conclusions are usually false and illo- 
gical. I have employed the tedious 
interval of the spawning season in 
putting together a few memoranda of 
a tour in the sister island, which I 
venture to hope will afford better 
grounds for instituting an exact com- 
parison between the present state and 
prospects of oyster-eating in England 
and Ireland than are any where to be 
found, and may be the means of set- 
tling disputed claims, and of uniting in 
one natural bond of union and mutual 
support, oyster-eaters of all denomina- 
tions. 

I am aware that I shall have much 
to contend with inputting forward the 
just claims of Irish oysters. I know 
there exists an anti- Irish faction, eager 
to depreciate our oysters, and thirst- 
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Ing for their blood. I am well aware 
of the apathy of the oyster-eating pub- 
Uc of England. — But I do not despair 
—No, my countrymen — our oysters 
shall be put on a perfect equality with 
the oysters of Purfleet and of Milton 
— the banks of Burren, and Carling- 
ford, and Lissadell, shall be adequate- 
ly represented in the Imperial oyster- 
ceUars. Are our oysters inferior to 
their oysters — ^heuce, then, for the Ma- 
laMdes and the Poldoodies, we de- 
maijid justice — our oysters call for jus- 
tice— we require for our oysters no 
more, and our oysters were slaves to 
be content with less I 

The city of Londonderry lends her 
maiden name to the oyster of Lou^h 
Foyle, which finds a ready market in 
Liverpool, where the judicious tourist 
will do well to spend a few forenoons, 
the clean and well-regulated fish mar- 
ket affording every facility to the 
crustaceous epicure. Heavens I what 
a goodly show the marble benches 
boast I Gigantic turbot, already ^ar- 
nidbed mm the live lobster— siuny 
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Bolel inoiiC with (beir Qatirb element 
ii-^ ^latinoQl eod-headfl^^but I di- 
gress. 

The Londdnderrj ojster> then» as 
best seen in the LiTerpool marked is 
Bmalli wdi shaped^ white> fat, and 
goodljr to the Tiewi but it is hj no 
means h saperior fish^-on the con- 
trary, there is a tillanous after-taste, 
as df mud^ ezcessitely disagreeable — 
a ground flavour, as if the fish had 
licked the Slimy bed of its natifitji I 
haTe eaten this fish witliin the walls of 
its liatiTO citjT) but even the exulting 
recollection of the ancient glories ^ 
"Detrj fkiled to heconcile nie to the 
modem muddy-tasted Derry oyster. 
Alas 1 poor Deh-y I 

Progressing southwards^ I arrived 
at Belfasfti which beasts no indigenous 
bivalve^ but adopts for her own tiie 
gigatitic oyster of Carrickfergus, 
whiiih) as i am infbrmed, is the name 
of a city, not of an oyster-bed. Pro- 
curing a guide, I requested him to 
precede my steps to those Cimmeri- 
an regions " where oysters most did 
Congregate," and presently arrived, 
guided more by the nose than by the 
other senses, at one of the retired em- 
poria of shell-fish in the Athens of 
Ireland. 

The place was a study — soft unre- 
sisting mud formed the pHmititf^ floor, 
a board, unplaned and rough, elevated 
upon a pile of bricks, Emulated a di- 
van, wmle the table was si^)plied by 
two of the divan beards tacked together, 
and extended from end to end of the 
" salon." A rushlight flickered in an 
old iron candleslieki and ** a most an- 
cient and fish-like smell" pervaded the 
apartments Forthwith appeared a 
hideous croBe» whose breath, redolent 
of whisky and tobacco, was ei^ended 
in the business-like enquiry, " Wud ye 
be for oystersi my man ?** 

This interrogatory was replied to 
by an m^er for half a hundred of her 
very primest Carriekfergus natives— 
to begin with. '* Half a hunner— a 
hail half-hunner_Oh 1 oh! ohl the 
man'K a haveril— a hail half-hunner o' 
Canucks — save us V* With this ^acu- 
lation my hostess,, having clutched the 
rushlight in her palm, decamped, lea- 
ving mie in a state of tribulation that 
may be imaginedi as the saying is, but 
beggars all description^ 

In a few ndnuteli, however^ Alecto 
returned With the rushlight stuck in 
« Ireneker of the largest ^e> upon 
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which were half a dozen of the most 
magnanimous oysters I had ever seen. 
They were natives to be sure, but 
natives of Patagonia — ^the least rival- 
led in circumference the largest saucer 
I ever saw, while the biggest equalled 
the periphery of a soup^-plate. What 
a vision for the immortal Dando ! 
What would not Louis des Huitrea 
have given for the dish? For my 
poor part I never relished making two 
bites of a cherry, or of an oyster either. 
Like humble friends, oysters do not 
take kmdly to cutting. Every fish 
ought to be no more than a mouthful, 
but it ought to be no lesrt I leave to 
more enterprising gotirmands than 
myself the task of a critical analysis 
of the Patagonlan bivalves of Carrick- 
fergus. I ought to observe, in Justice 
to Belfast, that at the excellent tavern 
of M'Alisteriin Graham*8 Entry, where 
the liest supper in supper- eating Ire- 
land may be had, there is to be found 
occasionally a supply of the real Gar- 
lingford oyster. Thisjoy ful event, how- 
ever, is rare, and I lament to observe 
that the metropolis of the north of Ire- 
land is so debased by a too prosperous 
trade, so absorbed in the grovelling 
concerns of her thriving manufactures, 
that the breeding of oysters is shame- 
fully neglected, and no pains are taken 
to awaketl a patriotic enthusiasm on be- 
half of native Iriph oysters in general, 
while the ** Poldoody Association,*' 
lately established for the constitutional 
redress of ostracerial grievances, is 
here regarded by the very oysters 
themselves with silent contempt! 
With a sigh I ascended the " Fair 
Trader** day drag, at five o*clock in 
the morning, en route to the next town 
of crustaceous interest, passing along 
the great Dublin road,dirough a eoun- 
trv of amazing fertility and beauty, 
inhabited by a sober, industriousi and 
religious people, watered by bubbling 
gravelly streams, sheltered firom the 
cold north wind by hills whose accli- 
vities were seen white with the bleach- 
ing linen, sometimes confounded by 
the stranger traveller with viigin enow 
upon the ground, Bometimes caught 
through circling groves like lakes 
gleaming in the sunshine. To an In- 
different person a sight like this might 
be worth the remembrance, but to me 
it was as a desert. My impatient soul 
bounded onwards to Newiy> where I 
knew the •* reid Carliagfonk*' vrere 
to be had. My fio less isi^petieBt 
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itomacli> clogged with its material 
tunics, and sadly embarrassed with its 
serousy mucous, and muscular coats, 
gave vent to its ill-humour in awful 
rumbliDg noises, such as vex the in- 
testinal canab of Vesuvius or Strom- 
boli. But, lo ! at the brow of the hill 
we pause — in the valley before us lies 
Newry — beyond, in the far distance, 
are seen the bhie outlines of the Car- 
lingford mountains — beyond the moun- 
tains lies the bay — at the bottom of 
the bay lie the oysters. ** Coachman 
leaves here, sir." We are in Newry 
— and before us, on the breakfast-table, 
in a huge wooden bowl, behold the 
gelatinous objects of our affections — 
the real, the undoubted, unsophistica- 
ted Carliogfords, and no mistake ! 

Newry is dear to my remembrances 
— I have heard it called an odious 
hole, and so forth — to me it was every 
thing that was delightful, for the oys- 
ters were in season. The waiter 
at Black*8 (for your own sake go to 
Black's, the Shakspeare, and order 
your oysters in Edmund Kean's favo- 
rite room) — talked about party squab- 
bles and religious squabbles, isaw 
nor heard nothing of either, for the 
oysters were of the primest. 

The disaffected grumbled, it is true, 
about the declino of trade, and taxa- 
tion, and such stuff; crops, they said, 
were never so bad — when, may I ask, 
were oysters better ? Thus is it ever 
with perverse human nature the vice 
to neglect the blessings we possess, 
and hanker after the blessings which 
we possess not, to complain of the un- 
avoidable contingencies of sublunary 
things, and forget, in over- wrought 
anticipations of unattainable felicity, 
that much whereof the happiness of 
life is made up is still within our grasp, 
and that whatever evils oppress us, 
and whatever cares corrode, still there 
remains for us the consolation that we 
have oysters of the beat, and that our 
oysters are in season ! 

I have always been prone to a be- 
lief in eupernaturals, and a circum- 
stance occurrod while I was opening 
an acquaintance with the natives of 
Carlingford at Newry that by no 
means dimimsbes the Rosicrucianity 
of my notions of the spiritual. It was 
near the midnight hour — the candles 
down almost to the socket — I had sup- 
ped sparingly on some three quarters 
of a hundred, more or less, of my fa- 
Tosdto fiaht soallopedi stewed^ and au 



naturelf kept down by half-a-dozen 
stiff tmnblers of hot brandy and water, 
less or more — a sort of soporiferous- 
ness laid hold of me — the full length 
of the immortal Kean, presented by 
himself to his friend mine Host of the 
Shakspeare, reeled in its gorgeous 
gilded frame — the chamber was loco- 
motive — if I had exceeded in any way 
I might have supposed myself a little 
" how came you so ?" Be that as it 
may, however, a rustling noise was - 
heard outside the door, as if a barrel 
of oysters had been tumbled on the 
spot, which I verily believe to have 
been the case, for on a sudden the 
door opening wide, in came a sea of 
oysters, rolhng heels over head, in 
waves of confusion to rnj very feet. 
It was, in fact, a deputation from Car- 
lingford, sent by the natives there to 
invite me to a public dinner. Think of 
that, Master Brook I By one of those 
legerdemain tricks that occur so fre- 
quently at public meetings, the entire . 
deputation got, somehow or other, up- 
on the table, where, having wriggled 
themselves into something like oi^er, 
a venerable bivalve, grey with barna- 
cles and age, advanced to die front, 
and having opened ^lia shell, delivered 
himself nearly as follows : — *' Sir, the 
natives Qi Carlingford having heard, 
to their cost, of your arrival in 
this neighbourhood, and being well 
aware of the deadly interest you take 
in their affairs, have resolved to sa- 
crifice a number of their choicest 
inhabitants to your iudicious palate 
('hear, hear! * from a little fat oyster) ; 
and accordinglv, for the honour and 
reputation of tne natives of Carling- 
ford ('hear 1 * from the fat one), fi suffi- 
cient number of volunteers have gene- 
rously come forward (bravo I) to die 
gloriously for their compatriots ('hear, 
hear!' and clattering of shells on all 
sides). We, the deputation in this 
matter appointed, do therefore re- 
spectfully solicit you to name a 
day (' hear, hear I * from the corpulent 
bivalve) when we may expect the 
pleasure of vour company at the 
oyster-beds, tor which purpose the 
Mayor and Aldermen of Carlingford 
have generously placed an oyster- 
boat and diving-bell at your disposal. 
(Great and enthusiastic clattering.)'* 
What answer I might have made to 
this hospitable proposal I know not, 
for, having taken umbrage at the eter- 
nal «' hear, hear I" of the little UofUtd 
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native (there always is in deputations, 
if you observe, one greasy little abo- 
mination making his lungs as promi- 
nent as his belly), I watched my op- 
portunity, and, catching him between 
the jaws with my oyster-knife while in 
the act of ejaculating a " hear, hear! " 
I opened him in a twinkling, to the 
evident consternation of the surviving 
Crustacea, who, seeing me bolt their 
obese colleague, retreated in the same 
disorder in which they had arrived ! 
I might have treated the whole affair 
as the natural result of a scanty supper 
and limited supply of grog, had 1 not 
discovered a paper which the deputa- 
tion left behind in their precipitate re- 
treat, and which is so well considered 
and temperately expressed, that I do 
not think it unworthy a place in the 
records of my peregrinations. 

" To the Most Honourable the Mar- 
quess of Anglesey, K.G., K.S'.P., 
G.C.B., a General in the Army, 
Colonel of the Seventh Light Dra- 
goons, Lord- Lieutenant of Angle- 
seyshire, &c. &c. &c. 

" The Petition of the Natives of Car- 
lingford huQably and respectfully 
showeth, 

*' That petitioners and their an- 
cestors have been, from time imme- 
morial, submarine inhabitants of the 
oyster-beds in the bay of Carlingford^ 
whereof your Lordship is lord of the 
soil. 

" That they have enjoyed for cen- 
turies a reputation for fatness and fla- 
vour second to none, superior to most, 
equal to any. 

" That they bring higher prices, and 
are more in demand than any other 
description of oyster in Dublin and 
elsewhere. 

" That the^ regret to state that, of 
late years, owing to the poverty of the 
fishermen, or the system of too fre- 
quent dredging, or from, indiscriminate 
and rapacious abstraction of the infe- 
rior fish, they have suffered in charac- 
ter, are less in demand, and sold at a 
lower price per hundred than former- 
ly- 

" That whereas in personal appear- 
ance your petitioners were formerly 
invariably as round as a ball, white as 
a nut, and full as a tick, they latterly 
have become little better than so many 
bits of slate, owing to the operation of 
some or other of t)ie causes above 
stated. 



** In tender consideration whereof, 
your petitioners, regarding the ' Pol- 
doody Association' lately established, 
in common with the other inhabitants 
of the north of Ireland, with sovereign 
contempt, turn to your Lordship, as 
their landlord and natural protector, 
in the hope that, without inju^ to the 
interests of the fishermen of Carling- 
ford, some legislative enactment may 
be adopted to preserve from further 
deterioration the Carliogford oyster- 
beds. 

«* And your petitioners, as in duty 
bound, will ever pray. 

" Signed, on behalf of the peti- 
tioners, 
" Mothee-of-Pearl.** 

I take no credit to myself for the 
announcement of the fact, which I 
state from undoubted authority, that 
owing to my exertions in thb matter 
a commission has been appointed to 
enquire into, and report upon, the 
state and prospects of the oyster-beds 
generally, while six and thirty assist- 
ant commissioners, with a sufficient 
supply of biscuits, oyster-knives, and 
bottled stout, have already been ap- 
pointed, and have actually set out to 
prosecute their enquiries on the spot. 
It is supposed that in twenty years* 
time there will be sufficient data accu- 
mulated to frame the first report, and 
that not more than thirty thousand 
pounds will be required annually for 
this commission. Indeed it is gener- 
ally supposed that our paternal Go- 
vernment, acting on the principle em- 
bodied in the Railway report, will 
discourage oyster-eating generally, 
except under Government auspices. 
It has already been calculated tliat no 
oyster-cellar under extra-ministerial 
management will pay more than three 
and a^half per cent on the sunken 
capital, and it is predetermined to re- 
commend a '^ Central Metropolitan 
Oyster Emporium,*' to be established 
in the Castle of Dublin, of which the 
celebrated Mr Dando, the oyster-eater, 
is intended to be resident stipendiary 
commissioner I 

Leaving Newry and the North, we 
cross the Carlingfford mountuns into 
Lowih, passing on our way many 
towns and villages remarkable for 
beggars and dirt, and one sweet little 
spot (Castle Bellingham), notorions 
for cleanliness and humming ale— good 
ale, rare beverage in this aloohoUc 
clhne! Oysters are not cultivated be- 
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tween Carlingford Bay and the Hill 
of Howthy the country may therefore 
as well be obliterated from the maps 
in future. 

Howth deserves our attention — ^we 
are on classic ground. That affecting 
epic touching the life and adventures 
of Saint Patrick thus alludes to its 
imposing altitude in one of its thrilling 
stanzas, which, however, has lost much 
by the translation : — 

** The Wicklow hills is very high, 
And 80*8 the Hill of Howth, ma'am. 
Bat there's a hill much higher still, 
*Ti8 higher nor them both, ma*am. 
*Twa8 on the top of this high hill 
Saint Paddy preached the sarmint, 
That driv the frogs intil the bogs, 
And bothered all the varmint.*' 

In the touching ballad, " Molly Ma- 
lone,** the poet dexteroiisly introduces 
his subject in the following sublime 
adjuration, illustrative at once of the 
altitude of the hill and the towering 
passion of the hero : — 

•* By the big hUl of Howth-^ 
That's a bit of an oath." 

Howth is remarkable, too, for its 
famous waterproof asylum harbour, 
upon which half a million was expend- 
ed so successfully, under the auspices, 
as usual, of Government Commission- 
ers, that the whole area of the basin 
within the piers is dry as a bone at all 
times of tide, and effectually excludes 
water " in the wettest seasons.'* It is 
at present only in use as an arena for 
the blackguards of the neighbourhood, 
who find it excellently well adapted 
for their favourite amusement of** pitch 
and toss," and by no means contemp- 
tible as a cock-pit. 

The aristocrat smiles at the idea of 
a Howth oyster. I care not for hb 
smiles— no, nor for his sneers either. 
I write for posterity, and must distri- 
bute equal justice to the oyster of the 
poor man and the oyster of the rich. 
Howth fumuhes peculiarly the poor 
man*s oyster — six a penny, sometimes 
nine, according, of course, to the state 
of the market. Six may be taken at 
a fair average, and allow me to tell 
you, Aristos, that with a fresh penny 
roll, a pennyworth of good Howth na- 
tives, pepper included, and a penny- 
worth of beer, I have seen a poor 
hard-working fellow dine as heartily, 
and thank God as fervently, as if he 
had been set down vis-a-vis with your 
worship to soup, fish, and dessert. 
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The singularly happy adaptation of 
the good things of this life to the tastes 
and resources of the various classes of 
recipients has often struck me as a 
powerful evidence of the intention 
that gradations should be established 
in human society. To the poor man 
the oyster of Carlingford would be no 
treat — too small — too tasteless; that 
of Howth suits his palate as it suits 
his pocket, of a largo size, full, fresh 
fiavour, and plenty for the money. I 
would not advise an epicure to order 
Howth oysters, nor, indeed, are ther 
to be had in those emporia adapted tr 
the better classes. If he be desirous 
to taste them, he will find an abun- 
dance on the quays of Dublin, when, 
if he carry with him, as I do, his 
pocket oyster-knife and pepper-castor, 
he may whet his appetite very agree- 
ably with a sixpen'orth. 

Behold me now in Dublin, very de- 
cently lodged at the Carlingford Ta- 
vern on Aston's Quay, a house which 
I selected not less on account of the 
name than by reason of its contiguity 
to the principal oyster-eating establish- 
ments of this metropolis. As sixteen 
hundred and forty of the folio pages 
of the intended Oyster-bed Commis- 
sioners' Report are to be devoted to a 
historical view of the oyster-cellars of 
Dublin from the earliest periods to the 
present time, I do not intend to go 
fully into this part of the subject, re- 
plete as it is with matter of the highest 
antiquarian and economic interest. It 
will be sufficient to observe, that where- 
as formerly oysters were invariably 
eaten below the earth*s surface, in sub- 
terranean cavities excavated for that 
express purpose, they are no?r chiefly 
consumed in tidy boxes behind the 
shops, or in genteel first-floor apart- 
ments, neatly fitted up, as was very 
truly put forward in the last session of 
Parliament by the Right Honourable 
Mr Forcible Feeble, as an illustration 
of the rising importance and growing 
prosperity of Ireland. 

What veteran oyster-eater docs not 
remember the cellar of the once cele- 
brated Queen Casey — a cellar that, 
from its extent and the number buried 
within its gloomy walls, might better 
be denominated a catacomb r No ray 
of sun-light ever penetrated further 
than the top of the companion-ladder 
leading to the den — no besom had 
ever profaned the dirty fioor or the 
blackened ceiling — no grindstone had 
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dared to remove the sevenfold rust 
from the knives and forks of the esta- 
blishment — 
** No Molly tuopp*d it with a mop, 
Nor bnish'd it with a broom.*' 

Who that has ever seen her can 
forget the majesty of Queen Casev 
herself? Most lamentably tossicated, 
never without one or more " blue 
eyes/* a piece of adhesive plaster be- 
striding ner Milesian proboscis — her 
unkempt hair escaping every where 
from the contamination of a greasy 
cap — a pair of elephantine legs, termi- 
nating m trotters " to match" a fine 
specimeui assuredly of the finest pea- 
santry in the universe. But the glo- 
ries of old are departed^oysters, 
darkness^ and dirt are no longer 
necessarily associated — the '* school- 
master** has "walked into** the ovsler- 
cellars with a vengeance, and the 
sceptre of the once paramount Queen 
Casey is now wielded in turn by half- 
a-dozen rival potentates of the mascu- 
line gender. 

M^ahide, Carlingford, Lissadell 
(Co.* Sligo), and Burren (Co. Clare), 
furnish respectively their quota of 
oysters for consumption in the Dublin 
market. Of these various sorts, the 
Malahide alone are exported in any 
quantity, the land-carriage precluding 
any extensive exportation of the oys- 
ters of the western coasts. Carling- 
ford sends her tribute in boats of from 
twenty to thirty tons burden, which 
are moored in the river above Carlisle 
Bridge, exactly vis-a-vis with the Car- 
lingford Tavern on the one side, and 
Killean*s Hotel at the other. At 
either of these houses the epicure will 
do well to form his own judgment of 
this the finest oyster, certainly. In the 
world : and I would recommend him 
to decune the assistance of the waiters, 
and to order in the boatman to op^ 
the ^sh on the spot, receiving them 
from the hand of the opener, taking 
care that they be eaten off Uie deep 
shell, to preserve every drop of the 
precious liquor so peculiarly their 
own. It is my firm conviction, that 
laying an oyster, after being opened, 
on a dish, no matter for how snort a 
period of time, diminishes materially 
the piquancv of flavour, and deterio- 
rates the fish. I make it a rule^ ac- 



cordingly, to eat mine "out of hand" 
upon dl occasions, and recommend a 
similar procedure to every individual 
of a delicate gusto in the important 
business of oyster-eating.* 

The Malahide oyster next demands 
our attention, and the student will 
find the celebrated " O'Hara Tavern," 
French Street, on the south side of 
the city, the favourite habitat of this 
noble animal, and the locality where 
its peculiar excellencies may be best 
appreciated, cart-loads of Individuals 
arriving daily for no other purpose 
than that of being submitted to the 
scientific investigation of successive 
groups of experimental philosophers, 
who devote the energies of their ac- 
tive jaws to the analytic investiga- 
tion of the bivalve Crustacea. The 
•* 0*Hara Emporium," so called after 
the patronymic of its enterprising pro- 
prietor, acquired much of its well- 
earned reputation tinder the enlight- 
ened rule of its former possessor, 
who rejoiced in the not unusual cog- 
nomen of ** Smith,** and who has 
retired, after the honourable fatigues 
of a well-spent life, with a compe- 
tent fortune to his marine residence, 
which is more particularly designated 
to the eye of the inqubitive traveller, 
by an inscription upon the gate-posts, 
in red letters on a black ground, the 
post to the right displaying the letters 
poLDoo — that to the left giving the 
final syllable, and the noun which 
completes the name, thus, — dy castlk 
— ^both posts being read together, an- 
nounce the stucco residence in the dis- 
tance as no other than the venerable 
CASTLE or FOLDooDY. I rcgrct to 
observe that wealth and good taste are 
not accompanied, in the case of the ex- 
cellent proprietor of Poldoody Castle, 
with sound political principles, and 
canaot conceal the chagrin with which 
I beheld him and his amiable consort, 
familiarly recognised in the oyster 
world as •* Ould Mother Smith,'* con- 
descending to patronise, in their pri- 
vote car, the last seiecthfJl at the Phoe- 
nix Park. Really, Smith, you let 
yourself down sadly I 

Admirers of the Atlantic, or green- 
finned oyster of Burren, will find in the 
" O'Ryan,** shell-fish tavern. Trinity 
Street, the choicest selection, the pro- 
prietor having devoted his valuable life 



* See Dr Kitchener, Cook's Oracle, third edition, page 239, to the same effect. 
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to the not unworthy aim of being first 
among those who traffic in the *^ green 
fins.'* I do liim no more than justice 
when I state that» but for liis praise- 
worthy labours in their behalfy many 
thousands would have lived and died 
unconscious of the briny excellencies 
of the bivalves of Burren. If it be a 
matter of honest pride to a man to 
have caused two blades of grass to 
grow where but one grew before, what 
exultation of soul may not be permit- 
ted to him who has extended the limits 
of crustaceous enjoyment — who has 
given to the world a new oyster, and 
a new sensation to the epicure ! 

When I desire a miscellaneous as- 
sortment, or oyster medley, as it were, 
I am accustomed to direct my steps to 
the " 0*Donohoe emporium,*' in 
Abbey Street. By the way, »il the 
magnates of the oyster trade bo^t of 
patronymics purely Milesian. This 
has continued to be the case from time 
immemoriAl, as W0 ara assured of in 
the pithy verse which has coum down 
to us from the obseurost antiquity ( — 

*• By Mac and O*, 
Yoiill alwayf kBu»v 

Tni* O90tetrm»mf tlwy sair ; 
Bat if they Imek 
Both * O" aad * Mac,* ^^ 

Falae miaMlem#a ^b ^jr.** 

One of the clerks in the office of the 
Oyster-bed Commissioners, a very in- 
telligent gentleman, has directed my 
attention to the division of labour# 
which appears to have existed at a 
very early period, in the sbell-fish 
line — collectors of oysters, musseU, 
and, we mav reasonably Infer, of perL- 
winkles and black cockles, being dis- 
tinct classes of society, as fixed and as 
unalterable as the castes of the Hin- 
doo ; an interesting fact altogether un- 
noticed, strange to say, oy Adam 
Smith, Malthu8,Ricardo, Nassau Bal- 
loon Senior^ the Edinbui^h Review- 
ers, or Mistress Martineau. An ela- 
borate attempt was made, 1 must 
cc/bfess, by Counsellor O* Rubbishy to 
prove that " mussulmen *' is the cor- 
rect reading; and hence he goes on 
to infer, that the gnen turban must 
have been worn at an early period in 
Ircla*id hy the followers of the Pro- 
phet. Tne disquifiition on tliisinte- 
restipg subject occupies £he third, 
jBfth, and ninth volumes of the Col- 
lectanea de Rebus Jiibemids ; which 
learned production, I lament to say^ 
was discontinued before the Counsel* 



lor had got fkrther than the first de- 
scent of the Pheenieians upon Mu^ 
Island/ A.M. 1. 

" Mais reveQQiii 4 nos h^itre^ ! " 

The north-west coast of Ireland 
furnishes ample contributions to the 
shell-fish establishments of Dublin, 
among wiiich the oyster of Lissadel) 
deserves most honourable mention. 
As Diana to her nymphs, as 4 haunch 
to a scrag, and as Hyperion to a 
Satyr; as a sirloin to a stickinff-piece, 
as all the world to a bit of chalk, so 
is a luscious Lissadell to the other 
oysters of the north-west. O'Ryan, 
to whose patriotic exertions on behalf 
of the oyster of Burren, we have al- 
ready paid our humble tribute of 
respect, is no less distinguished fbr 
his anxiety to promote the consump- 
tion of Lissadell. His supplies are 
received daily "hj express.'* A 
generous rivalry sijbsists along t)ie 

freat north-western road between her 
f^iesty*8 mail and the oyster-cart of 
O'Ryan. A blowing horn notifies to 
tiie lieges the S4fe arrival pf both, and 
both establishments annpunee; by bills 
in the windows of their respective 
offices, the hour when the ^ sorting " 
Is completed, and t)ie ^delivery" 
going to bea^ 

In spealong so freely as I have 
bought fit to do of the IHustrious 
heptarchy of oyster-seliers, who wield 
the once undivided sceptre of Queen 
Casey, fkr be from me the unworthy 
wish to aggrandize one potentate at 
die expense of another, or to stimu- 
late our nationai benefrictors to uur 
seemly opposition, i have ratber 
chosen to set in a &vourable point of 
view the bivalve in irhich ea/cfa dy? 
nasty respeptivMy excels, and to dinect 
the iudidous tourist how ne flaay 
best bestow upon all in turn his undx- 
vided attentloB. ^or my own part, f 
prefer to all others in DubUn ttie 
ministrations of the O'Hara, Prince of 
Malahide, the characteristics of whose 
hoflpltafity are deanliiiess and civility. 
The amateur not ravenously, but ap- 
petizingly hungry, directs Ms impt- 
tient steps to a little jpreen ^or in 
French Street, either post whereof is 
decorated vritfa an escutcheion, with 
two lobsters rampant, ^nd the motto, 
OYSTERS WITHIN, wortfaily emblazoned 
in letters of gold. 

A tiniercure, a marine odour ef^ 
hides through the little apartment. 
You may fiuocy yonrBelf in a bathinF 
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box. Here, were I a physician, my 
patients should resort for the benefit 
of sea air, as well as for the geierous 
diet that the place affords. Taking a 
seat on the raised bench, behind a 
counter white with continual scrub- 
bing, the judicious epicure grasps the 
pepper- castor firmly in the right iiand, 
while pats of delicate butter and crisp 
biscuits are laid before him. If he be 
as old a customer as 1 am, there is 
no occasion to intimate his wbh that 
the fish shall be Airnished to his lip 
from the deep shell. A morning 
paper is officiously presented to those 
epicures who like their oysters pep- 
pered with a leading article. A glass 
of fair water, with a thimbleful of 
Cognac, neat as imported, finishes the 
repast. Thus having moderately 
eaten, and as moderately disbursed, 
the complacent connoisseur departs, 
like a giant refreshed, to get, as he best 
can, an appetite for dinner. 

The county of Wicklow, through 
which I took my way to the southern 
provinces, boasts two gigantic Sugar- 
loaves, the greater and the less ; tit- 
bits for the hammer of the geologist. 
Near to these I observed in^rior ele- 
vations, which, pursuing the sensible 
nomenclature that prevails in these 
parts, I conclude to be denominated 
Nutmeg and Lemon, and have no 
doubt that rivulets of whiskey-punch 
meander in the vicinity. Although 
this county is unfortunately destitute of 
oysters, it nevertheless enjoys no mean 
celebrity in the purveyance of several 
other good things of this life, of which 
I will make sufficient mention in my 
forthcoming great gastronomic survey 
of Ireland. Just now, I only hint for 
the benefit of the initiated, that muU 
let, red and grey, of large size and ex- 
quisite flavour, abound in the vicinity. 

We sleep at Arklow, famous as 
the nursery of Irish oysters. From 
hence, as well as from Wexford, the 
artificial oyster-beds are abundantly 
supplied with stock, which being fur- 
nbhed by the fishermen at so much 
per bushel, and laid upon the beds 
for two or three years, becomes a 
full-flavoured, well-conditioned oys- 
ter, all fat and no fin, instead of re- 
maining at home, all fin and no fat — 
so manifest are the advantages of tra- 
vel and a polite education. I have 
observed, however, that no trans- 
planted oyster ever does or can ac- 
quire that perfection of flavour which 
the native, properly so called, attains. 



These, as happens to animals of a 
higher grade in the social scale, have 
an Intuitive raciness, a mother- wit, as 
it were, about them, which the epicure 
fails to discern in the more artificial 
moUusk. Not an oyster to be had 
nearer than the town of Wexford, 
where they enjoy a reputation in the 
manufacture of oyster-sauce — an equi- 
vocal reputation at best, as if nature 
ever intended that an oyster, good for 
any thing else, should be smothered 
in butter and flour, like plebeian tripe, 
or sanS'Cuiotte cow-heeL Oysters are 
cheap here — eightpence to a shilling 
the long hundred, and have the like 
attributes with low-priced law, low- 
priced government, and other first- 
cost articles. They are not alone 
cheap, but moreover nasty. 

Make my way by an inland route tor 
Limerick — cross the river Shannon 
at Killaloe. Here Saint Patrick was 
accustomed to enjoy eel-soup. 

'* Nine hundred thoua&Dd vipers blue 
He chann*d with sweet discoortM, 
And dined on them at KiUaloe, 
In soups and second coorses,** 

where the eels, as if in honour of the 
Saint, are to this day the best in Ire- 
land. The method of pursuing this 
fishery by charming the eels with 
" sweet discoorses," was supposed to 
have perished with the Saint himself, 
but has been latterly revived, with 
wonderful success, by the prime moun- 
tebank of the Poldoody Association. 
The majestic Shannon, like every 
thing else on the surface of the habit- 
able globe, has become the prey of 
Commissioners. Hercules in Lydia, 
Sampson among the Philistines, the 
Shannon in Commission. lamnot, how- 
ever, disposed to quarrel with this par- 
ticular Commission, as a few Gilaroo 
trouts have been captured, and a capi- 
tal cray-fish discovered by some of the 
deputy-clerks, apprentice engineers, 
or seven-and-sixpenny surveyors, who 
crowd about the banks of the vene- 
rable stream, like Cornish choughs 
tugging at the carcass of a dead racer. 
Long life to you. Father Shannon — 
may you majestically flow until the 
Commissioners have done with you, 
let who will live to see it I 

Limerick is a wonderful place — 
wonderful in its beggars, more won- 
derful in its dirt, most wonderful in a 
column, surmounted by a little squab, 
pragmatical statue, in a white hat, 
which a bystander informed me with 
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a grin was intended to represent the 
Right Honourable Mr Forcible Fee- 
ble, a financial statesman, of whom I 
had never heard — any good. 

The Red Bank Barren oyster fur- 
nishes a staple commodity of the 
Limerick connoisseur, who enjoys it 
here in rare perfection, although de- 
prived of the *' appliances and means 
to boot** which the metropolis affords 
— ^here, the sepulchral cellar still 
yawns for the adventurous Dando — 
here, mutton-lights are still stuck in 
tin sconces round the walls — here, 
two-pronged forks, dirty napkins, and 
last week*8 mustard it would be un- 
reasonable not to expect. The follow- 
ing is a verbatim copy of an announce- 
ment regarding a class of men who 
really deserve better treatment, which 
'I found posted, in good legible type, 
round the walls of apparently the most 
extensive oyster emporium in the 
place, situate in the main street, not 
far from Moriarty's hotel : — 

*' Gentlemen frequenting this esta- 
blishment are requested not to kick, 
beat, or otherwise abuse the waiters in 
attendance, as they have orders to be- 
have with the utmost politeness and 
attention. Any complaint to the con- 
trary will be attended to and redress- 
ed." • 

I hope and trust, for the credit of 
Limerick, that this notification, point- 
edly indicating a bad state of society^ 
no longer stares the tourist in the face, 
and that the brutal practices which 
called it forth have ceased to stigma- 
tize the oyster-eater of Garry-owen — 

" That beautiful city called Cork" 
was long in a deplorable state of 
wretchedness, the only supply of oys- 
ters being that afforded by the fisher- 
men — a supply as precarious as their 
own existence. The Barry family, to 
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whom the County Cork is indebted 



for benefits of less importance, set se- 
riously to ^ork to remove this na- 
tional degradation, and to a certain 
extent have succeeded in procuring 
for the city the benefit of at least a 
steady supply ; nevertheless, after ha- 
ving studied the Cork oyster almost 
to indigestion, I am unable to make a 
favourable report of it — size and fat- 
ness have been too much considered, 
flavour too little. " What care I for 
the thews and sinews ? give me the fla- 
vour. Master Shallow."— The Oyster- 
bed Commissioners may, perhaps, ar- 
rive at more favourable conclusions. 
However undistinguished in a cnista- 
ceous point of view, Cork is a favou- 
rite with me, — the natives are frank 
and friendly, — their welcome is warm- 
er, and the parting squeeze of the 
hand more emphatic than elsewhere, 
and I owe them not a few of the hap- 
piest days of my life. Let us part 
fair — 

** Farewell to you, Cork, with your pep- 
per-box steeple. 
Your whiskey, your oysters, your girls, 
and your fun.*' 
Back to the metropolis. The feast 
of Saint Michael answers to the 9th of 
August in England, being Oyster-day, 
a holiday among the oyster folks of 
the strictest obligation to get drunk. 
On this memorable day the oyster 
year is ushered in by a regular jollifi- 
cation — placards are distributed by the 
importers and owners of the beds, who 
givefStes, at which " his Excellency 
the Lord- Lieutenant,*' as the morning 
papers inform us, " is expected to at- 
tend," and send their retainers through 
the city, decorated vrith ribands, in 
solemn procession, the strict order of 
which I am enabled to exhibit, by 
permission of Oyster King-at-Arms. 



to 



O 



I 



Two Oyster-men on foot. 

One ditto on horseback. 

A Watering-cart, conveying one blind Piper, one ditto Fiddler, 

playing distinct tunes with might and main. 

Two Oyster-men on foot. 

One ditto on horseback with a banner. 

Oyster-carts according to seniority, each carrying a banner. 

Donkey-carts with sweeps — Dustmen, two-and-two. 

Mob. 



to 
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I 
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* I am sorry to say, an unvamished fact« 
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In approacMng^ the important and 
difficult topic of the respective merits 
of the various species of Irish oyster, 
the cnistaceous enquirer is continually 
reminded that " the action of fancy 
^nd taste seems to he affected hy 
causes too various and minute to he 
enumerated with sufficient complete- 
ness for the purposes of philosophi- 
cal theory. Geometry is the same 
not only at Athens and London, hut 
in the extremes of Nuhia and Samar- 
cand*" — oysters, on the contrary, are 
dissimilar, not only at Carlingford and 
Lissadell, but at Clontarf and Mala- 
hide ; nor can oyster- eaters he re- 
duced to fixed principles of action — 
Crito likes a mild oyster, mild as old 
Cheshire — Aristolarchus delights in a 
briny bivalve — Nokes decides in 
favour of a luscious Lissadell — the 
favourite of Stiles, on the contrary, 
must contain, at the very least, a table- 
spoonful of the Atlantic dcean ; I 
shall not attempt the impossibilitv of 
assigning laws to the caprices of the 
palates, but proceed to state succinctlv 
the physical characteristics of each 
species, and as far as an extensive 
course of eatiag has informed me, the 
claims of our several deecripUone of 
oyster to preeedenoe. The natural 
order, as it appears to me, of treating 
this subject is, a division into two 
great genera or Masses, the fat or 
luscious oyster, and the briny or ma» 
rine. It is in the due admixture of 
these antagonising flavours that the 
true perfection of the flsb> in my 
humble opinion, muniy eonsiste. 

The Cariingford oyster wants no- 
thing that it should have, and has 
nothing that it should want*-round 
and rough as a walnut, it opens white, 
fat, and jtdcy — neither too large nor 
too small, uid blending with extreme 
delicacy the racy sharpness of the sea 
with the milder flavour of the fish — I 
demand justice for Carlingford, 

Appearances are greatly against the 
oyster of Burreu^ but for aB that, it is 
vastly better than it looks. The eal- 
oareous tegument b of a copperas tinl^ 
how imbibed I really ksow not ; a 
sulphureous amell Is emitted on the 
opening of the oyster, whlch^ if the 
shell be pierced with the knife, is re* 
markably pungent ; the pearl is tinted 
of various hues, among which, pink 



and gi'een predominate, and the fin or 
beard of the fish is of an olive green 
colour. The flavour is most delicious, 
but more Atlantic than that of the 
Carlingford, which, to some amateurs, 
is perfection itself. 

Malahide is peculiarly favoured in its 
contiguity to the metropolis, two hours 
being sufficient to bring the flsh from 
its native bed to market. Their condi- 
tion is such as never to disappoint the 
expectation of the connoisseur, which 
sometimes happens with the provincial 
oyster — indeed, that of Malahide is 
usually sold too fresh, and is in per- 
fection on the second or third dav 
after its removal. Its sole defect is 
being somewhat oversized ; this, how- 
ever, can be remedied by a careful 
selection ; as to flavour more cannot 
be said in its behalf than that it has 
been mistaken for a Cariingford ; 
more could not be said for the oyster 
of Baiae, or the Lucrine lake. 

Lissadell or Sligo stands at the head 
of the luscious division — large, whit^, 
and fat, of a richness of flavour almost 
to excess — no oyster suffers more by 
carriage than this, and none can affbi^ 
to suffer less. To eat it in perfection, 
the tourist must visit Sligo — ^whither 
I am accustomed to repair for the ex- 
press purpose once a-year. 

I need not say that there arc few 
places round the coast destitute of die 
rock oyster, whose qualities deserve no 
particular mention. 

As I have no wish to take the b^^ead 
out of the mouths of the recently ap- 
pointed Oyster-bed Commisdoners, I 
forbear to go into the particulars of 
the crab and lobster trade, or to give 
in five minutes as much information, 
and more than they will be enabled to 
collect in two years' time, at a cost to 
the coxmtry of several thousand 
pounds. 

The supply of lobsters to the me- 
tropolis is scantv and precarious — the 
jirica high, and the quality indlfie- 
rent'^arlmg klUkgetieT from the 
waat of a projxer apparatus for captur- 
ing the ^sh, which swarm along the 
whole western eoast — as well as finom 
there hmg no fite«dy »ai^et, or ex- 
teo4ed oonaiuBptioA of lobsters in Ire- 
land. In the remoter parts of the 
country they are ludicrously cheip— 
in Dublin exorbitantly dear. 



* See an elaborate vevlew of the poetry of ltofeffs,%7 Sir James Mackintosh. 
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Crabs are sweeti but of small size, 
never approaching the circumference 
of a Plvmouth or a Cromer — and to 
conclude our summary, cray-fish are 
abundant, and periwinkles unknown 
as an article of commerce. 

But, alas! we are neglected, insulted, 
and contemned. My blood boils when 
I think of the contumely heaped upon 
our lovely Lissadells^ — our " green 
fins ** are devoured with thanklessness, 
and their very shells ground into 
powder to fertilize the fields of the 
Saxon and the stranger— our griev- 
ances are not the less grievous, be- 
cause nobody knows wherein they 
consist — the condition of our oysters 
is not less pitiable, in that they main- 
tain a dignified silence on the exciting 
topic of their wrongs. Apropos to in- 
sults, let me rouse the patriotic indig- 
nation of every lover of his country 
by a case exactly in point. 

Eatingoysters in the Liverpool mar- 
ket one fine morning — not confining 
myself to any fish in particular — mere 
desultory eating— my attention was 
attracted to a tub promising extraor- 
dinary excellence. Approaching the 
vender, I pointed to the reservoir, and 
with much politeness enquired whence 
they were imported — ** This here in 
that there tubV* replied the merman 
— *• them there hoy sters is a Malahide, 
and no mistake — none of your Irish 
trash/** Shades of departed Pol- 
doodies, I exclaimed, is it come to 
this 1 Was it for this— O Ireland, O 
my country ! — I could have ostracised 
the muffin- headed oyster-monger ; wil- 
lingly would 1 have scraped hhn to 
death with an oystersfaefl. 

The awakened recollection of our 
wrongs instantaneously directs the 
mind to methods of redress, and thd 
impartial historian is led, as naturally 
as pigs squeak, to a recital of the 
origin, means, and ends of the Pol- 
doody association. 

Tills illustrious body is the fifty- 
sixth association of the xind within as 
many years, its predecessors being 
thrown off in their turn, as regularly 
as my Lord Mayor's gown, or last 
year's almanack. Tlie subscription 
has been hitherto only a one-pound 
note, for which the subscriber was en- 
titled tocry " hear, hear I" three several 
times within the twelvemonth — tbat 
is to say, once at the formation of tbe 
society, once at a meeting in FeVu- 
ary, and the tbird and last time upon 



the dissolution of the concern at the 
year's end, when the patriotic subscri- 
ber, minus his one-pound note, retired 
once again into the bosom of Ids fami- 
ly. What becomes of the one-pound 
notes so accumulated, none of the vic- 
tims ever venture to enquire, the Im- 
pression being general, tnat such en- 
quiry would certainly lead to exposure, 
but by no means as certainly to resti- 
tution. The Poldoody Association, as 
its name sufficiently imports, is a last 
— a final — only one more, once more, 
and no more after that — an ultimate 
experiment for the current year ; after 
which a new association, with a new 
subscription, being also a last experi- 
ment, will be organized for the year 
1840, or, as the late celebrated Mr 
Richardson, the puppet-showman, was 
accustomed to express himself on simi- 
lar occasions, " the performances just 
over will immediately begin, and so 
keep perpetually beginning over and 
over again, ladies and gentlemen, to 
the end of the fair." Justice to Ire- 
land is the ignis fatuus they pursue — 
nobody knows what it is, or where to 
have it — and as for catchmg it, yon 
might as well try to lay hands on Spring- 
heeled Jack, or the Paddlngton ghost. 
— So — to use a more becoming illus- 
tration — So, when a four-posted bed- 
stead is npon the ** go," and the ham- 
mer of the officiating George Robins 
vibrates menacingly in the air, the ti- 
morous bidder is eloquently reminded 
that he is all done at fifteen and six-' 
pence — no more at fifteen and six- 
pence — last time at fifteen and six— 
the eagle's eye of the bargain-hunter 
dilates with anticipated possession — 
when lo! — ^instead of the ensphatlc 
•• gone !** confirmed by the more em- 
phatic hammer's knock, the tantalising 
auctioneer turns to his attendant func- 
tionary with the freezing ejaculation, 
" Jemmy, pass the lot." 

The subscription to the Association 
of the current year has been reduced 
to a quarter of a hundred of oysters, 
or one shilling sterling* instead of a 
one-pound note, on the principle of 
smafl profits and quick return — not 
without a hope that the poverty and 
ignorance of the subscribers may pre- 
clude too narrow a scrutiny of the 
financial department, so that the ba- 
lance in band may uninterruptedly 
find its way where previous balances 
have found their way before. Two 
hundred oyster-eaters form a deputa- 
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tion to eat their way into the heart of 
Great Britain in the ensuing spring, 
giving a taste of their quality m the 
different towns as they go along, for 
the double purpose of puffing off the 
groat Kerry Oyster, and of denouncing 
to the English people that " traitor 
Guiness*8" draft and bottled stout. 

I am happy in the recollection of 
being present at the preliminary meet- 
ing of the Poldoody Association, hav- 
ing paid a quarter of a hundred of 
oysters for admission. Raised seats 
of rough deal, amphitheatrically dis- 
posed round the large room of the 
Oyster Exchange — a long table, co- 
vered with inky yellow baize, that had 
once been green, a few forms, and a 
high-backed chair, completed the fur- 
niture of the apartment. Two or 
three potato-faced damsels, in gay 
bonnets and shabby cotton shawls, as 
also a little girl, occupied the gallery, 
while liberal partisans, in greasy 
collars and cuffs, with beards of twp 
days and shirts of a week's standing, 
came dropping in, one by one, and 
took tbair seats, big with a love of 
oystefb Odd their country. The room 
was now nearly filled, a general scrap- 
ing of feet began to testify the im- 
patience of the auditory, as well as 
occasional cries of *' delay of the 
house I " ** up with the rag I ** and 
" give us back our money ! '* This 
last manifestation promptly called up 
a hard-featured, hungry-looking man, 
the treasurer of the embryo associa- 
tion, who declared, with great empha- 
sis, " that it was contrary to all pre- 
cedent to return any money on any 
pretence whatever," and concluded by 
moving Counsellor Cockle into the 
chair. A weary pause ensued — the 
learned chairman employing himself 
studiously in brushing his hat the 
wrong way — the treasurer in affecting 
to mend a pen — the potato- faced dam- 
sels in joining noses under their bon- 
nets, and the little girl in falling fast 
asleep. Something or somebody was 
evidently wanting — scraping of feet, 
whbtling, and under-growling recom- 
menced, while severd of the liberals 
put on their gossamers, with an ex- 
pression of their fears that the meeting 
was " no go." In this anticipation 
thoy were happily disappointed — a 
buckle at the door announced the en- 
trauoe of a person of importance, who 
was speedily identified by the hard- 
featured treasurer calling out, enthusi- 



astically, " now, gentlemen, if you 
please, hallo for Dan I " When the 
cheering had subsided, the burly per- 
sonage thus distingubhed settled the 
wig on his occiput by a couple of 
lateral twitches, folded his arms like a 
fish-fag preparing for battle, leered 
upon the potato-faced damsels in the 
gallery, and, in a mellifluous Kerry 
brogue delivered himself exactly as 
follows : — " Boys, here I am — (cries 
of * there you are sure enough,* with 

* more power to your elbow*) — I am 
here to establish the Poldoody Asso- 
ciation — (cheers) — I do establish it — 
(cheers) — it is established. (Long- 
continued cheering.) Down then, 
every mother*s son, with his shilling. 
(Cries of ' make it tenpence ! *) No, 1 
will not make it tenpence — I will go 
the whole hog. (Hurra I and a cry of 

* go it, Dan ! ') 

' Hereditary bondsmen, know you not 
Who would be free — themselves must * — 
I believe you know the rest. (A 
voice, ' strike the blow I *) You have 
hit it. (Cheers.) I confess I am no 
longer a Repealer. (Hurra !) I de- 
mand three cheers for our mild and 
paternal administration. (Hurra, 
hurra, hurra — a — a I) Honestly, I 
hope for nothing from the Whigs — I 
am a Repealer in my heart — (hurra !) 
— join with me, then, heart and voice, 
in three hearty groans for the beastly 
Whigs. (Agh—Aagh—A— g— h !) 
One groan more. (Ba — a — a — h !) 
One cheer more. (Hurra — a — a — a !) 
A groan and a cheer both together. 
(Bah — hurra — bah — whew I) The 
Tithe Bill is a greater tyranny than 
ever was imposed upon Greek slaves 
by a Turkbh House of Commons. 
(A voice, * you voted for it.*) Never 
you mind that, nabocklbh ! (Cheers.) 
The appropriation clause was the 
brains of the bill, and they knocked 
the brains out. (The same voice, 

* you advised that yourself.*) Silence, 
sir ; I denounce you as an enemy to 
Ireland. (Awful yells, with cries of 

* throw him over,' ' Liffey him,' and 

* bit him on the head.*) The north is 
against us— (yelling) — the Northern 
Star is against us— (groans, and a cry 
of ' put it out') — CarCngford is against 
us — (war-whoop.) [Here an oyster- 
man, with a strong northern accent, 
got up and said that Carlingford and 
the north had something else to do 
than lend themselves to a humbug 
agitation.] (Tremendous uproar.) 
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You are too far north for me. (Roars 
of laughter.) 1*11 tell you what> my 
boy, you shall have a plenary indul- 
gence if you*U join us. (Cries of ' you 
need it yourself/ and a cheer for 
* dirty Dens.*) There are sixteen 
diflPerent pairs of grievances inflicted 
upon Ireland by the brutal English 
faction, besides an odd one ; firstly — 
(* Cut it short.') [Here the speaker 
was interrupted by a meagre oyster- 
man from the county of Down, who 
modestly suggested that a week should 
be allowed them for consideration of 
the Society's prospectus.] (Horrible 
uproar, with cries of * traitor/ ' spy,' 
and 'go to Manchester.') Ay, let 
him go to Jericho. ('Hear him.') No; 
I am against hearing him — he can do 
us no good (cries of * pitch into him !'); 
he only wants to save his shHling. 
(Laughter.) I say, my old cock of 
the north, down with your lily-white 
hog. (Roars of laughter.) Oh I you 
see very well he hasn't got one.* 
(Shrieks of laughter, with a cry of 
" three groans for Scrub/') 

Not being able to discover wherein 
the interests of the country in general, 
or of the oyster trade in particular, 
were to profit by the above faithfully- 
reported Demosthenic display, I ven- 
tured timidly to ejaculate ** Question, 
question," whereupon arose a tempest 
of horrific yells, under cover of which 
I received a friendly hint from the 
ugly treasurer to ** mug ofli" an invi- 
tation he bad no occasion to repeat. 
I was speedily clear of the frowsy 
Pandemonium, and amused myself 
endeavouring to recollect, as I walkeil 
along the street, whether history fur- 
nished another example of a jesting 
buffoon playing off his antics — not 
before a profligate king, or the minions 
of a profligate court, but openly and 
daringly, in the face of an acute and 
vigorous-minded nation, on whose 
bounty he chooses to depend for his 
daily bread. 

** Mai8, revenoDS encore ^i nos huitrea I " 
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tions do not our awakened remem- 
brances invest this noble animal. An 
oyster, sir, b one of the elements of 
social existence, a delicacy of no age, 
sex, or condition, but patent to the 
universal family of man. Your Jew 
abhors not an oyster, neither does 
your Mussulman throw it over his left 
shoulder; — good in a scallop, better 
in a stew, best of all in the shell — good 
in pickle, in curry, in sauce — good at 
luncheon, before dinner, at supper— 
good to entertain a friend, good to eat 
by yourself— good when you are 
hungry, good, moreover, when you 
are not. 

'* Happy the man who, void of care and 

strife, 
In silken or in leathern purse contains 
A splendid shilling— he ne'er hears with 

pain 
Fresh oysters cried." 

So sung the amiable Phillips, who di- 
vided his affections between the oyster 
and the human race. The poor man 
eats oysters at a stall — you and I at 
our favourite tavern — the peer in his 
"salle a manger." In lodgings, in 
chambers, in barracks, in the public 
office, in the editor's room, the stu- 
dent, lawyer, soldier, secretary, and 
gentleman of the press recruits hb ex- 
hausted spirits with an oyster — the 
emaciated valetudinarian thanks his 
kind doctor for permission to tas^ the 
nutritive and grateful food — the jaded 
actress, in an interval of her weary toil, 
despatches the prompter's boy with a 
sixpence, and derives the life and 
energy of her closing act from the re- 
freshing stimulus of an oyster. 

Dando himself has declared — but 
hark, do I not hear the blowing horn 
of O'Ryan ? It must be so— a fresh 
express arrived — waiter, my hat and 
pepper-box — quick, quick — gentle and 
oyster, loving reader, I bid you 



With how many pleasing associa- 



If the urgency of the moment had 
admitted, we presume our correspond- 
ent meant to add ''an affectionate 
adieu." 

C. N. 
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The high price of grainy originat- 
ing in the cold and wet summer which 
has just been concluded, has invested 
the subject of the Com Laws with a 
new and unprecedented interest. Ever 
since the great constitutional change 
of 1832, more than average seasons 
had rewarded the labours of the bus* 
bandmen, and averted the much dread- 
ed evils of scarcity or famine. The 
summers from 1632 to 1636 were be- 
yond all precedent fine, insomuch^ that 
in the year 16359 the price of grain 
fell, on an average for the whole year, 
to thirty-nine shillings and fourpence 
a quarter ; considerablv lower than it 
had been for two hundred years pre- 
ceding ; and although the crop of 
1837 was somewhat under an average, 
yet the average price of that year was^ 
fifty-five shillings and tenpence. To 
all practical purposes, therefore, the 
coutinuance of die Corn Laws has 
been, since the passing of the Reform 
Bill, a matter of no importance what- 
ever ; the produce of the British is- 
lands during that period having been 
fully equal for the maintenance of its 
numerous inhabitants, and the prices 
so low, that, keeping in view the cer- 
tain advance that would have taken 
plate in the markets of the Baltic if 
the British ports had been entirely 
thrown open, hardly any importation 
whatever would have taken place from 
the continental states into this coun- 
try. And the experience of these 
years further demonstrates the grati- 
fying fact, that, without the assistance 
of any foreign nations whatever, the 
farmers of the United Kingdom are 
able to provide ample food for the 
maintenance of its own inhabitants, 
and in such abundance, as to have ren- 
dered the average price of grain for 
the five years preoeding 1838 about 
forty-eight shillings a quarter only, 
being a lower rate than tbe average of 
any ^^e preceding years since the 
time of Charles L 

The cold winter of 1837-6, and the 
extraordinary rains of the summer of 
1838, however, both of which, it is be- 
lieved, were unprecedented in the me- 
mory of the oldest man living, have 
materially altered the rate of prices, 
and, in consequence, put the Radicals 
in possession of the most formidable 



weapon that exists for moving the pas- 
sions of the people. Partly under the 
effect of the lateness and scantiness of 
the harvest, produced by these extra- 
ordinary rains, the prices rapidly rose 
during last August and September, 
until they reached the point when, un- 
der the existing Corn Law, foreign 
grain was admitted at a nominal duty 
of one shilling a quarter, in conse- 
quence of which, an immense quanti- 
ty of subsistence, lying in bond in the 
different harbours of the kingdom, was 
immediately let loose into the coun- 
try, and, together with the fine wea- 
ther in England for the last fortnight 
in SeptemtHsr, and in Scotland for tbe 
first fortnight of October, have again 
lowered the average price of wheat tothe 
moderate amount of sixty- two shillings 
a quarter. The apprehensions recently 
entertained, therefore, of scarcity and 
high prices, may be considered as in a 
great degree dispelled, and with them 
the pressure which it was expected 
would have been brought to bear next 
winter upon the landed interest. But 
still the question of the Com Laws has 
been every where mooted, and in many 
places made the suli^t of fierce in- 
vective against the Constitutional 
party ; and it cannot be doubted, that 
m the next session of Parliament the 
force of the Revolutionists will be in a 
great degree conoentrated on the at- 
tack of that branch of our institutions. 
. Be they right, or be they wrong, it 
must be obvious to ever^ one, that 
they are of the highest importance, 
and that all parties are alike interest- 
ed in their correct and dispassionate 
investigation ; tbe agriculturists from 
their vital interest in the produce of 
the soil ; the manufacturers from their 
no less essential dependenoe on the dis- 
posal of their labour. 

It is obvious, at first sight, that it is 
for the interest, politically speaking, 
of the supporters of the Reform Bill, 
that, in this great debate, the manufac- 
turing classes, who now so fiercely 
raise the cry for a total repeal of tbe 
Cora Laws, should, for a considerable 
time at least, be unsuccessful. That 
any change in the Corn Laws, parti- 
cularly the Radical one for which they 
contend, b a matter of the highest 
importance^ no one can doubt; and of 



Digitized by 



Google 



1836.] 



The Com Lawt. 



651 



their sense of this, they have afforded 
decisiye eyidenco by the yiolent cla- 
mour they haye raised, or attempted 
to raise, on the subject in the manu- 
facturing districts during the last few 
months. That it b a subject invoWed 
in much obscurity, and on which the 
ablest statesmen and political econo- 
mists haye long differed, is matter of 
uniyersal notoriety. That it is a sub- 
ject on which the great bulk, both of 
the Commons and Lords, are adyerse 
to any change is proyed both by the 
large miyorities of each house who 
haye thrown out any measure for any 
alteration since the Reform Act pass- 
ed, and the general quiescence which 
has preyailed on the subject until the 
recent rise of prices rendered it an 
agitating snbyect to the working class- 
es. If, then, a branch of our institu- 
tions, framed with so much care — for- 
tified by such arguments— supported 
by such interests^ b at once to giye 
way, not before the accumulated weight 
of intellect deyeloped among the in- 
telligent by years of dbcusslon, but 
before the fierce passion roused among 
the populace by months of priyation, 
it will afford an argunsent against the 
recent change in the oonstitiidoa more 
powerful than was oyer broached dur- 
ing the heat of the contest by its worst 
enemies. How, in the words of the 
Duke of Wellington's famous question, 
is the Queen's Goyernment to be car* 
ried on under the Reform Bill, if a 
branch of our laws, on which, till the 
pressure began, both honses of Parlia- 
ment were, by large minorities, decid- 
edly adyerse to any change, b at once 
to giye way before a fierce war-cry 
raised among the masses of the com- 
munity ? And what security haye we 
that any part of our institutions will 
stand the shock of adyerse fortune, if 
one of the most important of them — 
that with which the great interests of 
national subsistence and national inde- 
pendence are wound up, b swept away, 
not by the progressiye accumulation 
of national thought in periods of calm 
consideration, but by the yehement 
outcry or imaginary terrors occasioned 
by the first rainy season which occur- 
red after the passing of the Reform 
BUI? 

The Radicals, howeyer, will pPoba- 
bly care yery titde for the disdnsdit 
which such a precipitate conyubion 
wtmld bring upon their fayourite mea- 
■nre of Refonoy iprotkled ibey svooMd 



in the substantial olgeots of agitating 
the masses^ and inspiring terror in the 
holders of property. They no longer 
support " the Bill, the whole Bill, and 
nothing but the Bill.'* Mfixima Charta 
has already run its course ; six years 
haye done for it what six hundred 
years had not done for the Charter of 
Rnnnymede. Dbcarding altogether 
the ladder on which they climbed up 
to power, riyalling the most furious 
Tories in the inyectiyes which they 
pour out upon the Reform Bill ; de- 
nouncing their condition, under the 
tyranny of the middle classes, as far 
worse than it was under the Borough- 
mongers, the Radicals now openly 
clamour for the objects which we all 
along maintained they alone had at 
heart during the Reform mania ; they 
publicly admit that not participation 
u, but exdusiye possession of, supreme 
power, b the object of their desire, 
and that unless they immediately get 
Annual Parliaments, Uniyersal Suf- 
frage, Vote by Ballot, and the Repeal 
of the Com Laws, all that they haye 
hitherto obtained is a mere mockery 
and an aggrayation of their sufferings. 
The people's charter b the best com- 
mentaiy on the objects and the effects 
of the Reform Bill. 

The argument which b eonstantly 
maintained against the Com Laws b 
shortly as follows. 

Wheat, it b said» can be raised in 
Poland at from twenty-one to twenty- 
fiye shillings a quarter, and it may be 
laid down at any time at any harbour 
in Great Britain at from twenty, fiye 
to ^irty shillings. If, then, the har- 
bours were permanently opened we 
should obtain prorisioBs at litUe more 
than half the price which we at pre- 
sent pay for them. The advantages 
of such a change would be incalcula- 
ble ; eyery poor man would find him- 
eelf suddenly in possession of double 
hb income. The large surplus which 
would remain at the disposal of all 
classes, after proriding for their eeoes- 
sary wants, would immensely increaae 
their general comfort, and proportion- 
ally augment the quantity of the lux- 
uries and conyenteaces of life they 
wonld be enabled to pttrchaee. The 
home market for our mannfocturers 
would thus increaae with the proqfierity 
of aU the iisdttBtrioaa olistes. The 
foreign yent for our manufactoriog 
industry wooM be equally extended 
by tin Tot Inpvke wluoh wmU be 
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given to foreign agriculture by the 
increased demand for its productions 
in this country, and the increased 
wealth which our extensive purchases 
of their produce would diffuse through 
foreign states. The agricultural classes, 
or labourers, who might be thrown 
out of employment in the British 
islands, in the first instance, would 
speedily find a more profitable occu- 
pation for themselves and their fami- 
lies by engaging in the manufacturing 
establishments, to whom this auspici> 
ous change would communicate an 
unheard-of degree of activity and ex- 
tension. All classes will in the end 
be benefited who really deserve en- 
couragement — few, even for a time, 
injured in the disposal of their indus- 
try. None, in the long run, will 
suffer but the selfish aristocrats who 
have hitherto saved themselves from 
insolvency by levying an enormous 
tax upon the other classes of the com- 
munity. 

If any considerable proportion even 
of the considerations thus urged in 
favour of a radical change of the Com 
Laws were well founded, we should 
be the last to contend for the main- 
tenance of the existing order of 
things. But it is just because we are 
convinced that none of these effects 
will take place, but the very reverse 
ensue ; and that the interests of all 
classes will suffer, and of none more 
than the manufacturers themselves, 
while the national independence will 
be irrevocably destroyed, and the 
means of maintaining our maritime su- 
periority and foreign exports finally 
extinguished, that we so strenuously 
contend against an innovation fraught 
with such disastrous consequences. 

Is it, then, really certain that an 
unrestricted importation of foreign 
grain would, in the long run, lower 
the money price of provisions to the 
British labourers ? We apprehend 
it is extremely doubtful whether it 
would have this effect after the lapse 
of a certain number of years. Nay, 
we have little doubt that the result in 
the end would be that the price of sub- 
sistence would be raised to the Britbh 
consumer. It may safely be conceded 
that, in the^r^^ instance, the abolition 
of the Com Laws would occasion a 
considerable fall in the price of British 
gnc'ain) because it would bring into 
competition with the British farmer an 
extensive class of producers who raise 



their farm produce on richer soil^, 
under finer climates, or with cheaper 
labour. But would this effect be per- 
manent ? Would the price of grain, 
at the end of five or seven years, re- 
main at the low standard to which it 
had been reduced by the sudden influx 
of foreign competition ? Nothing can 
be clearer than that it would not. The 
depression of price would immediately 
throw a large portion of British arable 
land out of tillage ; the higher or in- 
ferior soils would cease to be cultivated, 
because they could not be cultivated 
for a profit ; and heath or broom 
would resume their dominion over a 
large part of the now cultivated tracts 
in England. This effect would be 
inevitable ; for although, in the end, 
rent and wages might be forced down 
by necessity to the lower level induced 
through the change of prices, yet we 
know by experience that this would 
only be the case after a protracted 
course of suffering on the part of both 
the agricultural labourers and farmers, 
and after the destruction of a large 
part of the. capital now employed in 
the cultivation of the soil. In the in- 
terim, as the prices the farmer received 
for his grain and other produce had 
generally fallen, while his rent and 
expense of culture had undergone little 
or no diminution, he would be unable 
to continue his expenditure on the less 
productive soils, and be compelled to 
concentrate his efforts upon those to 
which nature has been most bountiful. 
What, then, would be gained by 
such a change but an alteration in the 
class and the nation by whom our 
subsistence was to be furnished ? The 
home-growers would be depressed as 
much as the foreign growers would 
be encouraged in their operations. 
The market would not in the end 
overflow ; it would only be compe- 
tently supplied, and depend in part on 
foreign instead of domestic industry. 
If Poland and Russia produce more 
for the British manufacturers. Great 
Britain and Ireland would produce 
less. Farming, to the extent of per- 
haps three millions of quarters annu- 
ally, would be destroyed in the British 
isles, and farming to a similar extent 
woidd be called into existence on the 
banks of ihe Vistula or the Dnieper. 
But there could not be any permanent 
increase of the supply over the de- 
mand. Foreign competition would 
do for British agriculture what British 
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manufactures would do, and have 
oflen done, when so admitted, to 
foreign manufacturing industry, viz., 
produce a total destruction of a large 
part of the deluged branch of industry. 
We might, according to Mr Canning's 
hyperbole, by so doing call a new 
world into existence to correct the 
balance of the old ; but would we not, 
in the perilous attempt, submerge, as 
he has done, the one continent, in pro- 
portion as we elevated the other ? 

The fundamental error of the oppo- 
nents of the Corn Laws on this point 
is, that they suppose two things to 
continue which can never co-exist in 
the same country, or even in the same 
district of country, viz., permanently 
reduced prices, and a permanently 
ov&rflowing supply. Common sense 
as well as universal expeiience, de- 
monstrate that no such result can per- 
manently take place. It may ensue^ 
and often does ensue for a time, but 
such a state of things never has been, 
and never can be, lasting. The manu- 
facturing classes are well aware of this 
on their own side of the question. 
Give us, they invariably say, a free 
importation, and we will, by the su- 
perior greatness of our manufactures, 
extinguish the production of every 
competing state. The main ground 
of their numerous and at present well- 
founded complaints against the British 
Government is, that they have ne- 
glected to stipidate for the advantage 
of importation at moderate duties with 
the other countries with whom we 
have concluded reciprocity treaties. 
Yet, strange to say, they do not see, 
or affect not to see, that a similar re- 
sult must ensue from the unrestricted 
importation of foreign grain into the 
British harbours, and that the same 
necessity which would compel the one 
half of the iron-masters of France to 
blow out their furnaces, if the hard- 
ware goods of Birmingham and Car- 
ron were admitted duty-free into the 
French harbours, must compel the 
British farmer to consign a large part 
of his fields to the heath-fowl and the 
plover, if Polish gnr^un is admitted duty- 
free to the British harbours. 

Holding it, then, as clear that the 
necessary effect of the repeal of the 
Com Laws would be a great increase 
of foreign, and a great diminution of 
British agriculture, the (question is, 
would such a state of things afford 
any g^oarantee for a considerable or 
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permanent redaction in tbe price of 
the necessaries of life to the working 
classes of Gr^at Britain? Nothing 
seems clearer than that such an ex- 
pectation would prove altogether illu- 
sory. The impetus given to foreign 
agricnlture would immediately and 
considerably raise the price of foreign 
grain, while the same causes would in 
the same proportion lower that of 
British. Polish wheat would rise 
from twenty-five shillings a quarter to 
thirty-five or forty ; British would fall 
from fifty-five to forty-five or forty. 
But would this effect continue when 
the produce of British agriculture, 
yielding to the effoct of a competition 
which it could not withstand, was ra- 
pidly and progressively diminbhing ? 
It clearly would not. The foreign 
gprower would gradually beat down 
the Britbh, and get the monopoly of 
the British market into his own hands. 
The moment this auspicious state of 
things arrived, the competition being 
practically at an end, prices would 
gradually rise again ; the foreign 
grower, finding himself relieved from 
the competition with the British one> 
would at once ridse his prices. The 
banks of the Elbe and the Vistula 
would wave with abundant and luxu- 
riant harvests, while those of the 
Thames, the Mersey, and the Clyde, 
would in great part be restored to the 
wilderness of nature ; but it is by no 
means clear that the operative of 
Manchester or Glasgow would eat 
his bread cheaper, because he had 
practically come to depend upon the 
wheat growers of Poland instead of 
those of his own country. 

Instances of the practical working 
of this principle are of every days 
occurrence in the neighbourhood of 
every great town. If some essential 
article of consumption, such as coal, 
is raised in its immediate vicinity, as 
is the case in Birmingham, Newcastle, 
or Glasgow, and by the opening of a 
railway or canal, the same article is 
suddenly thrown into it in vast quan- 
tities from a more remote mineral dis- 
trict, where the cost of production is 
not a third of what it is in the crowded 
avenues to the city, the ultimate effect 
is, not that both parties continue their 
operations, and the citizens obtain the 
undiminished benefit of their continued 
competition, but that, after a short and 
severe struggle, one or other U driven 
out ofthefidd. The party who can 



2t 



Digitized by 



Google 



654 



the Com Laws, 



[Nov. 



produce the Uriicle cheapest in the 
end prevailflf and the moment that he 
^ds himself relieyed from the pres- 
sure of his antagonist, he immediately 
raises the price upon the now defence- 
less consumer. Numerous have been 
the instances In which similar distant 
competition has been introduced by 
the steam communication of late 
years, in the supply of jp^reat cities 
with the staple articles of their con- 
sumption, and a great reduction of 
price has often, in the first instance, 
been the consequence ; but no perma- 
nent alteration in the price or these 
articles has taken place. li)ggs, poul- 
try, and yegetabfes are brought in 
firofusion to the Glasgow market, by 
he steam-boats from Ireland and the 
ll'ghlands ; but these articles are just 
as dear in the Glasgow market now as 
they Were before steam-power was 
applied to the purposes of nayigation. 
The small farmers of Renfrewshire 
and Lanarkshire have been as much 
depressed bv the change as those of 
Ireland and Are^yleshire haye been 
benefited. And it has been preyed, 
in one memorable instance, running 
through a course of centuries, that a 
great people cleriye no permanent be- 
nefit in the torm of a reduction of the 
prices of the necessaries of life, by a 
free importation of grain from distant 
states. by the extension of their 
power over all the nations adjoining 
the Mediterranean, as well as by the 
incessant clamours of the Roman po- 
pulace for cheap bread, the Roman 
Goyemment was early obliged to ad- 
mit a free importation of grain from 
Sicily, Lybia, and Egypt, the great 
grananes of mankind in ancient times. 
And what was the result ? Exactly 
what we contend would ensue from the 
application of a similar principle to 
the British islands. The Italian cul- 
tivation was destroyed as much as the 
African or Egyptian was increased; 
the price of grain underwent no dimi- 
nution to the Roman populace^ but 
was fujly higher, on an average, than 
it has been m England for the last ten 
years, while the small arable farms of 
Italy, the nursery of the legions, were 
absorbed in great sweeps of pasture ; 
the race of independent cultivators 
was destroyed; the strength of the 
vitals of the state was consumed ; and 
at length the independence of the cen- 
tral provinces of the empire was de- 
stroyed, aud the Mistress of the World, 



as Gibbon has remarked, came to 
depend for her subsistence upon the 
floods of the Nile. 

But suppose this effect not to take 
place : suppose that, in consequence of 
the unrestricted admission of foreign 
grain, the price of subsbtence b per- 
manently lowered to the Britbh con- 
sumer, we deny that any benefit what- 
eyer would in the end accrue to the 
working classes of Great Britain. If, 
indeed, they could succeed in main- 
tsdning their money-wages at their 
present level, thev would biB very great 
gainers indeed by the change; al- 
though the withering effect of the 
destruction of the agricultural classes 
would, in the end, come to react on 
this temporary prosperity of the ma- 
nufactunng classes. But could the 
manufacturing operatives, or any class 
of labourers, keep their money- wages 
\xp at their present level, if a perma- 
nent reduction in the price of the ne- 
cessaries of life had taken place? 
Nothing is clearer than that they 
could not. The money-rate of wages, 
wholly independent of the price of 
provbions from year to year, b en- 
tirely regulated by it, other things 
being equal, from ten years to ten 
years. If by the free importation of 
foreign grain the money price of it 
is rcduc^ one-half, the ultimate result 
will be, that wages will fall one-half 
also. It b impossible it can be other- 
ways; for even if the reduction did 
not ensue from any other cause, it 
would inevitably be brought about by 
the great impulse given to population, 
and consequent multiplication of la- 
bourers, under the innuence of undi- 
minished money- wages and augmented 
ease of circumstances, and an increas- 
ed durable fall in the price of the 
necessaries Qf life. 

Past history and present experience 
alike concur in aemonstratmg thu 
important fact. In the time of the 
Norman Conquest the price of wheat 
was from three shillings and sixpence 
to five shillings a quarter : but never- 
theless the labourers had not half the 
command of the necessaries and con- 
veniences of life they have now, for 
the money-wages of labour were a 
halfpenny a-day during the remainder 
of the year, and a penny in harvest, 
t'rovbions are incomparably cheaper 
in Poland and in Russia than in tub 
country; but^are the PoUsh or Rus- 
sian peasants half as comfortably led. 
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lodged, or clothed^ as the correspond- 
ing classes in this country ? Every 
one knows thatj so far from beitig so^ 
or obtaining any beneflt whatever 
from the cheap price of provisions in 
their own country, they are, in lruth> 
the most miserable labourers in Eu- 
rope, and feed upon miserable rye- 
bread, in the midst of the splendid 
wheat crops which they raise for the 
more opulent consumers in this country. 
In the southern provinces of Russia, 
wheat is often only ten shillings a 
quarter, from the total want of any 
market. But what is the consequence ? 
Why, that wages are so low that the 
Cossack horseman gets only eight 
shillings and sixpence a*year of pay 
from Government. Wheat and pro- 
visions of all sorts are much cheaper 
in Ireland than in Great Britain $ but, 
nevertheless, the Irish labourers do 
not enjoy one-half of the comforts or 
necessaries of life which fall to the 
lot of their brethren on this side of the 
Channel. Provisions of all sorts are 
extravagantly dear in all parts of 
America, Canada, attd Australia \ but, 
high as they are, the wages of labotu', 
from the rapid growth of these colo- 
nies, are still higher, and the condition 
of the labouring classes is beyond all 
precedent prosperous and comfortable. 
The mere necessaries of Ufe are sold 
almost for nothing in Hindostan and 
China, but, so far from obtaining any 
benefit from that low rate of prices, 
the labouring classes are so poor as 
to taste hardly any thing but rice and 
- water ; and wages are so low, seldom 
exceeding twopence a-day, that every 
sea-boy, foot-soldier, and horseman, 
has two, and every native three at- 
tendants to wait upon his person. 
Examples of this sort prove how ex- 
tremely ill-founded is the common 
opinion, that permanent low prices 
must necessarily produce comfort to 
the working classes, and tend to show 
that Mr Smith was much nearer the 
mark when he said, " High prices and 
plenty are prosperity, low prices and 
want are misery.*' 

So much habituated are ordinary 
observers, however, to consider low 
prices as the invariable concomitant of 
prosperity, and so true is it that for a 
season, or even a course of seasons, 
which are particularly fine, the work- 
ing classes obtain the full benefit of 
the reduction of prices, that there is 
BO one proposition in political oconozny 



which will be more readily conced- 
ed by the well-informed, and more 
obstinately resisted by the ordinary 
mass of observers. And the difficulty 
of acquiring just views on this subject 
is much increased by the fact, that, — 
though the money-wages of labour in 
the long run necessarUy sink with the 
fall in the price of provisions, and, 
consequently, the well-being of the 
population in the end has no connex- 
ion with the money price of provi- 
sions, — yet the density of the popula- 
tion, and the capacity of the state to 
maintain in comfort an increase of 
inhabitants, are in a great degree de- 
pendent upon the fertility of Uie soil, 
and the money-price at which provi- 
sions can be obtained for the people. 
Other things being equal, unquestion- 
ably the plain of Lombardy, or the 
provinces of Brabant, will be more 
populous than the san^ of Bourdeaux, 
or the heaths of Old Castile. But, 
without dispUtina^ that the capacity 
of the soil to yield an increase of sub- 
sistence is the most important ele- 
ment in considering the means of 
future increase which are afforded to 
the people, there Is nothing more 
certain than that sneh capability is no 
test whatever either of their present 
or future prosperity. No ftirther 
proof of this is necessary than is 
afforded by the Irish Catholics swarU- 
ing in rags and poverty in one of the 
richest and most abundant soils in 
Europe, while the Scotch peasantry 
are living in comparative affluence 
and comfort on the churlish soil, and 
under the clouded skies, of Caledonia. 
As litU6 is there any foundation for 
the opinion which commonly passes 
as an axiom incapable of dispute with 
the opponents of the Corn Laws, that 
a free trade in grain with the Conti- 
nent would immensely extend the 
market that would be opened for our 
manufactures in the states benefited 
by our purchases of grain. For, in 
the first place, what security have we 
that these great grdn countries, par- 
ticularly Russia, Poland, and Prussia, 
which are at this moment entirely sub- 
ject to the influence of the Czar, will 
ever make any concessions in return for 
the favour of their produce? All past 
experience demonstrates that tney 
will gladly accept anv relaxation on 
our part in favour of their agriculture, 
but as strenuously resist any relaxa- 
tion on .their part la favour of our 
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manufactares. Their reciprocity is 
all on one side. They will thankfully 
take every thing, but give nothing. 
We admit this is unreasonable — ab- 
surd — and, in the end, impolitic. We 
only assert it as a fact, and we must 
deal wiUi mankind as they are, not 
risk hazardous innovations upon spe- 
culations of what they should be. 
We abandoned our navigation laws 
in order to conciliate Prussia, and 
she immediately met us with the 
Prusso- Germanic league, which ar- 
rayed five-and-twenty millions of Ger- 
mans in a hostile commercial com- 
bination against this country, and 
practically loaded all British manu- 
factures, through the whole extent 
of their territories, with an ad 
valorem duty of fifty per cent. We 
equalbed the duties on French and 
Portuguese wines in the hope that 
the Cabinet of the Tuileries would 
make a similar concession in favour 
of the manufactures of this country ; 
but we have looked in vain for any re- 
duction of the French duties on Bri- 
tish iron or cotton goods. We con- 
cluded a reciprocity treaty in 1826 
with Sweden and Norway, as usual 
all on one side ; and hardly a year has 
since elapsed which has not been 
marked with a fresh imposition of du- 
ties on British goods and manufactures 
in the Scandinavian harbours. We 
have taken Belgium and Portugtd 
under our peculiar protection as re- 
volutionary states, and, in fact, solely 
propped up their existence during the 
last seven years ; and, in return, they 
have loaded our manufactures with 
such progressively increasing duties, 
that toe British exports to both these 
countries are now L.500,000 a-year 
less than they were prior to 1830, 
when our revolutionary protection 
commenced. These facts demonstrate 
on how precarious a footing any hopes 
are rested of our obtaining any con- 
cessions in favour of British manufac- 
tures from any relaxation, how import- 
ant^ soever on our part, on foreign 
agricultural industry, and how obsti- 
nately other nations cling to the sys- 
tem of prohibitory protections to their 
own manufactures, notwithstanding 
the most unreserved advances on our 
part to a more liberal system of com- 
mercial policy. 

But oven if it were otherwise, and 
we possessed a perfect security that by 
abolishing the duties on foreign corn. 



we should succeed in obtaining a free 
importation for our goods into the 
northern states, we positively deny — 
and here is the vital point of the ar- 
gument — that such extension of tbe 
foreign market would, upon the whole, 
afford any benefit to the British manu- 
facturers. No one, indeed, can for an 
instant doubt that if our manufacturers 
could retain the home market for their 
produce at its present level, and at the 
same time obtain, by the free importa- 
tion of foreign grain, a proportional 
extension of the foreign market for 
their produce in the great grain states 
of the Continent, they would be very 
great gainers indeed by the change. 
But would they be able to do this? 
And would not the transference of our 
orders for grain from domestic to fo- 
reign agriculturists necessarily induce 
as great a diminution in the home 
market for our manufactures as it oc- 
casioned an increase in the foreign ? 
That is the vital point of the case ; 
but, nevertheless, it is continually 
overlooked by the opponents of the 
Com Laws, who uniformly hold out 
an extension of the foreign sale for 
our manufactures, upon the whole, as a 
necessary and immediate result of the 
abolition of our duties on foreign 
grain, wilfully shutting their eyes to 
the simultaneous and equal decline of 
the home market^ But is it not as 
clear as any proposition in arithmetic, 
that the quantity required for the 
wants of our people remaining the 
same, no advantage could possibly 
accrue to our manufacturers by trans- 
ferring their encouragement to agri- 
culture from the home market to fo- 
reign states? If, in consequence of 
living in great part on Polish grain, 
the Polish landholders and cultivators 
are so much enriched as to be able to 
purchase a greater quantity of our 
manufactures, it is quite clear that the 
British farmers, who at present exclu- 
sively supply the home market, would 
be impoverished to the same extent, 
and that what is gained at the one end 
would be lost at the other. If the 
grain at present consumed by the in- 
habitants of the United Kingdom is 
five-and-twenty millions of quarters, all 
raised by the home growers, which is, 
probably, not far from the mark, and, 
in consequence of the abolition of the 
Com Laws, five millions of these 
quarters were to come to be habitually 
provided for us by foreign states^ the 
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market for our manufactures would in 
no degree be extended. British agri- 
culture would produce five millions of 
quarters les8> and Polish agriculture 
five millioDS of quarters more; but 
still the supply of five-and-twenty 
millions of quarters would remain the 
6ame> and toe extension of our foreign 
exports, by the creation of five millions 
of quarters of new foreign grain, would 
be exactiy comnensated by the con- 
traction of the home market for ^^e 
millions of quarters preyiously in the 
course of annual production in the 
British Islands. 

But, in truth, this is putting the ar- 
gument a great deal too favourably 
for the anti-Corn Law party ; for no- 
thing can be clearer than that, by such 
a transfer of agriculture from tiie Bri* 
tish islands to the shores of the Vis- 
tula, the possible, or perhaps probable 
extension of the market for our ma- 
nufactures, by the increased wealth 
thrown into foreign states, would bear 
no sort of proportion to the certain 
diminution of the home market from 
the depression of our agriculture. Mr 
Smith has long ago stated, that the 
most profitable trade for every state 
is that which is carried on between the 
town and the country, and that the 
home market for our manufactures is 
worth all foreigpi markets put toge- 
ther. It is a much more profitable 
thing to have a good market in our 
next-door neighbour than in a distant 
state. The habits of our own people 
are formed to the consumption of our 
own manufactures in the first instance* 
and the purchase of foreign luxuries 
only in the second. In foreign coun- 



tries the case is the reverse : their prin- 
cipal consumption is of Ibeir own ar- 
ticles of luxury. A much larger pro- 
portion of the wealth derived from the 
sale of their produce will be employed 
in the purchase of our manufactures if 
they are fed by their own farmers than 
if they are fed by those of foreign 
states. If ten millions* worth of Baltic 
grain is purchased for the supply of 
the British market, a considerable 
part of it will, no doubt, return to 
our operatives in the shape of an ex- 
tended demand for British manufac- 
tures. But a much larger proportion 
of the same sum will take that pro- 
fitable direction, if it is laid out in the 
purchase of grain raised in Great Bri- 
tain and Ireland. The reason is ob- 
vious. British manufactures are a 
necessary to the British farmers and 
cultivators. But to the foreign land- 
holders or cultivators great part of 
our manufactures are unknown luxu- 
ries. A lai^e portion of the agricul- 
tural wealth on tiie Continent will be 
spent on CarUinental luxuries, and a 
comparatively small proportion will be 
directed towards the purchase of ar- 
ticles manufactured in the British 
Islands. 

Further, it appears, from the most 
correct calculations which have recent- 
ly been made, that the total amotmt of 
agricultural produce annually raised 
in Great Britain and Ireland, is two 
hundred and forty>six millions ster- 
ling ; and the total amount of its ma- 
nufactures annually reared* is only 
one hundred and forty-eight mil- 
lions. * Thb fact demonstrates, in the 
most striking manner, both how much 



* Estimate of the Value of Produce and Property annually raised in Great Britain 
and Ireland, by the CombinaUon of Capital with all animate and inanimate power.* 



AOBICULTURX. 

Grain of all 80rti» 

Hay, grass, field turnips, vetches, &o. 

Potatoes, . . . • 

Gardens, orchards, and nurseries. 

Timber cut down, hops, seeds, &c. 

Cheese, butter, eggs, &c. 

Manure and labour in rearing cattle. 

Hemp and wool, labour included, . 



(Note continued on nextpageJ) 



L.86,700,000 

113,000,000 

19,000,000 

3,800,000 

2,600.000 

6,000,000 

3,500.000 

12,000.000 

L.246,600,000 



• Pstoei's StaUitical TaUsi, ^ 360. 
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superior the agriculture intprest iu 
the state still is tp the manufacturing, 
notwithstandiug the enormous increase 
of manufactures of all sorts of late 
years, and also the essential injury 
which would be inflicted upon our ma- 
nufacturers themselves, if, by a change 
of policy injurious to our own agri- 
culturists, any serious diminution were 
to take place in the home market for 
our manufactures ; for it appears, from 
the Parliamentary returns, that the 
total export of British manufactures, 
on an average of three years, ending 

Total property annually produced, . . . L. 5 14,000,000 

Declared value of manufactures exported, on average of last 

three years, ...... 48,500,000 f 



in 1837, tvo of which were the most 
prosperous that ever were known, was 
ahout 1^.48,500,000, the numbers be- 
ing as stated below.* 

Considerably more than two-thirds, 
therefore, of our whole manufactures 
are raised for the suppk/ of the home 
market! and of the total wealth of the 
British islands, which amounts at pre- 
sent to above five hundred millions a- 
year, hardly a twelfth part is produced 
by the manufactures for the export 
sales, the numbers being a$ follows : — 



It is quite clear, therefore, that, not- 
withstanding the high-sounding repre- 
sentations which they make of their 
immense importance to the national 
wealth, and the vast masses of wealth 
which they exhibit in particular dis- 
tricts, the manufactures for the export 
sales hardly produce a twelfth part of 
the annualincome derived from the in- 
dustry of the nation^ and will bear no 
proportion, either in point of magni- 
tude or importance, either to the ag- 
riculturists or the manufacturers for 
the home market. The former pro- 
duce at least five times, the latter 
about double, the wealth annually cre- 

FamUiet employed in Agiieulture. 



ated by the manufacturers for the ex- 
port sales. Nothing, therefore, could 
be so impolitic, nay, so absolutely in- 
sane, as to adopt any measure calcu- 
lated to injure the interests of a class 
producing nine-tenths of the national 
wealth for the sake of one producing 
only one- tenth. 

The same conclusions are derivable 
fipom the survey of the difiorent em- 
ployments of our population. It ap- 
pears from the Population Returns of 
1821 that the total number of families 
employed in manufactures, agricul- 
ture, and neutral employment stood as 
follows : — 



In England, 
In Wales, 
In Scotland, 
In Ireland, 



773,000 

74,000 

181,000 

220,000 

1,198,000 



MaDufacturei. 

1,118,000 

41,000 

190,000 

232,000 

1,581,000 



Neutral 

454,000 

31,000 

127,000 

106,000 

718,000 



Mavufacturxs. 

CottODi . . • 

Silk. .... 

Woollen, . . 

Linen, .... 

Leather, . . 

Hardware* 

China, glass, pottery, &c 

Jewellery, plate, Stc 

Paper, furniture, colours, printing and book apparatus, fcc 

^liflcellaneoua, . - . 



L.8 1.000.000 

8,000,000 

16,250,000 

11,000,000 

15,000,000 

17,800,000 

5,900,000 

3,400,000 

9,000,000 

31,200,000 



L. 148,050,000 

♦ Declared value of British and Irish Produce and Manufactures exported, 1835, 
L.47,372,000; 1836, L.53,368,000 ; 1837, L.47,262,000. "" 
t Psbrer's Statistical Tables, p. 950. 
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The families employed in manufac- 
tares, tberefore^are up wards of 300,000 
less than those employed in agricul- 
tiire, or who gain their subsistence in 
other ways. Keeping in view that 
the produce of Britbh agriculture is, 
in round numbers, two hundred and 
fifty millions sterling, while that of 
British manufactures is only one hun- 
dred and fifty, and that of the latter 
branch not more than fifty millions is 
raised for the export sale, it may rea- 
sonably be presumed that of the neu- 

Families dependent on 

Agriculture, . .. 1,198,000 

A^ufactures for home con- 
sumption (2-3ds of 
1,581,000), . . 1,054,000 

Neutral class dependent on 
agriculture and home ma- 
nufactures (,ll-12ths of 
718,000), . . 657,350 



2,909,350 



tral class tiie depenidence on agricul- 
ture and home manufactures will bo 
divided from the dependence on fo- 
reign manufactures nearly in the same 
proportion ; in other words, not mor^ 
than a twelfth part of the neutral class 
can be considered as dependent upon 
foreign manufactures ; and the num- 
bers of the people may be arranged^ 
according to the interests in the state 
on which they depend^ nearly ^ fol- 
low: — 



P«miUet dependent on 

Manufactures for foreign 

market (l-3d of 1,581,000), 527,000 
Neutral class dependent on 

foreign manufactures 

(1.12th of 718,000), . 59,750 



In other words, all the families de- 
pendent upon our foreign manufac- 
tures are not a fifth-part of those de^ 
pendent upon the agriculture and home 
manufactures of the kingdom ; and 
even adding to the latter class the 
whole of those employed in the foreign 
trade connected with our export ma- 
nufactures, it may safely be concluded 
that the population employed in agri- 
culture and the home trade, and the 
branches of industry dependent on 
them, is at least six times as numerous 
as those engaged in the manufactures 
for the foreign markets and the em- 
ployments connected with that branch 
of industry. 

Further, when the working-dasses 
are so exceedingly willinfi^ to impose 
upon the British farmers ue burden of 
unrestrained foreign competition, are 
they equally ready to give them the 
benefit of a simUar burden of restric- 
tions existing in favour of their own 
industry ? They are not. Their re- 
ciprocity, like that of the modem Li- 
berals, is all on the one side. We 
hear a great deal of the necessity and 
expedience of allowing Polish wheat 
to come in duty-free to the British 
harbours ; ^ut we do hear nothing 
from these gentlemen of the proprie- 
ty of admitting French silks, Swiss 
chintzes, Silesian calicoes, or Saxon 
cloths, on the same terms to the Bri- 



586,750 



tish market. Ye^ it is evident that 
the British manufacturers are much 
better able to withstand a free impor- 
tation with foreigners than the British 
cultivators \ for m capital and machi- 
nery England is far in advance of any 
other country in the world, and capital 
and machinery are capable of effecting 
an almost indefinite reduction in ma- 
nufactures, but they can effect a very 
trifling reduction in the cost of raising 
the necessaries of life. The proof of 
this is decisive. Indian cotton, manu- 
factured in Glasgoi^ or Manchester 
by British steam-looms, is capable of un- 
derselling Hindoo manufacture in the 
Hindoo market even when manufac- 
tured by persons receiving only three- 
pence a-day of wages ; but we should 
like to see what profit could be made 
by exporting Britbh wheat to Ham- 
burgh or Dantzic. The load of pub- 
lic and private debt, therefore, and the 
high prices incident to g^at opulence 
and an advanced state of civilisation, 
must always operate with much more 
severity upon the cultivator in an old 
commercial state, than upon the manu- 
facturer, and, consequently, there if 
much more reason for contending that 
the latter should be exposed to free 
competition with foreigners than the 
former. Nevertheless^ the whole po- 
pular clamour is directed the other 
way^ and intended to deluge with 
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foreign competition the British culti- 
yator, who cannot withstand foreign 
competition instead of the British 
manufacturer who can. Perhaps, the 
most effectual way to stop the senseless 
clamour on this suhject would he for 
the agricultural interest to hesiege 
Parlis^ent witii petitions that> in the 
event of the Com Laws being repeal- 
ed, all duties on foreign manufactures 
should at the same time be swept 
away. 

We have been unwillingly driven 
into these details. We are solicitous 
to avoid any question which may have 
the appearance even of espousing the 
cause of one class of society in oppo- 
sition to another, when, in fact, it is in 
the united interests of all that tiie only 
durable foundation for national pro- 
sperity is to be found. The investiga- 
tion of the comparative importance of 
the different classes, and the propor- 
tions in which they respectively con- 
tribute to the wealth of the State, is 
none of our seeking. It has been 
forced upon us by the clamours and 
reckless demands of a furious multi- 
tude calling for the instant repeal of 
the Com Laws. We have, on repeated 
occasions, shown ourselves fully alive 
to the vast importance of our foreign 
commerce and shipping, as well as to 
the paramount necessity of reconsider- 
ing that one-sided reciprocity system 
under which our commercial interests 
have so long languished, and which, 
Becuring to foreign nations all the bene- 
fits of our liberality, and to ourselves 
all the evils of their restrictions, per- 
petuates a state of things which must, 
ere long, extinguish boUi the maritime 
power, and commercial greatness of 
Great Britain.* But, when a fierce 
demand is made by a particular class 
in the community for a total repeal of 
all the duties which at present pro- 
tect the industry of our agriculturists, 
we are naturally driven to enquire 
what is the relative proportion of the 
class advocating this innovation to the 
other classes in the community whose 
interests they propose materially to 
injure ; and the result is, that the class 
who thus insist that every thing should 
be sacrificed to their demands, are not 
a seventh-part of the whole population, 
and do not create a tenth-part of the 



whole wealth annually produced by 
the nation. 

Holding it, therefore, as clear that 
the manufactures raised for the export 
sale are not a half of those which are 
consumed in the home market, the 
question comes to be, even with refer- 
. ence to the interests of the manufiu;- 
turing classes themselves— Is it wise or 
prudent to force on a change which 
may seriously affect the prosperity of 
those classes whose productive indus- 
try constitutes the main-spring from 
which the wealth is obtained by which 
these manufactures for the home mar- 
ket are purchased ? Is it pmdent to 
advocate measures which may extend 
the market for that class of our manu- 
facturers who produce forty-eight mil- 
lions* worth of goods, by levelling a 
deadly blow at the interests of those 
classes who take off a hundred millions 
a-year worth of goods ? Considered 
merely as a matter of pounds, shillings, 
and pence, as a calculation of profit 
and loss, it is surely an unwise thing 
to attempt to push the lesser market at 
the expense of the greater — to seek to 
extend a distant market of half the 
dimensions by crippling a nearer one 
of double. 

But the case becomes incomparably 
stronger, and, hi fact, altogether in- 
vincible, when it is recollected what 
is the difference between the descrip- 
tion of persons who constitute the fo- 
reign and compose the home market. 
The foreign market is, in great part, 
composed of individuals owing alle- 
giance to independent potentates, and 
who either have been, or may become, 
our inveterate enemies. The home 
market is made up of our own coun- 
trymen, brothers, and friends, the bone 
of our bone, and flesh of our flesh — 
the sinews of the state, by whom its 
independence is to be maintained 
against foreign invasion, and its pro- 
sperity secured against domestic calam- 
ity. What will the operatives of Bir- 
mingham, Manchester, or Glasgow, 
gain by doubling the growth of com 
in Poland, Prussia, or the Ukraine ? 
Nothing but this that they will aug- 
ment the resources and revenue of the 
Czar, who wields at his pleasure the 
whole power both of Russia, Poland, 
and Prussia, and enable him to pur- 



See in particular the Colonial and Reciprocity Systems, — Btacktcoodti Magazine, 
Sept. 1836. 
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sue, ifitb increased advantagesi his 
long -meditated designs against the 
prosperity of this country and the 
independence of Europe ? What will 
they gain by crippling the agricul- 
tural resources of England, and im- 
poverishing) more or less, five- sixths 
of its inhabitants, who now depend, 
directly or indirectly, upon the two 
hundred and fifty millions' worth a 
year of wealth created by its agricul- 
ture labourers ? What but that they 
will essentially weaken and depress 
every branch of the community ; dimi- 
nish the best and most profitable mar- 
ket for their own iudustry ; augment 
the weight of the national and paro- 
chial burdens, which, in default of the 
landed interest, must be borne by them- 
selves, as the producers of its manufac- 
turing wealth ; and disable the state 
from maintaining that contest for its 
own, and the general independence of 
Europe, with the Colossus of northern 
ambition, which every one sees is fast 
approaching ? 

In truth, more momentous conside- 
rations than even those of national 
wealth or prosperity depend upon the 
vital question which is now at issue 
between the manufacturing and agri- 
cultural classes. The national inde- 
pendence — the national existence — is 
at stake. It requires little penetration, 
indeed, to perceive that the general 
peace which we have so long enjoyed 
is not destined to be of very long en- 
durance, and that a contest, possibly as 
serious and protracted as that with 
Napoleon, awaits us with the power 
which has already arrayed more than 
half of Europe under its influence. 
The revolutionary party at least will 
not contest the reality of this danger, 
since the aggressions and ceaseless 
strides of Russia are the subject of 
their endless and frequently just invec- 
tives. What, therefore, can be so 
hazardous, it majr almost be added so 
insane, as to forfeit the national inde- 
pendence at so critical a moment, by 
throwing ourselves upon the mercy of 
foreign states for the purchase of 
bread ? It was a maxim with the Ro- 
mans, " Salus populi Suprema lex J** 
Every consideration must yield to the 
paramount necessity of providing for 
the subsistence of the people. At pre- 
sent that subsistence is amply provided 
for, as the unparalleled low prices of 
the last six years demonstrate, by the 
efforts of our own agriculturists, secur- 
ed and protected by the operation of 



the Com Laws. Having secured, 
then, this inestimable blessing from a 
source within ourselves, and indepen- 
dent of the caprice or jealousies of 
extraneous powers, what can be so 
imprudent as to risk it again to the 
mercy of foreign states, the chances of 
the winds and the waves, or the still 
more uncertain results of political 
combinations ? 

But the folly of such a proceeding 
becomes still more apparent, when 
it is recollected 
whose mercy we 
place ourselves, i 
of national subsif 
power whose hos 
time, we have so n 
hend — against whc 
sion is at this time 
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British power vanish before the eflTects ^ 
of this one suicidal act ! Vain, then, ^ 
would be the prowess of the Britbh 
arms — vain the recollections of their 
former glory I Without fitting out 
one ship of the line — ^without raising 
one hostile banner, the Emperor of 
Russia would easily beat down the 
once dreaded power and independence 
of England. By simply closing his 
harboursi by shutting up the granaries 
of Dantzic and Hamburg, he would 
speedily starve us into submission. 
The populace of Great Britain, de« 
privea of their wonted supply of bread, 
would become ungovernable, and 
submission soon be felt to be a matter 
of necessity. Can we, who, with our 
eves open, propose to do such things, 
blame the Oarthafi^lnians who first sur- 
rendered their galleys and arms to the 
Roman genersds, and then, when the 
legions were encamped around their 
walls, found themselves without woa« 
pons to withstand their inveterate 
enemy, and perished through the im- 
potence they themselves had created ? 
Nor is there the slightest foundation 
for the opinion which is sometimes 
entertained, even by well-informea 
persons, that, such is the magnitude of 
ouc manufacturing population, that 
the supply of the country with foreign 
grain has been, or soon will become a 
matter of necessity, and that the evils 
which have now been described, how- 
ever great, are unavoidable. It ap- 
pears, from the table quoted below,* 
that there were, in 1827, 46,500,000 
arable acres cultivated in Great Bri- 
tain and Ireland, and 15,000,000 un- 
cultivated, but capable of improve- 
ment, being, as neuiy as possible, two 
acres under cultivation to each inha- 
bitant. The average produce of each 
cultivated acre may be taken in grain, 
or other subsistence equaUy or more 
nutritious thai) grab, ^ two quarters. 



The total amount of tho subsistence 
that might be raised in the forty-six 
millions of acres would be ninety>two 
millions of quarters. A considerable 
proportion of this produce doubtless 
18 consumed by the horses, which, by 
the latest return, amount to nearly 
fifteen hundred thousand in the United 
Empire; and Arthur Young calcu- 
lates that each horse consumes as much 
food as eight men, or about eight 
quarters, a quarter to each humaa 
being forming the average consump- 
tion for the whole year. At this 
rate the horses would consume sub- 
sistence to about the amount of twelve 
millions of quarters a-year ; and sup- 
posing that double this amount, or 
twenty-four millions of quarters, is re- 
quired for the cows, butcher-meat, 
&c., there would still remain land ca- 
pable of producing nearly sixty mil- 
lions of quarters a-year, itt the very 
moderate rate of two quarters, or six- 
teen busheb, an acre. This would 
maintain nearly three times the pre- 
sent population of five-and-twenty 
millions in the United Empire, with- 
out taking into view the probable cul- 
tivation of the fifteen millions of acres 
of waste lauds not yet reclaimed, or 
the probable improvements in agri- 
culture, which, especially by the in- 
troduction of draining, may be reason- 
ably expected to add at least a half to 
the assumed estimate of two quarters, 
or four bolls to an acre. Nothing, 
therefore, seems moro reasonable than 
to hold that the British Islands contain 
within themselves the means of main- 
taining in comfort at least triple their 
present population ; and, consequent- 
ly, all arguments drawn from the sup- 
posed impossibility of adequately main- 
taining our population from our own 
agricmtural produce, or of the inhabit- 
ants soon approaching the limits as- 
signed to the increasing subsistence, 



England, . 
Wale^ . . 
Scotland, . • 
Ireland, . , 
British Islands, 


Acres. 
CulUvated. 

25,632,000 
3,117,000 
5,265,000 

12,125,280 
383,690 


Acref. 
UncttlUvated 

3,454,000 

530,000 

5,950,000 

4,900,000 

166,000 


Acret. 
UnproiltaMew 

3,256,400 
1,105,000 
8,523,930 
2,416,664 
569,469 


Summary. 

32,342,400 

4,752,000 

19,738,930 

19,441,944 

1,119,159 




46,522,970 


15,000,000 


15,871,463 


77,394,433 



^Porter's ProgreM of the Nation, L 177. 
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are perfecUv cUmeiical and absurd. 
WbUOf oa tne other band, these facts 
demonstrate that at least triple the 
amount of subsistence may be extract- 
ed from the soil of the British Islands 
which is at present obtained, and, con- 
sequently, triple the vent for our 
manufactures obtained in the home 
market from that which is at present 
afforded, and which even now, in its 
comparatively infantine state, takes 
off a hundred millions sterling worth 
of our manufactures, being double the 
amount of our whole foreign exports. 
What, therefore, can be so unwise as 
to run the risk of injuring an interest 
capable of such prodigious extension, 
and on which such enormous classes 
are dependent, which is, withal, en- 
tirely within ourselves, and beyond 
the reach of foreign jealeusy or attack^ 
for one of far inferior amount, held by 
an infinitely more precarious tenure, 
and susceptible of a much less con- 
siderable extension ? 

But, almost boundless as is the ca- 
pability of increase in British agricul- 
ture, it cannot be denied that it is 
necessarily liable to considerable va- 
riations of price, and that the vicissi- 
tudes of the seasons, incident to a wet 
and unpropitious climate, must fre- 
quently occasion years of scarcity, and 
possibly, at times, bring about long- 
continued want, which may border 
upon famine if the resources of do- 
mestic agriculture alone were to be 
relied on by the people. It is of 
essential importance, therefore, that 
some means should exist to provide 
against the severe vicissitudes of price 
peculiarly severe to a dense popula- 
tion, to which all latitudes, and more 
especially all northern latitudes, are 
subject. It is here that the admirable 
wisdom of the present Com Law 
becomes apparent; and it is by iU 
operation tnat a permanent gracnary is 
provided for the subsistence of the 
people in periods when the home 
supply has, from unfavourable sea- 
sonst proved deficient, and, when but 
for its operation, no such resource 
could have existed. Under the exist- 
ing law, by which the duty on foreign 
grain, so heavy as to amount to a pro- 
nibition when wheat is between fifty 
and sixty shillings a quarter, declines 
rapidly, till at seventy- two shillings a 
quarter it becomes merely noininal, a 
certain reserve of foreign grain is 
provided in the bonded warehouses of 



the kingdom, which at once becomes 
available in the event of prices rising 
to that level, and renders it almost 
impossible, at least when the foreign 
harbours are open, for them to rise 
much above it. Speculators purchase 
up grain largely on the Continent dur- 
ing years of plentv, and store them in 
the British bonded warehouses, in an- 
ticipation of the rise of prices on the 
first unfavourable season. There the 
ample store lies innocuous to the Bri- 
tish farmer during seasons of pro- 
sperity, when its aid is not required 
by the British consumer ; but no 
sooner does the expected period ^f 
adversity arrive than it issues forth 
in vast quantities to avert the cala- 
mity, and diffuse the stream of plenty 
through every village and hamlet in 
the realm. Decisive proof was af- 
forded of this highly important effect 
of the Com Law during the last three 
months, in the commencement of 
which the prices rose to seventy shil- 
lings a quarter, from the continued 
rains and bad harvest of last autumn, 
but were immediately checked by the 
overflow of foreign grain from the 
bonded stores, and rapidly reduced, 
first to sixty-six and subsequently to 
sixty- two shillings a quarter. 

And it is particularly worthy of 
observation, that this admirable effect 
could noi possibfy have taken place if 
an unrestricted trade in cam had cx- 
isted; and that it is the creation of the 
Corn Law, and the Corn Law alone. 
If a free importation of ^rain were to 
exist between Great Britain and the 
Continent, these great bonded reser- 
voirs of grain in the British harbours 
would not exist. Food would be pro- 
vided for a large part of our popula- 
tion by the foreign, instead of the Bri- 
tish cultivators ; the temptation of 
sale, at a present profit, would prove 
irresistible to the foreign importer; 
and the British warehouses of Dantzic 
wheat would be emptied as rapidly 
upon the first rise of prices as the 
barn-vards of the Britisn cultivators. 
The home supply being greatly di- 
minished, and the foreign proportion- 
aUy augmented, the average supply 
would justjbe about equal to the aver- 
age demand, and no reserve store 
would exist in any quarter to supply 
the wants of the people in seasons of 
scarcity. But, while a free importa- 
tion of grain could not provide such a 
reserve store, for the same reason 
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that it cannot be provided by the do- 
mestic gnrowers in the British Islands, 
it is effectually secured by the present 
Corn Law ; which, prohibiting impor- 
tation in ordinary seasons, yet permits 
any quantity of foreign grain to be 
stored up in our bonded warehouses^ 
and thus permits the surplus produce 
of the Continent, in years of plenty, 
to be set apart as a reserve store for 
the British population in periods of 
scarcity. We are enjoying the full 
benefit of ^this wise provision at the 
present moment ; scarcity, perhaps 
famine, were staring us in the face, 
when they were averted by the fund 
which legislative wisdom had pro- 
vided ; and, while the blind and misled 
manufacturers are clamouring for a 
repeal of the Com Laws, they are in- 
debted to those very laws, and to them 
alone, for the rescuing of themselves 
and their families from want during 
Uie next twelvemonths. The Roman 



Emperors, aware of the danger aris- 
ing from the destruction of Italian 
agriculture, under the effects of un- 
restrained foreign importation, were 
careful to provide, at the public ex- 
pense, vast granaries for the support 
of the people in periods of scarcity • 
but great as were the resources at the 
command of the Imperial government, 
they often proved inadequate to the 
Herculean task of purveying to the 
wants of a numerous population. 
That which the power of the Emper- 
ors strove in vain to effect, the wis- 
dom of the British Legislature has 
effectually obtained ; the resources of 
the state are no longer required for 
the mighty undertaking, but the cer- 
tain purveyor, even for five-and. twenty 
millions of human beings, is found in 
the enterprising body of merchants 
whom the desire of private gain has 
led into the paths of public good. 



LEGENDABT LOBE. BY ABCH£U8, 
No. V. 

THE ONYX RING. 

Chaptsb I. 



It was on the afternoon of a sum- 
mer day that Arthur Edmonstone, a 
young barrister, left his chambers in 
the Temple, and walked to the north- 
eastern part of London, where exists 
a whole region of human life, never 
heard of in fashionable society. He 
reached, at last, an obscure and squalid 
street, where the doors of most of the 
houses stood half open for the conve- 
nience of the several lodgers. Through 
one of these entrances he passed, and 
mounted three flights of stairs till he 
reached a small closed door, at which 
he tapped. A low voice said, " Come 
in,'* and he entered the room. It was 
small and dim, and was nearly filled 
by a pallet-bed, on which lay a wo- 
man. She was covered with a loose 
and tattered wrapper, through which 
her wasted figure was plainly to be 
traced. Her small and pleasmg fea- 
tures were flushed with a deep red. 
She raised her blue eyes as Arthur 
entered, and said she was sorry to 
have given him the trouble of coming 
to see her ; but she added that she was 
too unwell to go to him. 



** I am very glad to come to you. 
But tell me who you are, and what 
you want of me ?" 

<' I am a farmer's daughter. Your 
old schoolfellow, Henry Richards, be- 
came acquainted with me in the coun- 
try, and at last he persuaded me to go 
away with him and be privately mar- 
ried, for his friends would give him no 
encouragement in such a matter, any 
more than mine would help me. Ah ! 
sir, that disobedience of mine was the 
root of all our misery 1 We came to 
London, and he tried to support him- 
self by writing things to be printed ; 
and so we managed pretty well for 
some time. But, at last, too much 
confinement and overwork made him 
ill, and — I beg pardon, sir, for cry- 
ing — he died iust before my baby was 
bom. He told me, at the last, that he 
did not know any one who would help 
me, unless it were my own friends, or 
an old schoolfellow of his ; and then 
he wrote your name and direction. It 
was three months ago, and I have 
gone on as well as I could, ever since. 
But it is a hard thing to live, sir, in 
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this world, without friends. And I 
was ill mvselfy and three days ago my 
baby died^ and I could not get it bu* 
ried without help. There's the coffin 
that I bought with the money you 
sent me.'* 

Arthur looked, and saw the little 
coffin in a dim corner opposite where 
the woman lay. She went on, — 

** I asked a neighbour to write to 
you, for I was still ashamed to send 
to my friends, and, besides, they are 
too far off. God bless you, sir — God 
bless you — for coming to see me." 

** Had I not better see about the. 
funeral?" 

** Oh I would you, sir ? I have no 
money, and if I had, I am too weak 
to go about it myself." 

In half an hour Arthur returned 
with the necessary help, and then fol- 
lowed the little corpse to its last rest- 
ing-place. He afterwards went back 
to the mother, talked to her for a con- 
siderable time about her husband and 
child, provided her with money, and 
advised her, so soon as she should be 
able, to write to her family and ask for 
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their forgiveness. He found her per- 
fectly disposed to do so from a feeling 
of Christian duty, though her own life, 
she believed, would last only a few 
days. But the Bible, she said, had 
become more and more her comfort, 
and she now wished for nothing but 
to do her duty, according to the prin- 
ciples of the Gospel. 

Arthur left her, intending soon to 
see her again, and returned to his 
chambers. Another dreary picture, 
he thought, from the great funereal 
gallery of life. For years I have lost 
sight of Richards, and on how melan- 
choly a tombstone do I now read his 
epitaph ! On all hands the world 
shows nothing but disappointment and 
wretchedness ; and it is from the very 
extremity of misery now that we en- 
deavour to extort some hope for the 
future, fancying that the worst must 
change to the better, and drawing 
alleviation from the enormity of our 
distress, as a man warms himself for 
a moment by kindling for fuel the 
wreck of his house which has been 
swept away. 



Chapter II. 



That evening a great square in the 
western part of London rattled with 
carriages. Many well-known names 
went sounding on up the staircase of 
one of its largest houses. The spa- 
cious rooms were full of people, glit- 
tering under the clear light, and there 
was a lively uproar of music, dancing, 
and conversation. There were, of 
course, many beautiful and admired 
women present, who appeared, for the 
most part, animated and gratified ; but 
one, to some eyes the fairest of them 
all, sat retired, and evidently wishing 
to avoid observation. The simplicity 
of her dress and the quiet thoughtfuf- 
ness of her countenance were in per- 
fect accordance with the position she 
had chosen. The serene and expres- 
sive character of her beauty was 
heightened by the mode in which her 
shining black hair was knotted at the 
back of the head, and accorded beau- 
tifully with the perfect and full regu- 
larity of her figure and the graceful- 
ness of her neck and shoulders. But 
there was a look of subdued reflective 
earnestness and feeling in the face, 
such as of old would hardly have been 
assigned to any nymph or goddess. 



Two or three people were close to 
her, and engaged in conversation with 
her, and among them stood Sir Charles 
Harcourt, a rather young and very 
wealthy baronet, with high pretensions 
to taste and refinement. They were 
joined in a few minutes by a young 
man, pale, and with dark hair and 
eyes, and a look of suppressed excite- 
ment, who bowed, blushed, and asked 
her to dance with him . She, too, blush- 
ed, though much more slightly, and 
assented ; and in the course of the next 
'quarter of an hour the following dia- 
logue passed between them, though of- 
ten interrupted by the changes of the 
dance, or the nearness of those who were 
not meant to hear what passed : — 

" Miss Lascelles, for you will not let 
me call you Maria, vou seemed much 
interested in Sir Charles Harcourt^s 
conversation : perhaps you regret that 
I withdrew you from it ?" 

** No indeed ; he never interests me 
much. He was talking about pictures, 
and he has collected a great deal of 
information on the subject ; but I do 
not generally approve of his taste, or, 
at least, it differs very oilen from mine. 
One cannot help rather liking him, for 
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he 1^ very good-natured and well* 
bred/' 

" Whjr do you not add, rery rich 
and fashionable?** 

** Because richer and fashion hate 
but slight charms for nie> as I fancied, 
Mr Edmonstone, that you must know.** 

" Once, at least, I, too, thought so ; 
but as one is deceived in so many other 
things, why not in that ?** 

" Now you must feel that you are 
unjust, and I need not answer you." 

" Do you tsonsider. Miss Lascelles, 
to what miserable suspense and agi* 
tatlon our present position exposes 
me?" 

" I do not know why you should 
complain more than I. Surely my 
relation to my uncle and aunt is as 
anxious and unhappy as any thing 
that you have to suffer. All suspense 
will be ended if you will a^ee to let 
me inform them of what has passed 
between us, and to abide by their de- 
cision. That, you well know, would 
at once extinguish every hope. What, 
then, can I say ? Often and bitterly 
have I repented that I ever let yon 
surprise me into an acknowledgment 
of my feelings. But, as I went so far 
astray, I must now only insist either 
that you agree on my confessing the 
truth, or that you never speak to me 
again but in the language of a friend 
— at least, until better times.** 

" And can you promise me when 
those will come?*' 

" Surely that must depeUd upon 
yourself, or not, at least,^on me. If 
your industry in your profession raises 
your worldly prospects, it may be pos- 
sible that my relations will listen, not, 
perhaps, with approbation, but with 
acquiescence, to our — to your Wishes.'* 

" And if years pass away in the 
mean-time, and you continue to fre- 

Suent such scenes as these, and to meet 
ally the rich and the noble, is it not 
possible that at the end of those years 
I may see you the wife of another ?** 

The la(fy*fl cheek now flushed, and 
she cast a sudden look at her partner, 
and then turned slightly away and was 
silent. A few moments afterwards she 
said, — " I am wrong to feel indignant 
at your question, when I remember the 
instances I have seen of faithlessness 
in man and woman. But I will still 
ask you if you do not, think my will- 
inffuess to remain in my present pain- 
ful and almost unworthy position is to 
go for nothing with you ? Is it not 
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some evidence of stronger fecliog than 
any which your present hasty discon- 
tent indicates ? I would rather, how- 
even not ask you this, but beg you to 
say no more to me on the subject. I 
must bear my lot as I can, and you 
have in yours the inestimable blessing 
that you can hope to Improve it by 
your own exertion.** 

They were now obliged to separate. 
Miss LasceU^ occupied her tormer 
seat, and, when asked again to dance 
by some one else, declined on the plea 
of fatigue. Arthur looked dissatisfied 
and unhappy, and walked into another 
room, out of her sight. But soon 
after she again saw him one of a group 
of four or five persons engaged in 
eager conversation, of whom he ap- 
peared to be the most earnest. She 
watched the play of his fine and intel- 
ligent but restless features, and fancied 
she could hear the words that accom- 
panied the changes of his countenance. 
Had a deaf physiognomist seen him, 
he must have at once exclaimed, " That 
is one of the most eloquent of men I *' 
Image after image, she well knew, by 
the looks of his companions as well as 
his own, were gushing and sparkling 
from him ; and she could almost di- 
vine the wide and picturesque views 
of art, and history, and nature, and 
individual lifb, which he was suggest- 
ing or illustratmg. But in his inter- 
vals of silence there was a look of 
sadness and bewilderment about him, 
and he stood at last, apparently, in 
reverie and indecision ; till, with one 
mournful glance towards Maria, he 
passed to the door, as if departing 
ft*om the house. 

In the mean-time a lady, who had 
been one of those conversing with 
him, came to Miss Lascelles, and said, 
*' Dear Maria, I do wish you had been 
with me Mr Edmonstone has been 
more brilliant than ever. I am sure 
to-night even you, who admire so few 
people, must have admired Mm." 

" I thought I admired a great many 
people. But what was he speaking 
of?** 

*^ Well, perhaps you do. But, tt 
least, there are so many things which 
every body else is delighted with that 
you do not care for. Quite lately, 
you know, there were the Siamese 
Twins, and the man who played upon 
his chin, and the Hunffarian Coimt 
who improvised the neignings and the 
words of command, and the trompeta 
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of a regiment of cayalry all at once. 
I thought it was qnite acknowledged 
that you are so fastidious.'* 

'< And which of these exhibitions 
was it that Mr Edmonstone^s conver- 
sation most reminded you of? Was 
it the chin-thumping, or Uie neigh- 
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ing, or was it, perhaps, the Siamese 
Twins?" 

'* Don't now, Maria," said the lady ; 
^' I am sure you know what I mean. 
But you are so provoking." And she 
proceeded to give an account, in her 
own way, of what Arthur had said. 



CUAPTEB III. 



In the mean-time, although it was 
still comparatively early in the even- 
ing, Arthur returned to his chamber. 
When he had shut himself in his small 
and dismal room, the impression of the 
scene which he had left still remained 
with him. The lively and graceful 
figures danced in frac^ments along the 
dim wall, and bright eyes seemed 
looking at him out of the backs of the 
books m the dingy bookcase. But it 
was Maria who came to him the most 
vividly, and stayed longest. He gazed 
at the vacant space, and saw there the 
simple and classical knot of glossy 
black hair, with its one pale flower 
which so Well became the high smooth 
forehead. Now, again, he saw the 
quiet expressive features, in which the* 
eyes and lips appeared so full of intel- 
ligent and benignant meaning, which 
they disdained to exhibit for the admi- 
ration of others. The fully formed 
and thoroughly graceful person, with 
its long neck and slender hands, were 
no less present to him, and he felt 
again, as he had often done before, 
that independently even of beauty, an 
elegant and deeply cultivated woman, 
in a word, a true lady, sums up and 
represents many ages of the world's 
mental progress. 

Yet of what avail, he thought, are 
her many lovely and delightful quali- 
ties to me ? Had I, indeed, the for- 
tune which I want, or the rank which, 
on any other account, I would not 
accept, I might hope to gain the con- 
sent of her relatives and guardians. 
But now what must I look to ? Years 
of irksome worthless labour in the 
dreariest of human studies ; and then 
when life has become empty and un- 
joyous, and both our hearts are chilled 
and closed, the remnant of me may, 
perhaps, be united to all that will then 
remain of Maria. O for the free and 
passionate life of nature, and poetry, 
and love! Meanwhile, I must only 
now and then approach her like an 
evil spirit afraid to draw near to some 



holy being. Or I must attempt to 
forget her and myself, in the vain dis- 
play of talents which, as I am placed, 
are useless for the true ends of life ; 
and must chew my own disgust at tho 
vanity, which, while I speak, makes 
me derive pleasure from my own se- 
lected words and sparkling fancies, and 
from the wonder that these excite in 
others." A door, nearly opposite him, 
into another room, stood open, and 
looking up he saw the faint moonlight 
fall through the window of this farther 
space. In this dull light it seemed to 
him that a figure was standing with 
eyes raised towards the heavens, with 
tears faintly gleaming on her cheeks, 
and her hands crossed meekly and 
plaintively on her bosom. It was still 
Maria whom he saw ; but before a 
minute had passed the form and fea- 
tures melted softly into those of the 
dying woman whom he had that morn- 
ing visited. She, too, grew fainter 
and fainter, and seemed, as she vanish- 
ed, mounting in the moonlight towards 
the sky. 

He turned sadly away, and, looking 
round him, saw on the table a paper 
which he did not know of. He opened 
it, and found a bill for a considerable 
sum which had been long due to a 
tradesman ; a literary undertaking 
which would have supplied him with 
the means of discharging the debt had 
been for weeks neglected, while he 
dreamt and fretted over his unhappy 
fate, and now he knew not whither to 
turn. In order to divert his thoughts 
he took up an old book of Necroman- 
cy which he had been consulting, and 
read a few pages full of strange trans- 
formations and forgotten spells; but 
nothing he now lighted on interested 
him till he came to the following pas- 
sage. " Of a truth, there be many 
potent and secret arts bom of the wits 
of wise men, more than they have 
thought good to divulgate through the 
world, as doubting of the discretion of 
purblind mortab m exercising such a 
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rlghl. Of which inference, doabtless« 
shrewd reasons may be noted in the 
use, say rather, the most blunt, pro- 
fane, and quadrupedal abuse of their 
present small and poor prerogatives, 
by mankind perpetrated and custom- 
ary. Thus, I doubt not to affirm, such 
truths in the main ocean of time lie 
buried and drowned, or may from 
thence, by brave and constant divers, 
hereafter, pearl-wise, be fished up, as 
would change the whole order and 
groundplot of men*s lives, no less than 
a great and polite king changes the 
compass and fashion of the barbarous 
castles and pavilions in some strange 
city, by him new invaded and sub- 
dued. Thus, by the manner of exam- 
ple, may, perhaps, spells, charms, and 
amulets, be discovered, if not in the 
Eastern people now frequent, to turn 
dust to gold, vinegar to nectar, clay 
and sordes to orient jewels, if dead and 
mouldered stumps to make fruits grow 
divine and unmatchable : what know 
I ? In a word, to make money plen- 
tiful as men's modes of spending it ; 
to sheathe lightnings even as we 
sheathe Toledo-blades, and again draw 
them to the confusion of the enemies* 
of our lord the king (whom God pre- 
serve !) ; to turn one man into another 
or into many. And herewith, perhaps, 
when that seal of Solomon is found 
again, and worn, where it would best 
become, on the hand of our dread and 
bounteous sovereign, to purge gross 
matter to spirit, and to make of men 
angels ; even so as of grubs and worms 
come forth butterflies, and of noisome 
smoke and ashes, the divine and Para- 
disaical Phoenix is begotten and pro- 
ceedeth. But may those who attain 
to such skill of arts ever judiciously and 
temperately practise and adumbrate 
their parts and wisdom, even as shall 
here be done ; not openly and popu- 
larly declaring, but rather keeping the 
light of too resplendent truth in due 
films and veils concealed." 

When he had twice read this singu- 
lar and grotesque passage, he opened 
his window and looked out. The stars 
were visible in the small spot of sky 
which came within his survey, and 
there was still a faint light from the 
moon. The night was calm, and he 
descended from his room and walked 
about the court. Here his former 
thoughts returned and mixed them- 
selves in a fantastic combination with 
the strange magical images which he 
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had been engaged by. Why, he mus- 
ed, as he raised his head and looked 
above the old round tower of the Tem- 
ple Church — ^why should that which 
we so much desire be placed beyond 
our reach? Is our nature then an 
endless contradiction ? If I so long to 
be able tp change my lot, why has not 
the system of things that gave me this 
longing, also given me the power to 
gratify it ? And then, not himself be- 
lieving the fancy he indulged in, he 
began to paint the destiny that he 
would select if he possessed the power 
of choice. At last he asked himself 
the fatal question, — If I could thus 
change myself and all about me, should 
I not lose Maria's love, which is given 
to me, and not to any such figure as I 
might wish to assume. But then the 
demon answered, — Ay, but if I could 
also change so as to forget her, how 
should I suffer ? Is it not plain that 
my removal woidd be to her the chief 
of blessings, as relieving her from the 
heavy perplexity in which she to-night 
complained she is involved ? 

This suggestion had too strong a 
hold upon his weakness. But at this 
moment, his reflections were broken 
by an unexpected sound. It seemed 
to him that he heard a faint sad note 
from the organ in the neighbouring 
church. He listened, and it sounded 
again, sadder, but more dbtinct. He 
walked round to the door, but now 
heard nothing, and after a minute or 
two of delay, was about to depart, 
when the note sounded for the third 
time. The deep, low arch, with its 
pillar work and Gothic sculpture, was 
close at hand. He pushed the door ; 
it opened at his touch, and as he made 
a step forward into the dim and empty 
space, slipped from his hand, and clos- 
ed behind him. At this moment, the 
clock struck twelve. The building is 
now used only as a vestibule to the lar- 
ger church beyond, but is in itself a most 
curious and venerable monument, and 
contains the tombs of several knights 
clad in armour, and with their legs 
crossed. There was now no sound 
audible but his own footsteps as he 
walked across the wide area, and again 
turned. While he paced the pave- 
ment, his former confused and waver- 
ing thoughts pursued him still. At 
last, he exclaimed, half aloud, ''If so 
much of pdn and self-reproach clings 
inseparably to this miserable identity ' 
of mine, why cannot I cast it off^ 
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and migrate into some new form of 
being?" 

*' You can I '* answered a low clear 
voice, apparently close at hand. 

Arthur was brave by temperament* 
and his imagination had familiarised 
him with innumerable kinds of dan- 
ger. But he now staggered two or 
three paces back, and looking round, 
saw, not four yards from him, a human 
figure. It was an old man in a long 
dress, the form of which was not dis- 
tinctly visible, while, in the twilight, 
his white head and venerable features 
stood out like those of a saint in some 
early German picture. So have the 
more ancient artists often represented 
Joseph, the husband of Mary. 

" Would you" — ^hesaid, in a sweet 
but melancholy voice — " in truth, ac- 
cept the offer of exchanging, at your 
own pleasure, your own personal ex- 
istence for that of other men?" 

After a moment's pause, he answer- 
ed boldly, " Yes." 

" I can bestow the power, but only 
upon these conditions. You will be 
able to assume a new part in life only 
once in eyery week. For the one hour 
after midnight on each Saturday, that 
is, for the first hour of the new week, 
you will remember all that you have 
been, and whatever characters you 
may have chosen for yourself. At the 
end of the hour, you may make a new 
choice, but if then deferred, it will be 
again a week before the opportunity 
will recur anew. You will also be 
incapable of revealing to any one the 
power with which you are gifted. 
And if you once resume your present 
being, you will never again be able to 
cast it off. If, on these terms, you 
agree to my proposal, take this ring, 
and wear it on the forefinger of your 
right hand. It bears the head of the 
famous AppoUonius of Tyana. If 
vou breathe upon it at the appointed 
hour, you will immediately become 
any person whom you may desire to 
be of those already existing in the age 
you live in, and who in this age are 
alone possible.'* 

Arthur hesitated, and said, ''Be- 
fore I assent to your offer, tell me 
whether you yourself would tT " 
wise to do so." 

*• Young man, were I to 
again, my only choice would 
the situation where nature 
me forth, and where God, tl 
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doubtless designed me to work. If 
you accept my ring, it must be used 
this night, or it will vanish from your 
hand. If not, return to your dwelling, 
and devote yourself to the duties which 
your present state imposes on you." 

Arthur remembered his desolate 
chamber, the hopeless manuscript, and 
unpaid bills, and the melancholy im- 
age of Maria, whom, for years, he 
could not hope to make his own. He 
held out his hand, received the ring, 
and placed it on his finger. 

The night was now so much obscur- 
ed, that he could hardly see the figure 
of the old man. But he heard the 
words, " Remember, that if the pre- 
sent hour passes before you have made 
your choice, you will lose for ever the 
privilege you have obtained." 

It now became altogether dark, and 
Arthur felt that he was alone. He 
remained in mournful perplexity over- 
powered by the strangeness of the 
event. But he still felt the ring up- 
on his finger, and knew that he was 
not dreaming. The moments flew 
on and on, and the quarter had struck 
twice since he received the ring, so 
that but a few minutes of the hour 
now remained. At last he began to 
consider that he must needs, at all 
events, compose his mind, and come 
to some determination. But when he 
endeavoured to decide what he should 
do, what character he should choose 
to assume, a thousand images seemed 
floating confusedly before him, and 
none of them distinct enough to se- 
cure his preference. He fancied that 
all the shapes he had ever seen flow- 
ing along the neighbouring streets of 
the city were now with him in the old 
church. But he could bring no one 
more vividly before his eyes than ano- 
ther. At length, a single Qgnre se- 
parated itself from the crowd, he knew 
not how or why. He regarded it with 
a mingled feeling of envy and dislike. 
But, at this moment, he heard the pre- 
paratory jarring of ^e clock, and feel- 
ing spell-bound to use the ring, he 
raised his hand towards his face. The 
onyx head glowed with a spark of fire 
in the darkness, and while he breath- 
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Chaptee IV. 



Sir Charles Harcourt was a man 
arrived at about half the term of 
threescore years and ten, but appear- 
ed rather younger than his age. He 
-was of middle size, atid pleasing ap- 
pearance, with features more regular 
than etpressive, &nd an air of much 
^ase and politeness. Taste and refine- 
ment had been thd business of his lif^. 
His lat'ge fortune had been chiefly 
employed in the enjoyment and ac- 
cumulation of elegant luxuries. His 
house Was admirably arranged and 
beautifully furnished. His pictures 
and other Works of art always costly 
and striking, if Uot always of the 
deet)fest EignificaUce. The regularity 
and completeness of his whole esta^ 
blishinent ahd existence were noted 
even among thd British aristocracy. 
His paHies were the highest models 
of good-breeding and (Cultivated re- 
laxation, bombined with splendour. 
In the manner of the host, with a per- 
petual 6elf- Consciousness that gave 
something of coldness and reserve, 
there Was also an unfailing self-com- 
inand, and Earnest though smooth 
concern for others, which even if re- 
garded as acting, such as from its 
unvarying consistency it could hardly 
be, was in its kind most attractive. It 
was not the elevated, the humane, not 
even the beautiful which he unceasing- 
ly aimed at realizing ; but as much of 
all these as might be necessary to ren- 
der him the most popular, admired, 
and flattered leader of English society. 
Every oue felt in his company as if 
in a well-proportioned and lighted 
gallery, surrounded with gracefid and 
harmonious objects. They were only 
the few to whom it occurred that there 
could be any thing wanting in order 
to render the gallery a home. 

On the next day but one afler that 
on which he had met Miss LascelleS 
at the ball, he left London fbr his 
country seat, where he had invited a 

Earty of firiends to join himself and 
is sister, and Maria among them. 
Beechurst was a stately Elizabethan 
house, wanting, indeed, the 'majesty 
of a Greek temple, and the religion of 
a Gothic cathedral, and the massive 
grinmess of a feudal castle ; but hav- 
ing what befits a house^ family re- 



collections, spaciousness, convenience, 
dignity, picturesqueness, and the look 
of a peaceful and beloved abode for 
man. It was surrounded by a large 
park, of broken surface, and noble 
timber, traversed by a swift and 
sparkling stream. There was beauty 
in Its long avenues of elm and horse* 
chestnut, in its woods of oak and knolls 
of beeches, in the smooth expanses of 
verdure, and the colouring of the ele- 
vations adorned with fern, and pale- 
flowered broom, and golden-tinted 
furze. There were swans upon the 
river, and antlered herds beneath the 
foliage. About the house were ter- 
races with flights of stairs, and foun- 
tains with quaint flgures, and a pro- 
fusion of the rarest and most pleasing 
flowers. And a large old-fashion<^ 
fi^arden, which ran along one side of 
the building, contained, among many 
other full-grown trees, cypresses, ce- 
dars, and plane trees of great age, and 
beds of rich bloom surrounding bronze 
or marble statues, and divided by 
walks of velvet green. Within the 
house were great galleries, halls, and 
chambers, gorgeous with antique fur- 
niture, to which had been added what- 
ever of graceful and commodious mo- 
dem art devises, and containing a 
large collection of pictures. 

In the evening of the day on which 
Sir Charles arrived at Beechurst, 
several of his guests also reached it. 
They were persons of very difierent 
kinds. The most remarkable of them 
were Walsingham, an exquisite rather 
than a very popular poet, and Hast- 
ings, a traveller, who had visited al- 
most every part of the world. With 
these were two or 'three artists and 
men of letters, as many young men of 
rank and fortune, and a few ladies, 
fViends, or whom she chose to call 
so, of Miss Harcourt, Sir Charleses 
sister. Among these was numbered 
Maria Lascelles, who came under the 
care of her aunt, Mrs Nugent. Her 
mother had been sister to Mr Nu|:ent. 
Mrs Nugent was a cousin of Sir 
Charles Harcourt. The Mount, at 
which the Nugents lived, was at the 
distance of but a fevr miles fhim 
Beechurst. 

Maria look^ with a good deal of 
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curiosity at Walsioffliam and Hast- 
ings, irhom, except in large societies, 
she had never seen before. The poet 
was a man of middle age, and memor- 
able appearance, with a face at once 
calm, thoughtful, refined and elevated. 
He was not so remarkable for the 
grace of manner which is spontane- 
ous, and the result of the whole cha- 
racter and structure, as for the dignity 
which is its origin, and, till quite ha- 
bitual, is always self-conscious. The 
changes of his countenance were not 
rapid, and the signs of emotion were 
few and slight. His conversation was 
ready, universal, finished ; and it 
would have been hard for any culti- 
vated person to see him without re- 
ceiving an impression of the utmost 
height and fulness of mental accom- 
plisbment. Every body admitted that 
he said to them all that they had a right 
to hear, and even gave them images 
and thoughts of which they had little 
previous conception. But almost every 
one also felt that between the Inner 
man and them there was an insur- 
mountable barrier, a medium of most 
shining and crystalline, but most cold 
and massive ice ; and from this very 
cause he had the greater power of al- 
luring and fascinating, by free and 
spontaneous movements, the few, and 
those chiefly women, with whom he 
had ever chosen to appear on terms of 
sympathy. His poems were pre-emi- 
nently light, clear, and rounded, deli- 
neating innumerable shapes of beauty, 
chosen with rare felicity from all na- 
ture and life. But they dealt with 
the painfhl, the austere, and the sub- 
lime only so far as these could be sub- 
dued and brightened to the purposes 
of graceful and serene art. Nay, even 
his own existence, which had been to 
him a work of art, seemed constructed 
on the same principle. He had apparent- 
ly cut off from it whatever elements of 
ampler and more awful being he could 
not, as an artist and a worker in out- 
ward life, thoroughly comprehend, rise 
above, and at will control. He seemed 
frivolous only to the gravely trivial. 
He passed for oracular and prophetic 
with many of those whose faith in the 
invisible is cherished as a sense of do- 
minion over a nobler realm than the 
outward, rather than as the conscious- 
ness of a thankful subjection. 

To him, in some things, Hastings 
afforded a pleasant contrast. He was 
a man on whom twenty years of 



hardship and adventure sat lightly 
and cheerfully. His set and alert 
figure suited well with his undistin- 
guished, but lively and shrewd counte- 
nance. His conversation was in a 
great degree made up of common re- 
marks upon uncommon things and 
people ; and where he had only com- 
mou objects to deal with, commonest 
of the common were all his views and 
ffeelings. But when he spoke of the 
Brazilian forests, the Steppes of Tar- 
tary, or the plains of Caffraria, the 
topic gave an interest which never 
would have arisen from the speaker. 
Light-hearted courage, and good-hu< 
moured kindliness, had been the os- 
trich wings to help him smoothly over 
the world. By profession a sailor, 
and still holding a lieutenant's com- 
mission, he had spent the long inter- 
vals of his service in travelling. He 
had been present, in the same year, at ' 
the levees of the American President 
and the Persian Schah, and had made 
the Pope laugh by an anecdote which 
he had picked up a few weeks before 
in a Turkman tent. In every land he 
had made friends of all he had lived 
among, and even seemed to have form- 
ed an amicable acquaintance with the 
beasts, and plants, and the very aspect 
of the different countries. He knew 
something of natural history, and had 
a collection of curiosities, some of 
which, as they happened to fall under 
his hand, he would carry with him for 
a week or two, wherever he might be, 
and then lock them up again, in some 
huge sea-chest, for another imprison- 
ment of years. Men he knew super- 
ficially, but on many sides, and dealt 
with them by instinctive cheerful 
readiness and good-fellowship, rather 
than from any systematic views. No 
man saw more clearly and moved more 
lightly within his own limits, but no 
limits could be more definite or im- 
passable than his, and although they 
embraced the five regions of the fflobe 
and all its seas, they were still but 
narrow. All men, however, derived 
pleasure from so clear, self-possessed, 
and bright a presence. lie was to 
many a cordiid against that melan- 
choly which he had never felt, for the 
first stiadow of it drove him on new 
undertakings; and fresh scenes and 
objects were to him always delight- 
fj. 

Of the rest of the company, Maria 
found none so noticeable as these. 
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Some had carried their peculiar 
technical talent^ whatever it might 
be^ up to considerable skill ; but the 
man had dwindled within the work- 
man. Others appeared to have 
merged their whole mdividual charac- 



ters in habit and social position. la 
the best^ what there was of genuine 
and large* did not come so prominent- 
ly on the surface as to be discernible 
by a rapid glance. 



Chapter V. 



On the day after their arrival at 
Beechurst* Sir Charles Harcourt rode 
with Maria* and two or three others* 
through the park* and into the wildest 
of its forest scenery. The shifting 
vistas* broken openings* and deep re- 
cesses* afforded an ever varying in- 
terest. One or other was perpetually 
calling the attention of the rest to the 
rough baronial boldness of some huge 
old stem — to the graceful outline and 
noble branchings of some mature* still 
undecaying tree — to the full and splen- 
did colourings of the foliage. An 
artist who was with them* often tried 
to mark out some view into a distinct 
and framed picture. Walsingham* 
too* entered eagerly into this study* 
but often* alsoy spoke to Maria* in a 
strain that she better sympathized 
vfith* of the merely artificial technical 
character of all such attempts* and 
how completely they confess our in- 
capacity to apprehend and represent 
the unity of nature as a whole* and 
so endeavour to impress a fictitious 
unity on some smaller and more ma- 
nageable part. She was full of en- 
{oyment, and said that a forest was* to 
ler, imperishable fairy-land. 

After a ride of an hour* they passed 
out of the enclosed park and woodland* 
and came through a deep green flow- 
ery lane* on to Uie edge of a common 
covered with furze and heath* and saw 
at no great dbtance a small but very 
peat farm-house* with its farm-build- 
ings close about it, overshadowed by 
three or four old elms* and appearing 
the ancestral abode of quiet prosperity. 
Maria was so pleased at the sight* that 
Sir Charles proposed to visit the farm- 
er, who was a tenant of his ; and they 
were all soon at the gate of the little 
garden in front of the house. Under 
Sie gmdance of their host* who knew 
the house* they went straight into the 
kitchen. Wilson* the farm^, had 
come in from the fields* and was sit- 
ting in his brown arm-chair* while his 
wife was busy preparing dinner. The 
man was darkcomplezipned* spare^ 



and tall* with a keen and honest look* 
which gained strength and character 
from a certain twist of the face* draw- 
ing one eyebrow somewhat up* and 
similarly disposing one side of the 
firm mouth. The wife looked clean 
and kind ; and in both, the ease and 
decision of manner were remarkable 
with which they received their land- 
lord and his companions. Sir Charles, 
when out shooting* had often visited 
them* and now asked for their only 
son* James* who had not yet come in 
from work, but was said to be quite 
well. Maria spoke quietly and good- 
naturedly to the woman* who answered 
her with sufficient intelligence* till the 
visitors were all surprised by the en- 
trance of a young woman from another 
room. She was a tall and handsome 
country girl* in her common dark 
dress* with her arms bared* and look- 
ing as if she had come straight from 
the dairy. Sir Charles asked who she 
was, as he did not remember to have 
seen her, and the farmer said she was 
an orphan niece* who had lately come 
to live with them. Ann blushed all 
over when she saw the unexpected 
company; but even when the blush 
subsided* she had a deep and bright 
red complexion* which looked all warm 
and living* and in her was pleasine* 
though in a lady it would hardly 
have been admired. Her rather square 
face was* however* regularly formed ; 
and her dark eyes and hair* white 
teeth* and look of perfect good-hu- 
mour and simplicity, made her a very 
agreeable spectacle. Her figure was 
robust* but graceful. Every one 
looked at her with a smile* and Maria 
with the kindliest goodwill and admi- 
ration. The lanmord first spoke to 
her* and said he hoped she likea Burnt- 
wood. 

" Yes* sir* very much ; imcle and 
aunt are very good to me.** 

<' And* I am sure*** he said* laugh- 
ing* '' James is equally good to you.** 

" Tes* sir;'* and the girl coloured 
and looked down. 
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" Well, yon must not be ungrate- 
ful to him for his kindness, you know." 

Maria made an answer unnecessanr 
by asking for a glass of water, which 
the girl went for, and, before she re- 
tumed, James himself came in. He 
.was an actiye, well-tempered> and 
lively-looking man« with less appear- 
ance of hard strength than his father 
— for he had not had so much to fight 
against — ^but a face and manner that 
were sure sign» of thorough truth and 
affectionateoess. 

" That scene,*' said Walsingham, 
after they were all again on horseback, 
''is a complete Idyll. There are 
people whose aspect and manner give 
one at once so satisfying an image of 
active cheerful life, in perfect har- 
mony with their circumstances, that 
one feels, to enlarge their sphere or 
their minds would be to spoil the 
whole; and if yon suppose both 
changed, it becomes not an altered, 
but a totally different thing. Those 
people are, without knowing it, and 
so long as they do not attempt to be 
any thing other than what they are, a 

fierfect representation of nature and 
ife. The mere limits of the family 
mark them out as distinctly as a poet 
could desire ; and, at the same time, 
they are in constant living combina- 
tion with all the world in which they 
act, and with a whole human neigh- 
bourhood. But if you tried to make 
them reflect more widely, or to feel 
more earnestly than they do, you 
would, no doubt, introduce confusion 
and anxiety among them." 

" If all there,*' said Maria, "be as 
peaceful as it looks, I cannot imagine 
it to have become and continued so, 
except by means of religious faith and 
principle ; and, surely, no feelings or 
reflections of any other kind could 
raise them so high as that.*' 

*' Probably,'* replied Walsingham, 
** their faith is a mere dutiful warm- 
hearted acquiescence in things that 
they as little understand as if their 
Bible were still in Hebrew and Greek. 
And well for them that it is so. What 
vain self-upbraidings and fears, and 
what vague monstrous images of fan- 
cied good and evil, would press on and 
destroy their quiet hearts and con- 
found their cheerfhl activity, if you 
could awaken self-consciousness in 
them, and make them dream of con- 
versions, beatitudes, and perditions 1" 



Maria looked down and spoke in a 
low voice, but very eamesuy, while 
she said — ** Surely, however little they 
may understand their faith, it must, if 
they have it at all, be essentialljr the 
same, and produce the same fruits in 
their hearts, as in the most intelligent 
and expanded Christians.** 

Mana blushed deeper and deeper 
while saying thb, for she felt herself 
engaged imawares in a dispute with 
one of the most celebrated of her con- 
temporaries. But he only answered, 
with a bland smile — " I fear we often 
deceive ourselves by using the same 
word for very different things, and 
perhaps 'faith' is one of them. In a 
wise man it means knowledge, and in 
a foolish one ignorance.** — He then 
turned to Sir Charles, and asked him 
if he could tell them any thing of the 
history of the family. 

*' I have been thinking,*' he replied, 
'' how little we can trust appearances 
such as those which * you and Miss 
Lascelles have been talking of. So 
far from the Wilson family having had 
the auiet and happy existence you 
imagined, they met with a domestic 
misfortune little more than a year ago, 
which seemed likely to kill both the 
father and mother. Besides the son 
whom you saw, they had an only 
daughter— a small, delicate-looking, 
pretty blue-eyed girl. She seemed 
only eighteen or nineteen, but I be- 
lieve was in reality of age, when she 
became acquainted with a young man 
who was private tutor in a family 
in the neighbourhood. After a few 
months* acquaintance she was per- 
suaded to go off with him. It was 
said that they were secretly married ; 
but from that time to this nothing has 
been heard of either of them.** 

" Ah I " said Walsingham ; *' I dare 
say he talked sentiment and specula- 
tion to her, and turned her head with 
the uncongenial element. Had she 
fallen in love with a farmer's son who 
had never thought beyond his calling, 
no harm could have happened.*' 

Maria said nothing, but she thought, 
— Had she been a person of religious 
principle she would not have defled 
her parents in such a matter, nor run 
tiie risk of breaking their hearts ; and 
religion might have enlarged her mind 
as effectually as her lover's philoso- 
phy. 
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Chapter VI. 



The afternoon of the following day 
was so rainy that none of the party 
could leave the house, and several of 
them were assembled in the lar^e and 
noble library. Walsingham talked to 
Maria, and evidently felt much plea- 
sure in drawing out her clear and 
strong sense for all that had lain with- 
in her sphere, as well as much admira- 
tion of her beauty. She had at first 
been a little afraid of him, for genius 
is a power which, till we become fami- 
liar with it, has something that dis- 
turbs, nay repels, as well as fascinates. 
But she possessed herself too deeply 
for this to last, and was too open to 
all higher impressions not to be won 
by his calm and manifold signifi- 
cance. 

Miss Constable, who was near, then 
said — *' How tiresome this rain is ! I 
wish one could have a world without 
rain!" 

A man of science, who was stand- 
ing near, immediately began to ex- 
plain, learnedly, how impossible this 
would be, without changing all the 
other characters of the globe as to its 
atmosphere and productions. 

Walsingham turned, smiling, to 
Maria, and said — "In truth we can 
form no complete and consistent pic- 
ture of any other state of existence 
than this, nor construct the ideal of 
any fairer world." 

** Do you think this state of exist- 
ence complete and consistent? It 
seems to me fiill of endless contradic- 
tions." 

** Our business here is precisely that 
of removing or reconciling these, and 
rounding' ofi^ our life into as smooth 
and large a circle as possible." 

" I cannot get over the feeling that 
the work is here hopeless, and that we 
can never be at peace but by trying to 
grow out of our natural state into a 
totally different, and far higher and 
purer one." 

" But can you form any distinct 
image of such a state, with all its suit- 
able outward accompaniments ? They 
must, I fancy, be only fragments and 
shadows of what we see about us here. 
One swallow, you know, does not make 
a Bommer, nor will one picture of an 
angel with white wings and a diamond 



crown fill up the notion of an eternal 
heaven." 

'* Perhaps we cannot frame any such 
ideal as you speak of. I am sure I 
cannot. But, on the other hand, there 
is surely a want in human nature of a 
higher life than that of mere labour 
and pleasure. We cannot say exactly 
in wnat forms that life, if it were all 
in all, would clothe itself. But it would 
be misery and despair to give up the 
hope of it." 

" I believe that whatever it really 
promises of good is attainable now by 
due cultivation, and that, too, in a real 
world which perfectly suits us, and 
which we may daily better understand, 
rule, and embellish." 

" I cannot even wish to subdue the 
longing aflter a blessedness for which 
this world affords no adequate imago 
and no congenial home." 

" I fear it is this vague longing for 
that which wo can do nothing to real- 
ise that renders all our efforts uncer- 
tain, sad, and fruitless. Believe that 
here, on this earth, is our true heaven, 
and we can make it so. Thus, too, 
only can we escape all the inward 
struggle and convulsion between the 
inevitable Actual and a Possible never 
to be attained." 

" No doubt you would then cut the 
knot ; but is there not still a thread 
which unites us to the hope, vague and 
colourless as it is, of a nobler being in 
a more appropriate scene?" 

" Be it so," said Walsingham, with 
his tranquil smile. " For my part, I 
only hope at present that you will not 
send me away from you to look for 
any happier ideal position. I am 
contented where I am." 

Maria, too, smiled faintly, but said 
nothing. After a pause, Walsingham, 
who had looked down as if in thought, 
went on, — 

" In fact, we lose by our careless 
indolence the advantages we might 
enjoy, and at the same time dream of 
those which are impossible. We will 
not walk because it is less trouble to 
dream of flying. No wonder we make 
little of our lives compared with their 
capacities, when so few ever think of 
what they are capable. The world 
we life in is to most of vs so maaOf 
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dim, and narrow* that it would seem 
as if our sight would serve us for no 
better purpose than the blind man's 
string and dog, namely, to keep us 
out of ponds and ditches/* 

This was more than is usually said 
at a breath in society, but Walsing- 
ham spoke so gracefully, and hb fame 
stood so high, that all were pleased to 
hear him. The only person who 
seeified much surprised was Miss Har* 
court, who looked up, and exclaim- 
ed — 

" Dear me I what strange ideas ! 
I am sure they never would have 
struck me.** 

Hastings had been listening for 
some miuutes to the conversatioUi 
which he now took up thus : — 

** For my part, I am of Miss Las- 
celles^s mind. I confess I think one 
always feels the want of a change 
after a few weeks* residence in one 
place ; and I suppose, when I have 
seen all the islands of the Pacific — by 
the way, 1 mean to go there next 
week — 1 shall want to embark for 
one of the planets, or take a ^ight to 
the moon«** 

'* 1 hope,*' sdd one of the younger 
men, ** if you imitate Astolpho in that, 
you will not, at least, bring back any 
of the foolish brains that are kept 
there. We have enough here.*' 

" Perhaps,** said Sir Charles, " you 
would at last be tired there, and wish 
yourself once more in England. Now, 
I am content to begin by staying 
here.'* 

Hastings answered — 

'' I know no country I tire of so 
soon as England. All the bold fresh 
character of men is worn awaj bj 
conventional refinement, and life is 
smothered under a heap of comforts. 
One learns something by lying in wait 
among the rocks, with a rifle in one 
hand, and an Indian chief as compa- 
nion, when a herd of a thousand bisons 
rush over the plun to the banks of 
some great river, and beast after beast, 
squadron after sj^uadron, plunge with 
a crash, and swim to fresh pastures ; 
or when one finds, in the wide soli- 
tude, the hut of some Indian gir), 
perhaps the last survivor of her tribe, 
who has escaped from the massacre, 
and lived for a year alone on the ani* 
mals she has trapped, singing, while 
she sews their skins into clothes, some 
io«lancholy song of tha old days ; or 
when one falls in at some haunt oiT 



Asiatic horsemen with an old hermits 
who has lived as a devotee perhaps 
for sixty or seventy vears, and thinks 
the first European he sees must be 
some spirit, whom he has met with be- 
fore in a previous state of existence ; 
when perhaps, too, the next hour yoi; 
have to fight your way among a troop 
of Kurds, through an ambi^sh of rob- 
bers, and must ride for twenty-four 
hours without stopping, and with yqur 
hand on your pbtol, u you would es- 
cape alive.'* 

Walsingham said, quietly «- 

" You mentioned that one learns 
something in this way. Pray, what 
does one learn?** 

*' Ohi no school-learoing« nerhapsy 
but one gets new notions and images 
into one's head. You know the world 
better, and mankind, and what you 
can yourself endure and do.'* 

" Perhaps all this may be learned 
more accurately and deeply in the 
midst of our ordinary life, jf we will 
only keep our eyes open» and be al- 
ways striving and shaping. And ag 
to endurance, a life of action among 
men will always bring with it suffi- 
cient trial— most, perhaps, to the mind 
where least to the muscles." 

*' Ah, so be it for those who like 
it. I am never so cheerful and so 
much at ease as when there is danger 
in the way, and enterprise and novelty 
to lead me on. It does not seem worth 
while to take alt the pains you speak 
of about so commonplace an existence 
as ours is here.'* 

" Surely no existence is common- 
place to him who liyet with uncom- 
mon aims. The meanest work car- 
ried on with insight and hope, with a 
feeling of the Beautiful, and with re- 
ference to the Whole* of which we 
and it are parts« becomes l^rge and 
important. Sophocles writing his tra- 
gedy, and the ftame, by the light of 
which he saw to write, each was 
working in its vocation* But if the 
lamp would fl^re about and set first 
the tra|pedy on fire, and then the 
house. It had better been extinguish- 
ed at first. All that is essential in 
romance lies diffused throughout or- 
dinary life, which, for those who live 
worthily, culminates to creative art. 
A dew-drop is water as fresh as Hip- 
pocrene or Niagara." 

'^ It is no amusement to me to iday 
at taking hf^a$ eonnterf for gvld. 

" Aj, bat what if we eould turn 
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them to purer gold than ever came 
from the mine ? Would it not be 
better worth while to stay at homo 
and learn that art than to spend years 
in gathering yellow-sand* and find* 

Perhaps* at lasti that it is worthless ? 
Children* indeed, hoard counters as if 
they were coin. But men too often 
throw away the true coin as if they 
were counters." 

Several of the company had now 
gathered round the litUe group. Sir 



Charles was pleased that so celebra- 
ted a man as Walsingham spoke so 
freely and earnestly in his house. 
Remembering that his reading was 
much admired, he now came to him 
and asked him if he would read. 
Walsingham, whom Maria*s presence 
seemed to have lured onward, and un- 
folded, looked at her, caught her eye, 
which sparkled at the proposal, and, 
taking down a volume from the book- 
case, read the following narrative. 



Chaptee VII. 



*« When I was in Italy some years 
ago, I knew a young Englishman who 
was in the habit of seeking places to 
reside in, little frequented by his 
countrymen. He was a lover of soli- 
tude and study, and addicted to reve- 
rie ; and much of his life was a gentle 
and shimmering dream that glided to 
the music of romantic traditions. At 
the time I must now refer to, he had 
selected as his abode one of the de- 
serted palaces of the Venetian nobility 
on the banks of the Brenta. But he 
had no acqmuntance with the owners 
to interrupt his solitude, for he had 
hired it from the steward to whom 
their affairs were entrusted. It had 
attracted his fancy, though it was 
much out of order, from having a 
gallery of pictures, chiefly portraits, 
still remdmng, and in good preserva- 
tion. There was also a large neglect- 
ed garden with a terrace along the 
river, and in its shady overgrown 
walks the Englishman sat or wander- 
ed for many hours of the day. But he 
also spent much time in the picture- 
gallery, conversing with the grave 
old senators, saturating his mind with 
the colours of Tintoretto, and Paolo 
Veronese, and contemplating like a 
modem Paris the goddesses of Ti- 
tian*s pencil. But mere was one pic- 
ture which gradually won his very 
heart It was a portrait by Giorgione 
of a young Venetian lady; and the 
old servant of the house called her La 
Celestina. She had the full and lux- 
urious Venetian form ; but, unlike any 
of the other female portraits, there 
was a profusion of rather light brown 
hair flowing down her back, as one 
sees in some of the early Italian pic- 
tures of the Virgin, and the sunny 
stream Mi from a wreath of bay 
••ves. Her dress was of dark green 



silk. An antique bust of an old man 
was represented on a table before her, 
and her right hand and raised fore- 
finger seemed to indicate that both 
she and the spectator on whom her 
divine eyes were fixed, must listen to 
some expected oracle from the marble 
lips. She might have served as a 
lovely symbol of the fresh present 
world listening to the fixed and Sibyl- 
line past. Her eyes were large and 
dark, but not lustrous ; they seemed 
rather heavy, with an inward thought- 
ful melancholy, as if there were some- 
thing in her situation or character 
more solemn than her years or cir- 
cumstances could have led us to ex- 
pect. There was, however, no tradi- 
tion of her story, except that she was 
a daughter of the family, which still 
possessed the palace and the picture, 
and that she had died in early life. 

" Before this figure the young Eng- 
lishman would remain for an hour or 
two at a time, endeavouring to shape 
out for himself some distinct view of 
her being and story. This was idle 
work, as it led him to no definite and 
lasting creation, but it occupied him 
for the time as well as any thing else 
that he was likely to have done. By 
and by his fancy so gained upon him 
that he had the chamber next to that 
part of the gallery where the picture 
was, arranged as his bedroom, that 
so he might be near his incorporeal 
mistress even during the hours of 
sleep. One night, soon after this 
change had been made, while he was 
lying in bed and musing of Celestina, 
he thought he heard a noise in the 
gallery consecrated to her, low voices, 
and a light step. He felt, I believe, 
nay cherished, some dash of supersti- 
tious fear in his character, and he did 
not rise to examine into the matter. 
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The next night was that of the full 
moon, and agam he heard the same 
sound ; and again for the third time 
on the night following. Then it 
ceased, and for some days he was in 
much perplexity. The gallery by 
day-light presented no appearance of 
change. He brooded over the remem- 
brance, whether founded in fact or 
imagination, till it struck him that, 
perhaps, there was a connexion be- 
tween the sounds and the age of the 
moon when they were heard, and 
that, if so, they might 'possibly return 
at the next corresponding period. He 
£^w thin and nervous with anxiety, 
and resolved at all hazards to endea- 
vour to clear up the secret. The 
night before the full moon came, and 
with it the sounds — the light whispers 
murmured and sang along the high 
walls and ceilings, and the steps flitted 
like fairies from end to end of the 
galleries. But even now he could not 
resolve to part with the tremulous 
pleasure of the mystery. The follow- 
ing night, that of the full moon, he 
felt worn-out, fretted, and desperate. 
Again the sounds were heard, the 
doors opened and closed, the steps 
throbbed in his heart, the indistin- 
guishable words flew on, till he caught, 
in a low but clear tone, the name of 
Celestina. He seized a sword and 
stepped silently to a door near him 
which opened into the gallery, and 
was in deep shadow. Unclosing it 
slowly, he looked down the long 
room, and there opposite the place of 
the well-known picture, stood, in the 
bright moonlight, Celestina herself 
upon the floor. The right hand was 
raised like that on the canvass, as if 
to listen, and the eyes were looking 
earnestly into the depth of gloom 
which hid the Englishman. He let 
fall his sword, let go the door, which 
closed before him, and when he had 
again courage to open it the gallery 
was empty, and the still clear light 
fell only on a vacant surface. 

** The consequence to him of this 
event was a severe illness, and a friend 
and fellow-countryman was sent for 
from Venice to attend his sick-bed. 
This visitor gradually obtained an 
outline of the facts from the suflerer, 
and then applied to the old Italian 
servant in oraer to arrive at a reason- 
able explanation. But he stoutly de- 
nied all knowledge of any thing that 



could throw light upon the matter. 
Next day the friend found upon his ta- 
ble a slip of paper, on which was written 
in a beautiful female hand, a request 
that he would present himself in the 
easternmost arbour of the garden at 
the hour of the siesta. He of course 
did so, and found there a lady in a 
dark dress, and closely veiled. She 
said, in fine Italian, that she had beg- 
ged to see him, in order to repair, if 
possible, the mischief which had been 
accidentally done. * My father,' she 
continued, ' the owner of this palace, 
is of a proud but impoverished Venetian 
family. His son is an officer in an 
Austrian Regiment, which has been 
stationed for some years in Hungary ; 
and I am the old man*s only compa- 
nion. He is, perhaps, a little peculiar 
and eccentric in hb habits and cha- 
racter, and all his strongest feelings 
are directed towards the memory of 
his ancestors whose abode is now oc- 
cupied by your friend. Nothing but 
necessity would have induced bira to 
let it to a stranger, and to reside in 
the small house in the neighbourhood 
which we now inhabit. He still per- 
petually recurs to the traditional sto- 
ries of his family's former greatness ; 
and it is a favourite point of belief 
with him that his daughter closely re- 
sembles the Celestina whose picturo 
is in the gallery, and whose name she 
bears. Owing to this fancy, he is 
never satisfied unless he sees her dress- 
ed in imitation of the idolized por- 
trait. But, as he no longer inhabits 
the house, and does not choose to pre- 
sent himself to its occupier in a light 
which he com" ^ 
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illness from our old servant Antonio> 
the only person who knew of our 
nightiy visits. To convince you that 
this is the whole secret, I have put 
on the dress I then wore, and you shall 
judge for yourself of my resemblance 
to the picture.' 

"So saying, she threw aside her veil 
and mantle, and surprised the stranger 
with the view of her noble eyes, and 
of her youthful Italian beauty, clothed 
in the dress of rich green sUk, which 
closely imitated that of the painted 
Celestina. Her hearer was amused 
by the mistake, and delighted bv her 
explanation. He ventured to ask the 
lady, that when his sick friend should 
be a little recovered, she would com- 
plete her kindness by enabling him to 
judge for himself of the beautiful re- 
semblance which had so misled him. 
She said, that she would willingly do 
so, and only regretted that, from her 
father's turn of character, it would be 
almost impossible to make him assent 
to any meeting with the present oc- 
cupier of his ancient palace. She, 
therefore, said that it must be again 
a private interview, and might take 
place at the same spot on the third 
day following. Her new acquaint- 
ance was compelled to return to Ve- 
nice, and so could not carry on the 
adventure in his own person. But 
the account which he gave to his friend 
soon restored the patient to strength 
and cheerfulness. Immediately after 
his companion's departure he had the 
green and shady arbour prepared for 
the expected meeting. A collation 



of choice fruits, sweetmeats, and wine 
were set out in silver vessels on a 
marble table. The ghost-seer, dressed 
according to his own fancy in the garb 
of a Venetian cavalier of the old time, 
waited for his guest, who did not fail 
him. He thought her far more beau- 
tiful than the picture. They sat side 
by side, with the glowing feelings of 
southern and imaginative youth. She 
sang for him and played on a guitar 
which he had taken care to place at 
hand ; and he felt himself gifted with 
undreamtof happiness. They met 
again more than once, and walked to- 
gether along the gallery, where he 
could at leisure compare her with 
Giorgione*s Celestina, and give his 
own the deliberate preference. But 
he was at last dismayed by hearing 
from her, that she was designed by her 
father for a conventual life, in order 
to preserve the remnant of his fortune 
exclusively for his son. The English- 
man's decision was soon taken. He, 
too, was of noble birth, and had wealth 
enough to make fortune in his wife 
unimportant. He gained the father 8 
consent to their marriage, and she is 
now the mistress of an old English 
country-house. She looks on the por- 
traits by Vandyke on its walls with as 
much pleasure as she ever derived from 
those of Titian, for she now tries to 
find in them a likeness to more than 
one young face that often rests upon 
her knee. Of this new generation, 
the eldest and the loveliest is oalled, 
like herself, Celestina." 



Chapter VIII. 



When Walsingham had ended, and 
replaced the book. Miss Harcourt took 
it down again and found that it was 
a work by Mr Jeremy Bentham. She 
turned the volume over in the most 
helpless bewilderment, and then show- 
ed It to Maria and to Hastings. But 
the poet turned from the group and 
said, carelessly, " Those only find who 
know where to look." 

On the evening of a following day, 
when the clear night had overspread 
a sky still warm with sunset, and glim- 
mered on a rill before the windows^ 
several of the guests passed from the 
drawing-room to the terrace, and 
among these was Maria* 3be soon 



left her companions, and wandered 
down a flight of steps in the quiet and 
dusky garden. She stood alone lean- 
ing against a large marble urn, and 
looked at the water as it glanced past 
her on a level with the turf, and but 
a few inches from her foot. 

How beautiful, she thought, is every • 
drop as it flits through the light, and 
ho^ swiftly does it pass to utter dark- 
ness I Fleeting gleams in a world of 
obscurity — such are life's best joys for 
those whose life is richest — for ail de- 
void of Christian faith. 

She looked up at the sky and ugh- 
ed. Sir Charles, who was not far off» 
though she did not Imow of Us pr«* 
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gence, thought he had neTer seen her 
so beautiful. She reminded him of 
one of his own statues of a nymph. He 
came and stood beside her and said, — 

" The sky promises fine weather for 
to-morrow, 1 trust." 

" Oh, does it ? It is very lovely. I 
do not know why it is that the present 
is never more beautiful than during a 
fine summer night, yet it always makes 
us think rather of the past and the 
future. The past, too, seems so long 
and various, and the future, only one 
great moment." 

" Well, Miss Lascelles, for my part 
I never was more inclined to enjoy the 
present/ and take advantage of it. I 
have not so often the pleasure of seeing 
you at Beecburst as to be able now to 
think of any thing else." 

'* Such a scene as this, I should ima- 
gine, could want no additions to make 
it perfectly delightful." 

** Oh ! I could fancy it permanently 
embellished in a very high degree." 

" Indeed ? I confess it does not oc- 
cur to me what is wanting." 

" Ah, Miss Lascelles, it is I who 
feel it, but it is to you that I must look 
for a remedy." 

" To me. Sir Charles Harcourt ? 
What can you mean?" 

" Need I explain myself further?" 
and he endeavoured to take her by the 
hand ; *' I hoped you had long per- 
ceived how entirely my happiness de- 
pends on you." 

She drew her hand away, and said, 
with perfect composure, " I assure you 
the thought is quite new to me, and 
one that gives me no pleasure. I trust 
you will soon find some one both much 
worthier of your regard, and more 
capable of repaying it as it deserves." 
So saying she walked towards the 
terrace. 

« Still allow me to hope that mj 
future endeavours to merit your ap<« 
probation need not be in vain. I only 
venture to ask, my dear Miss Lascel- 



pale light from the skj upon her face 
while she answered, — '* Believe me, I 
would not trifle with any one*s feelings, 
however little chance there may be 
of giving serious pain. I assure you 
that no length of time can so far alter 
my mind as to make me a suitable ob- 
ject of your attentions." 

The manner was still more decisive 
than the words, and he at once replied, 
— " I can then only express my regret 
that I have troubled you on the sub- 
ject, and beg that what has passed be- 
tween us may not be unnecessarily told 
to others." 

So highly cultivated was the lover*s 
indifiFerence, that on their return to 
the drawing-room it was impossible to 
suppose he had been conversing of 
any thing more important than the 
flowers or the weather. Maria was a 
little more dbturbed than he, and 
somewhat paler than usual. She took 
up a book of engravings, and looked 
for five minutes at the title-page, 
which happened to be turned upside 
down. She thought how difierent had 
been the manner and the words, the 
bursting broken language and falter- 
ing tone of Arthur, and then the tri- 
umphant tearful delight when he had 
won from her an avowal of her afiec- 
tion. Her steady and earnest eyes 
and motionless attitude had a strange 
look in the midst of the gay and shift- 
ing party. Walsiogham saw her from 
a distance, and looked at first surprised. 
He then glanced aside, with a very 
slight expression of sarcasm on his lip« 
at Sif Charles Harcourt, who was 
seated at ecart6 with a lady. His gaze 
returned swiftly to Mana, and his 
whole aspect appeared strengthened 
and enlarged by the presence of a high 
and beautiful image. In a few moments 
she resumed her self-possession, and 
smiled while she thought of the formal 
and elaborate manner of her wooer, of 
the look, the language, and the man, 
all so far removed from whatever she 
"be was soon 
le following 
n had that 
her : — 
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Fears that trembling melt to bliss, 
Touch'd by Hope's enchanted kiss, 
Joys too soft and thin for day, 
In thy moonshine opening play. 

3. 

^ Night ! so full of pensive sighs ; 
Night ! so dear with speaking eyes ; 
Night ! not high thy bosom swells ; 
But, oh I peace within thee dwells. 



With a mormor sad and sweet 
Spirits round thee dawn and fleet ; 
We, while fond thy love we woo, 
Feel that we are spirits too." 



Chapter IX. 



Sir Charles Harcourt*8 dressing- 
room was fitted up with effemiaate 
luxury and magnificence. Ho was 
seated in it alone at night with a mu- 
seum of toys, trinkets, and furniture 
about him, and in the midst of several 
lights, refiected by large mirrors. A 
headache had led him to retire earlier 
than usual, and the splendid clock 
upon the chimney-piece, of which the 
gilt statuary represented Narcissus at 
the fountain, now struck twelve. The 
baronet turned pale, and closed his 
eyes. He opened them again and 
looked up, trembling as if he had ex- 

Sected to see a gigantic hand and 
agger raised above him. It was the 
hour of the charm. In that moment 
he remembered both all the story of 
the last week, and all the previous life 
of Sir Charles Harcourt, and at the 
same time felt and knew again that 
till seven days before he had been 
Arthur Edmonstone. As a man stands 
at the junction of two converging 
vistas, and with a turn of the eye can 
look down one or other, although they 
widen to miles apart, and sees the one 
travel over hill and dale, and end on 
the summit of a rugged mountain, 
while the other, between clipped elms, 
stretches out of sight along a smooth 
green meadow, so he could now look 
back upon two lives as if both of them 
had been his own. He could not 
know these two existences as he now 
did, without comparing them. While 
he remembered all that Arthur Ed- 
monstone had been, his actiye and 



many-sided life, the bright colours ot 
feeling and imagination, and the range 
of talent and knowledge that then were 
his, it seemed, on turning to the state 
in which he now found himself, that 
all was shrunk and withered. The 
outward clothing and attributes, in- 
deed, were splendid, but he dbco^ered 
within his breast only mean faculties 
and vulgar aims, and chiefly the wish 
to be admired as a patron and a gentle- 
man, without any enjoyment of the 
realities which, for him, were only 
convenient fictions. He refiected, also, 
on the strange scene which had taken 
place that evening with Maria, and 
her cold polite contempt, and he shi- 
vered at the thought, while he saw the 
form of Sir Charles Harcourt reflected 
in the four large mirrors. For a mo- 
ment it occurred to him that he would 
be Arthur again. But he looked at 
his ring, and remembered the old 
man*s warning, that if once he return- 
ed to his original being, his privilege 
would be for ever forfeited. He 
thought of a score of difl\;rent charac- 
ters, each of which, in some respects, 
he should like to assume. But every- 
thing connected with his own station 
in life now seemed to him hollow and 
barren, and smitten with the curse of 
Sir Charles Harcourt's self-contempt. 
A freer, simpler, humbler existence 
alone seemed really desirable. The 
stern moral superiority of Maria, and 
the thought of an unattainable union 
with her, drove him as far as possible 
away in a difibrent direction. At the 
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same time> hj some trick of fancy, the 
blooming and vigorous nature of the 
country girl whom be had seen in 
Maria's company at the farm-house> 
returned to his heart Thus cutting 
short all his perplexities by one violent 
resolntiouy he breathed upon his ring, 

S renounced to himself ihe name of 
ames Wilson^ and his wish was accom- 
plished. 
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The Sir Charles Harcourt, who 
woke the next morning at Beechurst> 
was he who had always possessed it. 
He now remembered the events of the 
past week as if they had been parts 
of his own life. There appeared no 
break in his self-consciousness, nor 
had he the slightest notion of the gap 
in his existence which had been filled 
by the presence of another person. 



Chapter X. 



Early on Sunday morning, James 
opened his eyes in the old farm-house, 
dressed himself hastily, and went to 
look after the different little matters in 
the stable and the farm- yard, which, 
even on Sunday, must be attended to. 
He then returned to the house to make 
himself smart, which he succeeded in 
by dint of clean linen, a new blue coat 
with large gilt buttons, a white hand- 
kerchief round his neck, a yellow waist- 
coat, and a drab garment below ter- 
minating in top-boots. He certainly 
looked very well ; and while he gazed 
into the little twisted looking-glass, he 
even ventured to think so, but some- 
how he feared not well enough to 
please Ann. She, too, after helping 
to prepare the breakfast, had put on 
her best clothes. Her long dark hair, 
indeed, was almost hidden under a cap, 
but still formed a glossy shade around 
her forehead. The face it crowned 
was as winning as bright health, and 
brighter spirits, high complexion, and 
pretty features, could make it. Nor 
did her figure look less graceful in the 
white cotton-gown, with little blue 
flowers all over it, which James had 
given her, and which she had tied with 
a blue sash. The white stockings and 
neat shoes set off the smallness of her 
feet, and showed that her hands, but 
for a life of labour, would not have 
been less delicate. When at work, she 
often sang half-inwardly some verse 
of a gay or sad song, and still went 
earnestly about her task; but when 
resting, or at meals, and especiaUy 
when James was with her, her face 
was in a perpetual play of blushes, 
and downcast looks, and hearty laugh- 
ter ; and eyes, and teeth, and cheeks, 
and lips, and soul, all seemed possess- 
ed by some imp of heedless merriment. 
So was it this morning. As soon as 
breakfast iras over, she put on her 



bright straw bonnet, with its blue 
ribbon, and James hb new hat, and 
the father his with its brim at least six 
inches broad ; and, leaving the mother 
at home to take care of the house, the 
three set out to walk through the fields 
to church. The old man often linger- 
ed or turned a step aside, or stopped 
to speak to some of the neighbours, 
and Ann and James could talk almost 
as freely as if they had been in a wil- 
derness. The church was more than 
usually crowded with people come to 
hear a new organ played, which had 
been presented by the kind-hearted 
squire, for it was not Sir Charles Har- 
court's parish ; but Mr Musgrave, the 
curate, preached a sermon, in which 
he laid bare to the astonished culprits 
the erroneousness of the motives that 
led them to attend public worship only 
when some strange novelty attracted 
them. But the Wilsons were unwrung, 
and enjoyed both the organ and the 
sermon, except that Ann was sorry for 
the poor people who had acted so 
foolishly, and were now so severely 
reprimanded. The old man pronoun- 
ced the sermon a right good one, and 
said that their parson was the best 
man in that country, only now and 
then a little too sharp upon people's 
faults. In the afternoon, Ann staid at 
home, and the other three went to the 
service. In the evening the mother 
undertook to milk the cows, and the 
father to attend to all other matters, 
while Ann and James went out to 
walk. 

They strolled arm in arm, saying 
little to each other, along the deep and 
warm lanes overgrown with grass, 
and enclosed between high banks and 
bushy hedges. The nightingale was 
still heard in the distance. The wild 
rose and the honeysuckle climbed on 
either hand^ and were interwoven with 
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the flower^ of the bind-i^eed and the 
nightshade. The perfume from the 
white and purple clover fields filled 
all the air. Now and then James 
caught at a wild flower, and gave it 
to Ann, who took it, and only said, in 
a low voice, " Thank you." And still 
they wandered on, till the^ turned 
through a gap Into the thick dark 
copse. They passed forward through 
the green shadows, broken here and 
there by some straggling beam of yel- 
low light, till they reached a point on 
the banks above a little stream, glan- 
cing away under its screen of hazel 
and alder. Here they found the broad 
grey table left in cutting down an 
enormous oak-tr^e. On this Ann 
seated herself, and James sat beside 
her. He poked the around before 
him with his stick. She settled her 
nosegay, and stuck it in her breast. 
At last he said, " Ann, I have some- 
thing — sometliing — something — to 
say to you." 

" Well— well— well — James, what 
is it?" 
" It is a very fine evening." 
Ann drew a long sigh, as If relieved 
from a great fVight, and answered, 
" Yes, it is, very tine." 
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'« Our hay Is very well saved this 
year, Ann— and it is very pleasant to 
be here with you — I mean, I like us 
to be together." 

" So do I." 

" Ann, will you marry me ? " 

A long pause followed, and then a low 
*' Yes," and she hung down her head. 
Their happiness need not be described. 
But marble balconies, or silken pavi- 
lions, never witnessed a fonder kiss 
than that in which their lips united, 
as they sat upon the old oak-stump. 

When they returned by moonlight 
to the fkrm. house, Ann's manner was 
much altered. She went silently 
through the kitchen, where the old 
couple sat, to her own room ; and 
James, too, who remained with his 
parents, held his tongue for a few mi- 
nutes. Then he burst into a loud 
laugh, and jumped up and told his 
story, and hugged his mother in his 
arms, and asked his father's consent, 
and could not finish a sentence till he 
ended in a fit of tears, which changed 
again to laughter. 

That night their supper was peace- 
ful and joyous, as If it had been a 
meal in Paradise before the Fail of 
Man. 



Cra^teh XI. 



The neti day, at Bumtwood farm, 
was strangely in contrast with this 
Sunday evening. A letter came in 
the morning to Mr Wilson, written 
in the name of his lost daughter — for 
she was herself too ill to write — en- 
treating his forgiveness, and telling of 
the loss of her husband and child. 
Their hearts were divided between 
joy at hearing of her, and grief at the 
thought of her sufierings. It was 
immediately determined that James 
should go to London and see her, and, 
if possible, remove her to Bumtwood. 
He set out that afternoon. He wrote 
from London to his father, giving an 
account of his sister's state, and an- 
nouncing that he would return with 
her at once to Bumtwood. Ann also 
received, by the same post, a letter 
from him, which was the longest and 
most elaborate composition he had 
ever attempted, or she had ever seen. 
The greater portion of it ran as foU 
lows : — 

«* Dear Ann^ I cannot be so long 



away without writing to you. I reach- 
ed London at noon on Tuesday, and 
in the course of that day, I found out 
poor Elizabeth. But as I have writ- 
ten all about her to father, I shall not 
say the same things over again to you. 
I was advised to take a bed hcl-e at the 
Black Bear, by Smithfield, where there 
are very decent, ci?il people, and a 
great many farmers and graziers. 
But some of them, as I am told, are 
only these London chaps dressed up 
to look like us from the country, and 
so cheat us unawares. And clever 
knowing fellows many of them look. 
I feel as much ashamed when I look 
one of them in the face as if he could 
see through me, and knew I was never 
in London before. But when any one 
seems cross with roe for staring at 
him, I take off tAj hat like a gentle- 
man, and make him a low bow, and I 
notice that then they mostly seem 
pleased and good-humoured like. 
But, dear Ann, all the farmers and the 
farming men too^ln our countiy would 
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make no difference in this big crowded 
place^ if they were all here together. 
lY hen I came into the streets^ on the top 
of the coach, I thought, to be sure it 
was fair-day. So I asked a man who 
sat next me, and he said, ' Aye, to be 
sure, man. In London its always 
fair-day for foob. Many a one of 
them comes here to look for a purse, 
and goes back without a pocket.' I 
knew by his way of speaking he was 
jeering of me. But another gentle- 
man spoke to me milder, and said, ' It 
is always the same in London, fbr there 
are people enough living there to crowd 
all the fairs in England.' And so, to 
be sure, there are unaccountable many 
of them, and carriages, and carts, and 
drays. Ob, Ann, it is altogether a 
perplexity ! The coach could hardly 
go along the street for them, and some 
of them were long things, like big 
hearses, only painted bright colours, 
and full of liTe rich people ; but the 
poor walk along the sides of the 
streets, and yet some of them are as 
finely dressed as lords and ladies. 

" Since I came, I have walked about 
and looked at the different things and 
people, and a wonder the place is to 
see. The crowd goes along past one, 
as many and as bus^ as ants, and none 
of them seem thinlcmg of each other, 
any more than if they were all trees 
or stones. In our country, and when 
I go to market or fair, I know most 
of the people by look, and shake hands 
with half of them. But here, in Lon- 
don, I felt quite lonely among so many 
who cared nothlDg for me, nor I for 
them. I saw many scores, ay, hun- 
dreds of fine ladies, some of tlicm ri- 
ding in their carriages, with their beau- 
tiful silk, and lace, and feathers, but 
none of them said iiow d'ye do to me ; 
and I would have given them all in a 
bundle, and their carriages too, for a 
look of yours, though they seem so 
proud and high. I daresay they would 
be pretty much surprised at it. And, 
oh, Ann, the shops I all the clothes, 
and meat, and wonderful things, more 
in one shon than I could tell of in all 
my life ! 1 have seen eggs enough to 
fill our barn, and frying-pans enough 
to fry them all at once, and bacon 
enough to eat with them. I do sup- 
pose, that in the front of one shop, 
there is glass enough to make a glass- 
case for our biggest rick, and silks, 
and satins^ and wawlsj and I do not 



know what all inside, that Would make 
a cloth larger than our great net-cloth. 
There are some big shops, too, full of 
nothing but boots and shoes. But, no 
doubt, when the King wants shoes for 
his army, he comes here and buys 
them, and they must wear out a power 
of them in those long marches, when 
they are going after glory, which I 
suppose must be all one with walking 
against time. I judge, too, that the 
King must use a sight of things for 
himself ; for I counted eleven tailor's 
shops that had, ' Tailor to the King * 
written up upon them. So you may 
guess what a deal of clothes he wears. 
I saw, too, nigh as many cake-shops 
with * Confectioner to the King ;' con- 
fectioner means a man that makes 
cakes ; but if he eats too many tarts 
and things, and makes himself sick, 
there is at least one doctor's shop for 
every cake-shop, with 'Apothecary to 
the King* upon it. I have been by 
St Paul's Church too, which is the 
biggest thing in the world, since the 
Temple of Solomon, and Noah's Ark ; 
and 1 thought my eyes would never 
get up to the top, it is so high. It has 
a roof like a punch-bowl, with a spike 
sticking out of it. Only, I think, the 
punch-bowl must be a good half-mile 
round. And it is all bmlt up with pil- 
lar work, and windows, so strong, that 
it seems it would stand for ever. 
Thought I to myself, I wonder will that 
fine place bum in the great fire that 
you know, Ann, will bum down every 
thing in the Day of Judgment. What 
a blaze that will be 1 For I am telling 
no lies when I say, that if you could 
lift up the church, you might set it 
down over Burntwood, dwelling- 
house, and bams, and trees, and all. 
Just, as I could clap an extinguisher 
over your thimble, and room to spare 
too. Now, you must know that all 
the while I was going along the streets, 
there was such a whirling, and a clat- 
ter, and a squeaking, ami a buzzing, 
and a smoke, quite unaccountable, 
that altogether it made my head turn 
round inside, as if it had been a mill* 
stone. And I began to have all man- 
ner of queer fancies as if I never should 
get back home. And I saw ever so 
many black kings on horseback, stuck 
up in different places, and looking 
grander and fiercer than the judge at 
assizes, just as if they had only to come 
down firom the stone places they were 
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on^ and ride over all tbe people like a 
donkey among the chickens. Bat I 
suppose they were put there to keep 
them out of mischief. 

** Last night an oldish sort of a far- 
mer, that the people here tell me has a 
deal of grazing land down in Essex, sat 
near me while I was taking my sup- 
per, and he says to me, quite friendly, 
* Young man, will you come with me 
to the play ? * So I said, * Yes, to 
be sure, when I have done this plate 
of beef.' So be told me to leave my 
watch and my money with the land- 
lord, all but a few shillings for use, 
and off we went, for, as I had had 
something to eat and drink, I was as 
fresh as a colt. When we got to the 
playhouse, there was a big paper stuck 
up with red letters on it, saying they 
were going to act" Woman's Miseries, 
or the Victim of the Heart," transla- 
ted from the French. Well, thought 
I, if it is any thing about those French 
that we beat last war, it must be good 
fun, because as how they eat frogs for 
mutton, and tadpoles for lamb. We 
paid at the door, and went into a place 
that Grub — an odd name, isn'tit, Ann ? 
— he*s the Essex man — told me was 
called the pit, and there we sat down 
in a big room all full of candles, and 
people making noises and faces, and 
looking as strange as could be. Then 
the fiddles played very loud and pret- 
ty, and then the play began ; and they 
pulled up a big cloth, and there was 
a place behind it for all the world like 
the floor of our barn. There were 
gentlemen and ladies walking on it, 
and one of them was called Felicity — 
an odd name, isn*t it, Ann ? She was 
to be married to a gentleman imme- 
diately, and it was all settled, and she 
seemed mighty fond of him. But after 
she was married, she came forward 
close to us, and told us quite as a secret, 
that she did not like him at all, only 
she did not say so beforehand, for fear 
it should stop the marriage ; but that 
she liked two other men better. Then 
she said ber father was an ungrateful 
tyrant, and a Saracen*s head, or some- 
thing uncommon, for not having 
guessed her dislike, and spared her 
de-li-ca-cy — that was the word — the 
pain of telling it. So, to revenge her- 
self, she could do nothing but poison 
the poor old gentleman, which I 
thought very hard upon bim. Then 
sbe sat down on a green seat all co- 
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vered with roses, and sbe stooped her 
head upon her hand, and gave a great 
sigh, and said, ' But when that is done, 
still I shall not be married to the man of 
my heart, but quite the contrary. Sup- 

Sose then I also poison my detested 
usband. Then, alas! I shall not 
know which of the others to choose, 
for my heart is too tender and cannot 
decide for either of them.* Thought 
I to myself, — Young woman, for all 
your good looks and finery, I am glad 
you're not my wife. Then first her 
father came to see her, and wish ber 
joy of the marriage, and she gave him 
^ glass of wine to drink her health, 
and, do you know, that very wine had 
the poison in it? We should never 
have thought of that down at Burnt- 
wood, would we? Then he went 
away, and in came one of her two 
lovers, and wanted to kiss her ; but she 
treated him very properly, and would 
not let him touch her, only at last sbe 
whispered him, loud enough for me 
to hear, that he must go kill her hus- 
band. 

" Just then the other lover came in, 
and as they were both officers, and 
had their swords by their sides, they 
drew them, and fought together, while 
the lady fell down on her knees and 
looked up to the ceiling. Then one 
of them was killed, and fell close by 
her, and he gave her such a look be- 
fore he died — O dear ! Then she got 
up and ran to the other, and put ber 
arms about him, and said, * Brave 
Henry, you have won my heart.' So 
they talked about it a bit, just as if 
they had been bargaining for a pig at 
market, and they settled they would 
hide the dead man under the garden 
seat she had been sitting on, and she 
sat down on it again, so that nothing 
could be seen. Then the lover went 
away behind the bushes, and she 
turned up her eyes, and groaned, and 
said, * Now her life was a burthen to 
her, for she bad seen the death of tbe 
only man she loved.' Just then her 
husband came in and wanted to talk 
to her in a friendly wav, but she 
pushed him off, and called him a faith- 
less monster, and an oppressor of in- 
nocence, though I thought him a very 
nice civil gentleman; and then she 
upset the seat, in the way a cow up- 
sets a milk-pail, and showed him the 
dead body, and said, * There is the 
man I loved, the true husband of my 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



The Onyx Ring. 



685 



heart. Oh, that yoa had died instead 
of him 1 * Then the lover heard her 
speak, I suppose, as listeners never 
hear any good of themselves, and he 
came in and said, < What, ma*am, 
was it he you loved ? Perfidious wo- 
man, then will I send you to join 
him.* He was going to run her 
through with his sword, and I never 
saw the squire angrier at a preacher 
than he was with her ; but the hus- 
band came in the wav to save her, 
and the officer killed him instead, and 
said that would do as well. Then the 
father came in with a great many 
constables and soldiers to carry the 
officer away to gaol. They got hold 
of him, and took away his sword, and 
put a chain upon his wrists, and then 



he began to struggle, but it was no 
use, -and they were going away with 
him, when the father said, < My daugh- 
ter, some one has poisoned me, I hope 
it isn't ]^ou.' And he fell down, and 
rolled his eyes about, and clenched his 
hands, and died. Then the lady said, 
' Alas I how am I devoted to misery 1 
My destiny has made me wretched ; 
but my principles have always been 
sublime. Henry, while you go to 
death, and I into a nunnery, know 
that my heart has always been true to 
you. We shall meet in a better world, 
where it is not a crime to love. Take 
this kiss.' Then the doth was let 
down again, and I said to Mr Grub, — 
« I wonder does all that come of eating 
frogs?'" 



Chapter XII. 



Before the end of the week James 
returned, and with him his suffering 
sister. She was too weak to stand, 
but was lifted out of the market cart 
that had brought her from the next 
town, and was received in her mot}ier*s 
arms. Her own well-known chamber 
had been prepared and arranged with 
all the little objects familiar to her 
from childhood ; the oaken cupboard, 
the walnut-wood chest of drawers, the 
queer oval looking-glass, and the pic- 
tures of Spring, in yellow ribbons, 
and of a brown Abraham about to 
sacrifice a pink Isaac. The small 
bed, with its cross-barred curtains of 
red and yhite, in which the careless 
girl had slept so tranquilly, seemed 
like a quiet grave opening its arms to 
receive the weary widow . Her mother 
undressed her, and laid her down to 
rest, and then sat beside her and held 
her hand, restraining her own grief 
at the sight of the wasted faded being 
before her, while a long flow of tears 
came from the daughter's closed eyes. 
At last she seemed about to sleep, but 
looked up feebly, and said, — " Would 
my father kiss roe as he did when I 
was a good child ? " The mother went 
for her husband, who came in with a 
tenderness of aspect such as he never 
showed before, and, bending over her, 
kissed again and again her hot lips, 
and murmured, " Bless you, my child ! 
God bless you ! " " Oh, father ! " she 
said, " can you still love me ?" His 
tears mixed with hers, and when he 
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left her to her mother's care she fell 
into a deep sleep. 

She dreamed that she was again a 
child gathering cowslips in a well- 
known green meadow near the farm- 
bouse, and that suddenly she saw stand- 
ing close to the high bank, two figures, 
one in a white cloak with a white hood 
over its head, and the other similarlv 
dressed in crimson. They seemed tall- 
er than men, and with stately looks 
and gestures each invited her to ap- 
proach and to drink of his fountain, 
which gushed out of the bank. The 
fountain of the white figure she saw 
was milk, and she thought that she had 
often drank of that; but the other 
stream was red wine, which she had 
never tasted, and she turned to it, and 
drank of it from the bowl which the 
crimson figure held out to her. Then 
the white figure sank down, and in 
sinking, uncovered its face, which she 
saw was that of Mr Musgrave the 
clergyman, and the cloak spread over 
him and round from him in a circle, 
wider and wider, and the white stream 
poured forth and foamed, and met it, and 
the whole turned to white snow and ice* 
But the red figure seemed all wrapped 
in red fire, and the wine-stream turned 
to fire, and flooded the field around 
her, and beat against the snow ; and 
the figure raised its hood and showed 
the face of her husband. Then sud- 
denly she felt herself no longer a child, 
but a woman, with her arms around 
him, and her clothes caught fire from 
2x 
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hiiDf wd ihty both borned together^ 
Btanding on a field of fire, while the 
red streams deyeured the anow, and 
bU«td« bat without smoke, over all the 
land. 

Then a gigantic Death, all whose 
bones seemed ieiclesi glided with swift 
Strides oTor the field, and hb cold 
breath put out the flames and chilled 
them through, and thej shrunk and 
fell together $ and the Death took the 
bewl that had held die fiery wine, and 
filled it with the snow that still lay in 
a patch around the white fountain, 
and poured it oyer them once and 
again» and yet again. She knew that 
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it was the silence of the grave which 
he was pouring oyer them, till they 
were buried under a hill of silent snow. 
But it fell softly and pleasantly upon 
tbem, and calmed their burning* and 
so they slumbered in their grave, lock- 
ed in each other's arms | and she felt 
that thmr baby slept between them ; 
yet its spirit sang, she thought, at the 
same time out ofa tuft of cowslips on 
the bank. 

While she dreamed thus, a gentle 
smile came oyer her fiice, and her mo* 
ther knew that her pains had for a 
moment ceased. 



Chapter XIII. 



Hastings was an inveterate walker; 
and in the course of one of his rambles 
he found himself, after many hours* 
exertion, wet and tired, close to Burnt- 
wood farm. He went in, and was, of 
ODurse, hospitably reoeiyed by Farmer 
Wilson and his wife, as well as by 
James and Ann. They were going 
to dinner, and invited him to join them, 
but proposed that he should first change 
his clothes, which were thoroughly 
soaked, James oflRering to lend him a 
suit of hii own. Hastings gladly con. 
8ented,and soon appeared in the young 
farmer*s Sunday garb. He had been 
so used to wear the costume of differ- 
ent countries and characters, that no« 
thing looked awkward on him. James 
oould not help fancying that the visiter 
wpeared to much more advantage in 
the clothes than their true owner. 
Ann did not join in this opinion, but 
she was much amused at die spectacle 
of another person than James in her 
oousin's habiliments, and was constant- 
ly hanging down her head to conceal a 
broad smile, although she acknowledg- 
ed to herself that Hastings looked well 
and tt ease in his new dress. The wet 
clothes were hung up by the fire ; and 
the whole party sat down to dinner, 
while one or other of the women went 
frequently to the neighbouring room 
of Elizabeth to see how she was. 
Hastings was delighted with his adven- 
ture, and ate like a true farmer, and 
talked so as to draw out all the infor- 
mation he could from both the Wil- 
sons, often, also, introducing a word 
for the women. He picked up many 
fkcts as to the peasantry, and the modes 



of feeling and thinking of the country 
people. He also told some anecdotes 
from his travels, which interested hb 
new friends, and made Ann open her 
eyes wide, and look at him as if some 
preternatural being had suddenly ap- 
peared in the well-known clothes. He 
spoke of AMcan huntings, Hindoo 
murders, the witchcraft of American 
Indians, and the roving robbers of 
Arabia and Persia ; of volcanoes, cro- 
codiles, and gold-mines. 

The mention of juggling and magic 
led him to speak of many strange 
things that he had known of in dif- 
ferent countries, some of them easily to 
be explained, others apparently unin- 
telligible, but not the less certain. He 
said, for instance, that once when re- 
siding in one of the West Indian is- 
lands, he had bought, and taken 
rather as a favourite than a servant, a 
handsome boy, coloured, or of the 
mixed race, and eleven or twelve 
years old. He was remarkable for 
the liveliest and most joyous spirits, 
as well as for readiness and clearness 
of head. But after some weeks, with- 
out any seeming cause, the boy be- 
came melancholy and dull, and was 
evidently losing his health. His 
master questioned him as to the rea- 
son of this change, but he would give 
none, and appeared terrified at the 
thought of confessing. After much 
persuasion, however, he burst into 
tears, fell on his knees, and said he 
would tell all. For many nights, he 
said, he had always had the same tiad 
dreams, urging him to rob his mastefv 
and leave the money in a certain di^ 
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eared tamarind tree near the house. 
Tnis ad?ice> be said^ was given him 
in his sleep by different fignres^ now 
bj a beantifhi white woman, now by 
a great negro chief, dressed in g^reen 
and crimson clothes, with a golden 
sword beside him; sometimes by 
dondy gigantic figures of men and 
women playing on drums, and klndp 
ling great fires, in which they direat- 
en&d to bum him ; sometimes by a 
white preacher, with long grey hair, 
and a book in his hand, out of which 
a prodigious bamboo grew up into 
Uie sky, with a star m the top of 
it; and sometimes by a number of 
little rose-coloured children, who play- 
ed round him, and all sang the same 
thing in his ear. His master comfort- 
ed him, told him the bad dreams would 
go away, and gave him money, which 
he desir^ him to leave in the hollow 
tree. A person was then sent to 
watch, who found that the money was 
taken away by an old negro woman, 
who sometimes came about the house 
from a neighbouring estate to sell 
vegetables and poultry. The difficidty 
was to conceive how the dreams could 
have arisen in the boy*s mind. In 
order to discover this, bis master, 
without informing him, bored a hole 
in the partition of his bedroom, and 
remained with his eye directed through 
it. The houses in those countries are 
often not fastened, nor even the doors 
laid to. It was, therefore, not very 
surprising that early in the night, a 
faint sound was beard in the boy's 
room, and an old woman was seen to 
enter, bent nearly doable, and look- 
ing like some strange grizzled baboon 
rather than a human being. She 
crept to the bedside, and, after seating 
herself, and making various signs, she 
began to mutter in a low voice close 
to the boy's ear. These were some 
of the words which the Englishman 
caught :— " Now, white woman come 
you very booful much — tell you take 
masaa's money — put in um tree— now 
ihe gib you um kiss very sweet much.*' 
And so the old hag went on suggest- 
ing image after image, while it was 
evident, from the boy's writhing and 
gasping, that the words took in his 
mind the a{^)earance of corresponding 
things, but did not wake him from hu 
painful sleep. The woman was sMzed 
while ereq;>ing away» and put in the 
stocks, where she was shown to the 



boy the next day, and means were 
t<^en to firighten her from ever again 
approaching the honse. The boy 
soon recovered his e h ee rftj ness, but 
would, probably, in the onfnbn of an 
intelligent physician, be uable all his 
life to simUar inflnenees from those 
about him. 

After this, Hastings was led to speak 
of occurrences no less strange which he 
had experienced in other countries.-. 
'< Once/* he said, ** I made a sudden 
journey from one part of Persia to an- 
other, m company with several natives, 
whom I resembled in my dress, beard, 
and general appearance. On the last 
day of my expedition I rode for four- 
teen hours without stopping, and reach- 
ed in the evening the city of my desti- 
nation. As we passed through the 
cate, I saw among the crowd who were 
looking at our cavalcade an old man, 
who seemed to watch me with great 
intentness. We were stopped lor a 
iew moments in one of the streets, and, 
on my looking round, he was again close 
to me. After we had settled ourselves 
for the night in our khan, a large build- 
ing designed for travellers, wnile my 
servant was attending to my horse, and 
I was about to eat my supper, the same 
old man approached me, and asked if I 
would come with him and share a bet- 
ter meal than the one before me. I 
looked at him now more attentively, 
and, having before seen, from his dress, 
that be was one of the Arnoenians, who 
are natives of the East, but not Maho- 
metans, it now also appeared to roe 
that he was of an honest and benevo- 
lent countenance. He looked respect- 
able, but not wealthy. 1 felt that I 
had my pistols about me, loosened my 
sword, and followed him. We passed 
through several streets, and entered at 
last a small door in a high and solid 
wall ; this led us into a court, and 
thence we passed into a garden, at 
the further side of which a building 
stood; into this we passed, and 1 
found myself in a scene of wonder. 
The Fight of many perfumed lamps 
showed that the walls were covered 
with blue and red silk embroidered in 
gold. Theie were several large ebony 
and japan cabinets, filled with golden 
plate, and with pyramids of cut and 
roii^gh jewels. Tne carpet was of bro- 
cade, and the cushions that lay upon 
it of purple silk, worked with flowers in 
seed-pearl. The old man made me sit 
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down, and left me for a few minutes ; 
after which he returned superbly dress- 
ed, and placed himself beside me. He 
spoke very little, and seemed of a grave, 
it not melancholy humour. But he 
had hardly given me time to wonder at 
his proceedings* when a train of slaves 
came in, beautifully clothed, and bear- 
ing water in silver bowls to wash the 
hands ; and then a multitude of dishes 
of the most delicate and costly meats. 
We sat almost in silence ; wine cool as 
snow was brought to me, and again the 
ewers for washing. When we were 
left alone, the old man sighed, and said* 
-^* Stranger, great as may be your won- 
der, it cannot exceed my confusion. 
But it is useless to delay speaking what 
must be told. I am a merchant, ac- 
counted the riche^ of this city, and, 
some have said, of Persia. But my 
wealth avails little for happiness. I 
have an only child, a daugnter, than 
whom I believe there are few more 
beautiful. But all my joy in her is 
blighted by the misfortune of the evil 
eye which has fallen upon her. Her 
health has long been wasting away. 
I have consulted many physicians, mol- 
lahs, and dervishes, but none have been 
of use to her. One, reputed the sagest 
of the holy men in all the province, told 
me, three months ago, that on this day 
a stranger, a Frank, would enter at sun- 
set the eastern gate ; that him I must 
wait for and entreat, and if he would 
consent to become the husband of mv 
daughter, the spell would be defeated, 
and she would live ; but that if he re- 
fused, within one hour of his denial she 
would surely die. You see the con- 
tents of this room, which are but a 
small part of my riches ; all will at my 
death be hers, and more than you now 
see I would at once bestow on her as 
a portion. But, although it is not a 
Persian usage, I know the marriage 
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customs of the Franks, and will show 
you the damsel herself before you de- 
cide.' — He then drew off a curtain 
from a door, and the maiden, who had 
been sitting within, rose up timidly, 
let the covering fall from off* her head, 
and, with a low bending of the body, 
and hands crossed, stood trembling be- 
fore me. She was beautiful, even to 
European eyes, but I saw that she was 
dying. I stooped to kiss the hem of 
her garment, drew the curtain before 
her, and led the old man away. Hav- 
ing made him sit beside me, I told him, 
with many thanks, that I could not ac- 
cept his bounteous offer. He looked 
at me with fixed eyes for a full minute, 
then his countenance assumed an ex- 
pression of deadly fury, and, exclaiming, 
• Slave, you shall repent tliis insolence,* 
he thrice violently clapped his hands. 
Immediately six or seven armed men 
entered, to whom he called to seize 
me. I had time to draw my sword ; 
and, enraged at his violence, while 
they rushed upon me I made a blow at 
him ; but his daughter, who had rushed 
in for the purpose, I fear, of saving me, 
threw herself between us, and received 
the blade of the scymitar on her neck. 
She shrieked, fell, and must, doubtles?, 
have died upon the spot ; but I could 
not stay to learn her fate, for several 
swords were lifted against me. In the 
confusion I fired a pistol among my 
assailants, dashed a lamp against some 
muslin hangings near me, which set 
them in a blaze, sprang into the closet 
where the girl had been, and forced 
my way. through the women's a|)art- 
ments into the street. I left the town 
the next morning, and never returned 
to it ; nor can I, to this hour, explain 
b^ what means the dervish had pre- 
dicted my arrival, and its disastrous con- 
sequences.** 



CHAPTEa XIV. 



To such tales as these, while they 
•at round the fire after dinner, and the 
drenching rain still fell, the Wilsons 
lent an admiring attention. The father 
told, in return, some English wonders 
of ghosts and omens, without, appa- 
rently, giving them much credit; and 
he afterwards said, ** No doubt there 
is plenty of fortune-telling, and all such 
nonsense* going on in the neighbour- 



hood, as there is a gang of gipsies en- 
camped at no great distance.** This 
awakened the curiosity of Hastings ; 
for he had seen bodies of that dis- 
persed race in almost every country be- 
tween India and England, and could 
speak something of their pecuh'ar Ian* 
guage. He enquired particularly where 
they were to be found ; and, as soon 
as the rain abated, he sent a message 
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to Beechurstto say he should probably 
be absent for some hours, and then set 
out in search of the tents of the wan« 
derers. 

He left the little famfly full of inte- 
rest in so wonderful a m^n. Poor 
Ann, in whom every emotion bubbled 
at once to the surface, spoke twice or 
thrice to James, as if she had felt 
more admiration for Hastings than he 
was pleased with — his annoyance 
was much increased by anger at him- 
self for having any such feeling from 
80 absurd a cause. The family, how- 
ever, all parted for the night, appa- 
rently good friends. But James, when 
alone, instead of going to bed, sat 
and thought over his visit to London, 
and mourned his own ignorance and 
perplexity as to every thing beyond 
the small circle of his daily life. In 
addition to this discontent, he could 
not free himself from the image of 
Hastings, dressed in his clothes, and 
talking of so many wondrous things 
that he had never before heard of^ 
with a composure and liveliness to 
him so perfectly astonishing. How 
large and various, he thought, is the 
world, and what a brutish stupidity is 
it that leaves me so ignorant. What 
have I to describe to Ann, that she 
does not already know as well as I ? 
Impatient and unhappy, he began to 
undress himself. But when the clock 
struck twelve, the whole of his story 
as Arthur Edmonstone and Sir Charles 
Harcourt blazed out upon him, and 



he felt for and found the Onyx Ring 
tied to a ribbon round his neck. He 
cut the string and put the ring upon 
his finger. The lawyer, the baronet, 
and the farmer, were three distinct 
figures that now came before him aa 
his own, though he knew that the 
original form of his being was that 
of Arthur. Each of these he had 
tried, and with each of them been 
dissatisfied. Neither of the changes 
which he had experienced had sup- 
plied that which was wanting in lus 
original existence, and each had dis- 
tressed him by its own hinderances and 
pains. It seemed that nothing would 
really supply his cravings but the un- 
broken freshness and vigour of tem- 
perament, the keen and cheerful cou- 
rage, of a man like Hastings, finding 
pleasure wherever there is room for 
adventure, and striking out adventure 
where others would discover only a 
dull routine. The figure, too, of the 
man dressed in the farmer's clothes* 
yet in experience and versatility so 
much his superior, and awakening so 
strongly the alternate laughter and 
amazement of poor Ann, haunted him 
invincibly, and, raising the ring to his 
mouth, he pronounced the name of 
Hastings. The true James was re- 
stored to hia native positioq, uncon- 
scious of an interruption in his life ; 
and the possessor of the ring found 
himself, in the character of Hastings, 
a vbitor of the gipsy camp. 
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mw SOUTH WiOtBt. 



Aix the sorenifik states of Europe 
have in ioeeesaoii been fonnden of 
odonies; jet it is remarkable that all 
baTe BueeeasiTi^ fkiled, with but one 
exception. And in that exception we 
maj justlj pride ourselTes, ibr that 
one is England. Without entering 
into those Mgher connderations which 
seem to oonoeet tins striking peeuli* 
aritY with national Tirtue* it may be 
furlj obserred that, of all European 
countries^ England is the one whose 
intercourse is ei^>aUe of conferring 
the largest share of miural and physical 
adrantages upon those, her remote 
and struggling offiq>riBg. For in- 
stance, what gifts coold any of the 
other great European Ungdoms, with- 
in the last three hundred years (the 
rise of the edonial system), have 
given to a colony ? They might all« 
undoubtedly, haTC given them arts 
and arms, some knowled^ of the ge- 
neral means of conqnenng the sur- 
rounding tribes, and considerable S9^ 
dHties of maintaining thems^Tes by 
the ^tivation of the commercial and 
agricultural capa^les of the soil. But 
on the pre-eminent subjects of social 
adTaneement, of laws, morals, and re- 
ligion, what eould they have given to 
t)^ more than they themselves pos- 
sessed ? And what was the condition 
of France, Spain, Portugal, or Italy, 
in those supreme organs of human 
happiness, knowledge, and virtue, du- 
ring the whole period ? With what 
purpose that Supreme will which it 
would be almost as presumptuous to 
examine as to question, had been 
pleased to put so large a portion of 
the human race as that contained in 
Spanish America and the Brazils, im- 
der the control of two thrones distin- 
guished for bigotry, ignorance, and 
disregard of the liberties of man, is 
not an enquiry for these pages. But 
those vast allotments of power do not 
invalidate our former assertion, that 
the colonies of Europe had all failed, 
with the exception of our own. These 
were not colonies, but conquests ; not 
the settlement of ihe nations of Europe 
forming new communities in new 



lands, bnt the establishment of garri- 
sons and goTemmeots in Tast regions 
won by we sword and held by the 
sword. Of course, fragments of those 
garrisons gpradually fixed themselves 
in the country ; the viceroys and their 
court attracted followers from Europe; 
merdiants settled on the scene of thmr 
trade. But there was nothing that 
constitutes the essence of colonisation ; 
there was no transfer of any large 
body of the people at once into the 
occujned territoir ; no small commu- 
nity exclusively formed on the princi- 
ples of the original land ; no attempt 
to model an image of the parent state ; 
no preparation in the native countrr 
to carry with them the framework 
of new society, ready to put together 
on their arrival, and raised into as 
complete as possible a resemblance of 
the structure of society at home The 
Spaniard in America, the Frenchman 
in the Antilles, the Portuguese on the 
banks of the Amazon, the Italian on 
the shores of the Enxine, were scarcely 
more than strangers and sojourners to 
the last. The Frenchman was, per- 
hapsy more a denixen than ^e rest« 
from the narrovrness of his locality in 
the islands. But the true failure con- 
sisted in the goieral inability to stamp 
their character on any laiige portion 
of the land, to extend their original 
institutions through the rising genera- 
tion of the natives, or to retain firm 
possession of the country. Even in 
Canada, though there the French, un- 
doubtedly, made their most systematic 
and continued experiment in colonisa- 
tion, they never succeeded further than 
to form a small and shivering com- 
munity, wholly unable to people the 
territory within its limits, wholly un- 
able to supply itself without constant 
aid from the mother country, and 
wholly unable to resist the first im- 
pulse of an invading force. This was 
not colonisation, but adventure ; not 
emigration, but exile ; not the plant- 
ing of a goodly tree in the desert, but 
the fixture of a naked post in the 
ground to claim the rights of disco- 
very. The meagre and withering 
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state of the French Canadian was felt 
mnch more as a reproach to the wis- 
dom, than a credit to the enterprise 
of France. France, glittering, pro- 
fligate, and vain, was no more proud 
of her o£fspring than a mother wonld 
be of a ehild whom she had flung into 
the highway. The pinched and starve- 
ling features of the colony scarcely 
allowed her liaughty and frivolous 
Court to recognise it as her own. 
The American wilderness was an ex- 
cellent substitute for the foundling hos- 
pital, and she was too glad to leave her 
young illegitimate there, without ever 
desiring to hear of it again. These 
Canadians are now boastful of their 
French blood, but this is only since 
they have had England for a nurse. 
The little Ishmael, perishing in the 
wilderness, has now been suffered to 
grow up into the disturber, — <' his 
hand against every man, and everv 
man's hand against his.** But all this 
is the residt of English pampering. 
Left to the old nutriment of France, 
his frame would have been as maigre 
as his soup. And this ill success, too, 
accounts for the singular facility with 
which France allowed Canada to be 
wrested from her. The matchless 
gallantry of Wolfe and his troops must 
have conquered ; but the question was, 
to have kept. In the general igno- 
rance of England relative to the re- 
sources of the banks of the St Law- 
rence, fifty years ago, her negotiators 
would, probably, have made no veiy 
stem stand against any serious deter- 
mination of the French Oovemment 
to retain Canada. But it was aban- 
doned by France and kept bv Eng- 
land, with, probably, equal indifler- 
ence ; and now the Britbh colony is but 
a spot in the midst of a new British 
empire. 

It is true that in its settlement at 
the peace, our Government committed 
one capital error, an error against all 
good policy, and which should be re- 
garded as wholly beyond the line of 
pardonable blunders, — they allowed 
the colony to retain its French laws 
and language. The conquest by force 
of arms had put the question on both 
fully in their power. But a weak and 
most unwise desire to conciliate the 
caprices of the conquered sufficed them 
to retain both, thus hazarding their 
future connexion with England, re- 
taining them in perpetual allianco 
with France, and drawing an import- 



ant and irritating Hne of separation 
bet Veen them and their fellow-subjects 
in Canada. The policy of the Roman 
empire ought to be the policy of every 
conquering country. The laws of 
England ought to be made the laws of 
all her sntjeets, whether old or new, 
as soon as it can be done. The adop- 
tion of her language in all public 
transactions ought to be a principle. 
Using no force with the people, and 
letting them speak their jaiigon if they 
will, she must make the whole language 
of dSScial and public life English, dis- 
tinguish it as the language of high 
life, of politics, of the professidns, and 
in a few years a new j^neration will 
be seen springing up, with new loydty, 
forgetting the language of the con- 
quered, speaking the language of the 
conquerors, and, instead of looking 
back with regrets, alike frivolous and 
perfidious, to the nation that aban- 
doned them, rejoicing in the confirmed 
connexion with the liberties, literature, 
and power of the British empire. 

But how memorable a contrast to 
all those abortive attempts exists in 
the colonies of England ! Let them 
be thrown on what shore they wiUj 
they make for themselves a home, es- 
tablish a power, mould agevemment, 
and commence an empire. They may 
land as nilgrims or fugitives, but they 
march forward as conquerors. What 
a contrast in the United States to the 
little settlements, even of the indus- 
trious German and the trafficking 
Dutchman, on the banks of the Deme- 
rary, settlements bounded by the same 
swamp for these fifty years ; to the 
little French settlements in Guiana ; 
to .the half savage languor of the 
Spanish and Portuguese settlements 
on that immense, various, and lovely, 
region stretching from the Equator to 
the La Plata 1 What a contrast in the 
vigour, the activity, the multitude, of 
the Anglo-American! What a still 
stronger contrast in the freedom, the 
public force, the national feeling, the 
rising literature, the political energy I 
Hosdle as we are to American pre- 
sumption, and conscious as all must 
be of the spots that dim their character ; 
yet we proudly feel the superiority of 
the great colonies founded by our coun- 
try, to sJl the dying dependencies of all 
other nations. 

But we have not been content with 
planting the standard of civilisation in 
the South ; we have waved it over the 
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North. The regions wluch seemed 
made only for the rude habitudes and 
strong instincts of the wild beasts 
-where the climate made the efforts of 
the cultivator precarious at the best^ 
and often defied all his industry ; where 
winter lasted half the year, and lasted 
with a severity unknown in Europe ; 
where " life went out beside the 
pole,*' — there, too, a colony has been 
founded, which is itself the foundation 
oir a mighty idngdom; already dis- 
playing Uie arts, knowledge, and am- 
bition of European life ; increasing by 
hundred thousands— sure and soon to 
increase by millions, and contribute, in 
that mighty increase, the products of 
an almost unlimited province to the 
necessities and luxuries of Europe. 

But of all the colonies of England, 
the most singular and the most suc- 
cessful is the colony established in 
New South Wales. Formed by none of 
the impulses which had hitherto urged 
men to take the chances of the wilder- 
ness ; formed at the greatest distance 
from home ever attempted by coloni- 
sation — in fact, the greatest possible 
distance, the Antipodes ; formed of 
the most intractable materials, — the 
colony of Australia, within half the 
life of man, has risen to a pitch of 
commeroe, agricultural opulence, and 
population never before equalled in 
the most fortunate or costly settle- 
ments of national fortune and enter- 
prise. Why is this? May we not 
naturally ask, why has the new Conti- 
nent, given exclusively into the hands 
of England, exhibited the extraordi- 
nary spectacle of a new shape of do- 
minion? 

Raised out of the refuse and reject- 
ed material of the mother country — 
whatever may have been the purpose, 
the result is clear, that a great experi- 
ment in the faculty of renovation in 
the human character has found its 
field in the solitudes of thb vast con- 
tinent ; that the experiment has suc- 
ceeded to a most unexampled and un- 
expected degree ; and that the question 
is now finallv decided between sever- 
ity and discipline. If this were the 
intent of Providence in making over 
to England the inheritance of New 
South Wales, it would be only one of 
the crowd of instances which display 
the unwearied watchfulness of Heaven 
for the welfare of man. When the 
time shall arrive in which the philoso- 
pher shall be able to regard the results. 



free from the detail which now dimin- 
ishes ^eir real grandeur ; when half 
a century more shall show him the 
noble proportions of a new empire 
ruling the Southern Ocean, filled with 
the free spirit and strong energies of 
Britain— covering the waters so long 
lifeless with her commerce — acting 
like a new minister of life, along those 
boundless and most fertile shores which 
spread from India to Japan — shooting 
the moral electricity in shocks that 
only reanimate, and sparks that only 
enlighten, through the whole stagnant 
and fettered, yet most lovely zone of 
the East, — then first shall he be able to 
comprehend either the nobleness of the 
task achieved, or the beneficence of 
that Power which, controlling all 
things, gave to our remote island the 
duty, the means, and the honour of 
this great triumph of good over evil. 
We admit that all has not yet been 
completed, that there are many things 
in the execution to excite the displea- 
sure of the fastidious, and not a few 
to puzzle the sagacity of the sapient. 
We expect that those who pride them- 
selves on the exclusive possession of 
philosophy will be indignant. We 
admit, abo, that the manners of con- 
victs and their attendant turnkeys can 
have but little of the picturesque and 
less of the sentimental. But the main 
fact is unquestionable» that out of 
those convicts has been formed a pow- 
erful, active, and opulent community. 
What could have been done at home 
with the multitude who have been, in 
succession, transported to Australia, 
if they had remained in England? 
Possibly, not one in fifty would have 
ever thought of any thing but picking 
pockets or robbing on the highway ; 
one half of them would have perished 
in prison, or of famine and disease, in 
their own hovels; one quarter at 
least would have been hanged. But, 
by the fortunate, we might almost say 
the miracidous, expedient of providing 
them with a country, where they might 
begin the world anew, where they 
might live without the stigma of their 
former life, and recommence their cha- 
racter — where, being saved from the 
desperate difficulties of providing them- 
selves with food, they might feel some 
human enjoyment in the beauties of 
nature ; being protected from disgrace 
for the past, they might exert them- 
selves to provide a character for the 
future ; and, being placed in the hope 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



New South Wales. 



693 



of possessing^ pifoperty and protiding 
for their offspring« they might become 
alike industrious and domestic^ de- 
cent and happy^ or in some rarer in- 
stances, opulent and honourable, — the 
greatest example of rapid colonial 
prosperity in human records has been 
exhibited to the eves of mankind. 

The interior of New South Wales 
is still unknown. The remariuible 
want of bays or large rivers indenting 
the coast, and the strange conjecture 
that all the rivers converged to the 
centre of the Continent, perplexed 
public curiosity from an early period. 
The problem at length seemed to lie 
between those who imagined the cen- 
tre of the region to be filled with an 
Australian Mediterranean, a vast space 
of blue waves surrounded with pictu- 
resque shores, the seat of future Anti- 
podean kingdoms; or to make their 
drowsy way into the centre of mighty 
sands, a new Zaara, and there sink 
into a vast pestilential swamp. On 
the whole, we wish well to the Medi- 
terranean theory, looking on the Medi- 
terranean itself as the most brilliant 
invention in topography, and knowing 
it to have been the source of the most 
glittering enterprises of mankind, from 
the day of the Argonauts to the battle of 
the Nile ; the mirror in which Phoe- 
nicia, Carthage, Athens, and Italy 
dressed their locks and attired them- 
selves in their laurels ; and once more 
the heaving field in which Greek and 
Turk, Europe and Asia, will renew 
the old combat of Greek and Persian^ 
with the Russian, the heir of the an- 
cient Scythian and his happiest repre- 
sentative standing by, longing to de- 
vour both combatants, and by no 
means unlikely to have his wish ful- 
filled. 

Yet the whole course of the Aus- 
tralian discoveries hitherto has failed 
to substantiate either conjecture. The 
sea and the swamp are still equally 
under a cloud; and, if we may venture 
any new guess on a subject so reso- 
lutely obscure, we should decide for 
the probability of some central waste 
of sand, as waterless, as herbless, and 
perhaps, reserved for the express pur- 
pose of keeping up the temperature of 
an immense continent, left by nature 
otherwise to shiver in the damps and 
mists of the greatest sweep of ocean 
on the globe, a world of waters. 

Now South Wales abounds in ex- 



travagant accounts of the interior. 
Few runaway convicts are ever brought 
back without having a story to tell ; 
and, as the great object of the Go- 
vernment is to ascertain the nature 
of the unexplored country, the pub- 
lic ear is seldom left ungratified with 
accounts* of scenes, mountains, ri- 
vers, and pastures, as little acces- 
sible to man as mountains in the 
moon. As an instance of the impres- 
sion which those stories sometimes 
make, the Surveyor- Generars first 
excursion to the north was the fruit 
of a convict's fancy (a convict named 
George Clark, with an alias of " the 
Barber**), who had escaped into the 
wilderness, and mix^d with the na- 
tives, painted himself black, and helped 
them to add European knavery to Aus- 
tralian savagery, but was at last caught 
and brought back to Sydney. What 
is the use of our European refinements, 
which we call necessaries of life ? This 
fellow, accustomed all his life long to 
be clothed from top to toe, threw ofi^ 
his last remnant, braved the climate, 
which in winter is often as damp and 
cold as that of England, and in utter 
nakedness contrived to live alike 
through irinters and summers, tra- 
vel hundreds of miles, and, with his 
aboriginal wives, prepared to lay the 
foundation of a cattle-stealing dynasty. 
As he lost the fear of detection, he re- 
approached the frontier of the colony, 
and there, collecting some of the na- 
tives, and joined by some of the runa- 
way convicts, he began the plunder of 
the cattle pastures, on a large scale ; 
a scale, fortnnately, too large for im- 
punity, for it compelled the notice of 
the police, who at length traced him 
to his haunts, and took him. 

The " Barber,** now, with the in- 
tention of tempting the lenity of Go- 
vernment, told his tale of the discovery 
of a vast river, the " Kindur,*' mn- 
nmg through the heart of the country, 
and, by a north-west course, entering 
the sea. 

It certainly argues a remarkable 
degree of dexterity in this fellow, to 
find him able to mystify all the science 
of all the savans of New South Wales. 
Declaring that, by pursuing the stream 
of the Kindur, he had made his way 
to the opposite shores of the continent, 
he propped his narrative so happily 
with what he knew, and what he did 
not, that an expedition was construct- 
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ed to ascertain the iaots^ and the ex- 
pedition was given into the hands of 
the chief officud man of science, the 
Surveyor- General. 

It is impossible to read any part of 
the subsequent narrative without be- 
ing convinced that its writer is a man 
of intelligence, information, and sober- 
ness of mind. Yet, it inevitably steals 
out, that Major Mitchell is to this 
moment a little ashamed of the gene- 
ral acceptance of the convict's story. 
He fortifies himself with so much care 
in rumours, probabilities, and possi- 
bilities, ** of a gfreat river beyond Li- 
verpool plains, flowing north-west»** 
that we are satisfied the Major will 
never take a convict for his Columbns 
again. 

On setting ont for the exploration^ 
he makes a remark which may be nse« 
ful to future investigators of strange 
lands. 

"Ailer I had surveyed extensive 
tracts of territory, I never could se- 
parate the question respecting the 
course of any river from that of the 
situation of the higher land necessary 
to furnish its courses* and supply its 
basin. I could not entertain the idea 
of a river distinct from those condi- 
tions, so necessary to the existence of 
one.*' On this result of experience 
he acts, and it accordingly " appeared 
to him that if a large river flowed to 
the north-west of any point north of 
Liverpool plains, its sources must be 
sought for in the coast range in the 
opposite direction, viz.> to the east- 
ward of those plains.*' He then de- 
termines on his plan. From the know- 
ledge that various rivers did exist on 
that side of the coast range, all falling 
to the north-westward, he proposed, 
therefore* to proceed to the northward 
as far as the nature of the country per- 
mitted, so that he might arrive on the 
most northern of those rivers, and then, 
keeping in view whatever high land 
might be visible nearits northern banks, 
trace the river's course downwards, and 
thus arrive at the large river, or com- 
mon channel of all those waters. 

But he now arrives at a more im- 
portant conclusion. " The second con- 
dition necessary to the existence of a 
river, namely, the higher land enclos- 
ing its basin, might, in this case, have 
been either Arbuthnot*s range or that 
between the Darling and the Lachlan. 
And thb seemed to me to involve a 
question of at least equal importance 



to that of the river itself. For, had 
the fall of all the rivers above men- 
tioned been all to the north-west, it 
was obvious that such a range must 
have been the dividing ridg^ or spine, 
connecting the eastern and western 
parts of Australia ; and which, when 
once discovered, was likely to be the 
key to the discovery of all the rivers 
on each side, and to the other subor- 
dinate features of this great island. ** 

Thus* too, the whole expedition 
amounts to the attempt to solve a most 
curious problem, highly exciting hu- 
man interest of every kind, and urg- 
ing on the explorers day by day vrith 
the delight of discovery, perhaps one 
of the most delightful, ardent, and in- 
tellectual of all delights* whether in 
art* science* or travel* that can be of- 
fered to the mind of man. The time* 
too* will come when these volumes 
will be as curious to the Australian* 
aa their investigations are now curious 
to ourselves ; when great cities shall 
stand on those mountains which are 
now designated merely as points for 
the theodolite ; when myriads of busy 
agriculturists shall be familiar with 
every spot of those vast plains* over 
which the investigator now casts a 
bewildered glance* appalled by their 
solitude; when commerce shall be 
pouring her wealth and animation 
through the land, on the bosom of 
rivers whose existence now hangs be- 
tween conjecture and science* whose 
paths are through deserts where none 
but the foot of the savage ever trode, 
and whose glimmer on the remote ho- 
rizon is lost in the vapours of her 
plains* or shines but to tantalize the 
eye of the traveller. 

All our military men are begfnninc" 
to write well, but Major Mitchell 
writes like a man at once of know- 
ledge and feeling. On the 24th 6f No- 
vember, 1881, he commenced his jour- 
ney, having still to traverse 300 mfles 
from Sydney before he reached the 
limits of the colonial lands, and enter- 
ed upon the undiscovered soil. Some 
natural and graceful thoughts are ex- 
pressed in the contemplation of his 
new adventure. 

*'I felt the ardour of my early 
youth when I first sought distinction 
in the camp and field review* as I gave 
loose at length to my reflections* and 
considered the nature of the enterprise. 
But* in comparing the views which I 
now experienced with those which ex- 
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cited my youthlbl ambition> it seemed 
that even war and yictory, with all 
their glories, were far less alluring 
than the pursuit of researches such as 
these, for the purpose of spreading the 
light'of civilisation over a p<»iion of 
the world as yet unknown ; rich, per- 
haps, in the luxuriance of uncultivated 
nature | where science might accom- 
plish new and unthought-of discoveries, 
and intdllgent man would yet find a 
regicm teeming with useful vegetation, 
al^unding wiUi rivers, hills, and val- 
leys, and waiting only for the enter- 
prishig spirit, and improving hand, to 
turn to account the native bounty of 
the soil." 

His first halt was at the house of a 
friend, Mr M' Arthur, near Paramat- 
ta, whose extensive and beautiful gar- 
dens exhibit a high promise of the 
future horticulture treasures of this 
thriving land. Here was planted the 
first olive-tree ever seen in Australia. 
Here he saw the cork-tree in full luxu- 
riance^ the caper plant growing amid 
rocks, the English oak, the horse- 
ehestnnt, the broom, magnificent 
mulberry trees of thirty-five years' 
growth, nmbrageons and green ; beds 
of roses, in great variety, spreading 
round, and filling the air with frag- 
rance. He saw, too, the convict Greeks, 
who had been transported for piracy, 
training the vine of the Antipodes, 
in trellices made after the fashion 
of the Peloponnesus. The orange- 
trees, flourishing in the form of cones 
sixteen feet high, and loaded with 
fruit, presented the moat remark- 
able work of the gardener, as hav- 
ing been reduced to bare poles, by 
a three years* drought, being cut 
down to the gp*ound, and thus reco- 
vering themselves by the effect of 
more genial seasons. Mr M< Arthur 
assured him, that by adopting this 

San, many fhiit-trees, after sidering 
om the eflbets of long-continued 
dronght, might be renovated success- 
fully. This is a vaKiaUe secret in so 
dry a climate as Australia ; but ejerr 
fruit seems capable of mwing in this 
fine climate. The apple and pear are 
luxuriant, and the vine, wherever it 
has been tried, spreads in remarkable 
profusion-i-a good omen of the future 
conviviality of the Australians. 

But even in this fine country there is 
an extraordinary mixture of sterile land. 
The sand-stone spreads extensively. 
Tbii ii ths troe flon» of ths dwert; 



and, immediately on leaving his friend's 
garden of the Hesperides, the Major 
had to ride fifty miles through a scene 
of desolation, rock, and ravine, that the 
very aborigines shun. Yet, who shall 
say that even this repulsive tract may 
not, in the passing of a few years, echo 
with industry, and teem with wealth ? It 
will never be an Arcadia, but may it not 
be a Cornwall, — a great treasure-house 
of tin, iron, and calamine — of copper, 
and silver, and gold, — a huge under- 
ground temple of Plutus, to tempt the 
trade of the dollar-loving Chinese, and 
extract the last gem from the fingers 
of the gold-footed King of Burmah, 
unplume the feather-crowns of the 
kings and sovereigns of the Japanese 
archipelago, and bow down to the 
majesty of gold the future Anglo- 
American usurper of California ? 

" My ride on that day waa along a 
ridge which extended upwards of fifty 
miles throogh a succeaiion of deep ra- 
Tinef, where no other objects met the eye 
than barren sandstone rocks, and stunted 
trees. With the banksia and xanlhorkcuL 
ever in sight, the idea of hopeless sterility 
is ever present to the mind, for these, in 
sandy soils at least, grow only where no- 
thing else can grow. The horizon is flat, 
affording no relief to the eye from the 
dreary and inhospitable scene which these 
solitudes present ; they extend over a great 
portion of country uninhabitable even by 
the aborigines. Yet here the patient la- 
bours of the surveyor have opened a road, 
although the stream of population must 
be confined to it, since it cannot spread 
over a region so utteriy unprofitable and 
worthless. 

" It is not until the traveller has com- 
pleted a journey of fiAy miles, that ha en- 
joys the sight, doubly cheering after cross- 
ing such a desert, of green cultivated 
fields, and the dwellings of man. The 
broad waters of the Hawkesbury then 
come unexpectedly in view, flowing in the 
deepest, and apparently most inaccessible 
of these rock-bound valleys. He soon dis- 
covers a practical proof of the advantage 
of conrict labour to the inhabitants of such 
a country, in the facility with which be 
descends, by a road cut in the rock, to the 
comfortable inn near the ferry across the 
river Hawkesbury. 

" Early next morning my ride waa re- 
sumed, alter crossing the river in the 
ferry-boat, where the width is S80 yards. 
It is here the boundary between the coun- 
ties of Cumberland and Northumberbmd. 
The scenery is fine on these broad and 
placid watars of the Hawkesbory, sbaltor- 
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ed by the overhanging cliffs, 600 feet in 
height : they appear smooth as a mirror, 
and afford access by boats and small ves- 
sels to the little sheltered cots and farms 
which now enliven the margin. These 
patches are of no great extent, and occur 
alternately on either bank of this noble 
stream, comprising (arms of from thirty to 
a hundred acres. 

" The necessity for a permanent land 
communication between the seat of go- 
vernment and the northern part of the 
colony was obvious* and, indeed, a road 
in that direction had been the subject of 
petitions from the settlers to Sir Thomas 
Brisbane, under whose auspices the track 
across the mountain beyond the Hawkes- 
bury was first discovered and surveyed by. 
Mr Finch. This tract, with some slight 
alterations, was found, on a more general 
survey, to be the most favourable line for 
a cart-road in that direction that the coun- 
try afforded, and it had been opened but 
a short time, when I thus proceeded along 
it, accompanied by Mr Simpson, the 
assistant surveyor, who, under my direc- 
tions, had accomplished the work. Just 
then, however, the first steam vessel had 
arrived in Australia, thus affording a re* 
gular coast communication between Syd- 
ney and the northern portion of the colony. 
The land communication became, in con- 
sequence, an object of less importance 
than before, to the present handfiil of 
settlers at least, although it was not the 
less essential to a respectable government, 
or where an armod force had been organ- 
ized, as in New South Wales, solely for 
the suppression of bushrangers, a sub-ffenus 
in the order bandit tu which, happily, can 
now only exist there in places inaccessible 
to the mounted police. The ascent north- 
ward from this ferry on the Hawkesbury, 
is a substantial and permanent work. It 
affords a favourable specimen of the value 
of convict labour, in anticipating the wants 
of an increasing population. 

** The country traversed by this new 
road is equally barren, and more moun- 
tainous than that traversed between Para- 
matta and the Hawkesbury. Amid those 
rocky heights and depths, across which I 
had recently toiled on foot, marking out 
with no ordinary labour the intended line, 
I had now the satisfaction to trot along a 
new and level road, winding like a thread 
through the dreary labyrinth before me, 
and in which various parts had already 
acquired a local appellation not wholly 
unsuited to their character, such as ' Hun- 
gry Flat,* * Devil's Backbone/ * No-grass 
Valley,' and ' Dennis's Dog- kennel.' In 
fact, the whole face of the country is com- 
posed of sand -stone rock, and but partially 
•'»vered with vegetation. The horizon is 



only broken by one or two summits, which 
are different both in outline and quality 
from the surrounding country. These 
isolated heights generally consist of trap, 
rock, and are covered with rich soil and 
very heavy timber. The most remarkable 
is Warrawolon — whose top I first observ- 
ed from the hill of Jellore in the south, at 
the distance of 108 miles. This being a 
most important station for the general 
survey which I made previously to open- 
ing the northern road, it was desirable to 
clear the summit, at least partly, of trees ; 
which work, after considerable labour, 
was accomplished — the trees having been 
very large. On removing the primeval 
forest, I found the view from that summit 
extended over a wild waste of rocky pre- 
cipitous ravines, which debarred all access 
or passage in any direction, until I could 
patiently trace out the ridges between 
them ; and for this purpose I ascended that 
hill on ten successive days, the whole of 
which time I devoted to the examination 
of the various outlines and their connez* 
ions, by means of the theodolite. 

** Looking northward, an intermediate 
and lower range concealed from view the 
valley of the Hunter, but the summits of 
the Liverpool range appeared beyond it. 
On turning to the eastward, my view ex- 
tended to the unpeopled shores and lonely 
waters of the vast Pacific. Not a trace 
of man was visible on any side, except a 
distant solitary column of smoke that arose 
from a thicket between the hill on which 
I stood and the coast, and marked the 
asylum of a remnant of the aborigines. 
These unfortunate creatures could no 
longer enjoy their solitary freedom. The 
dominion of the white man surrounded 
them. His sheep and cattle filled the 
green pastures where the kangaroo (the 
principal food of the natives) waa accns« 
tomed to range, until the stnmger came 
from distant lands and claimed the soil. 
Thus these first inhabitants, hemmed in by 
the power of the white population, and 
deprived of the liberty which they formerly 
enjoyed of wandering at will through 
their native wilds, were compelled to seek 
a precarious shelter amidst the close 
thickets and rocky fastnesses which afford- 
ed them a temporary home, but scarcely 
a subsistence ; for their chief support, the 
kangaroo, was either destroyed or banish- 
ed. I knew these unhappy people, and 
had frequently met them in their haunta. 
In the prosecution of my surveys I was 
enabled to explore the wildest recesses of 
these deep mountainous ravines, guided 
occasionally by one or two of their number. 
I felt no hesitation in venturing amongat 
them, for to me they appeared a harmle«» 
unoffending race. On many » dark night. 
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and even daring rainy weather, I have pro- 
ceeded on horseback amongst these Bleep 
and rocky ranges, my path being guided 
by two young boys belonging to the tribe, 
who ran cheerfully before my horse, alter- 
nately tearing off the stringy bark which 
served for torches, and setting fire to the 
grass trees {xanthorhaa) to light my 
way." 

We cannot help observing on this 
interesting passage, that here Major 
Mitchell indulges in a little senti- 
mentality — the only instance of doubt- 
ful taste which we have observed in 
his volumes. He deplores the fate 
of these aboriginal savages, as " no 
longer able to enjoy their solitary 
freedom." In a country of which not 
a hundredth part has ever been settled, 
we should have supposed that they 
might have enough of both freedom 
and solitude. But we are told that 
<'tbe dominions of the white man 
surrounded them,** — those dominions 
consisting of a strip of land on the sea- 
shore ! The same ultra- pathetic strain 
is followed. His (the Englishman's) 
sheep and cattle fill the green pas- 
tures where the kangaroo, the prin- 
cipal food of the natives, was accustom- 
ed to range, until the stranger came 
from distant lands and claimed the soil. 
If this had been said or sung in a mo- 
dem novel, it might have been pro- 
perly placed ; but it has no relation- 
ship to the general grace and manly 
style required in important works, and 
of which we find so many able in- 
stances in the present writer. The 
plain truth is, that there are kanga- 
roos enough, acres enough, and de- 
serts enough, for ten times the native 
population. It is also quite clear, that 
under the English government no 
violences will or can be committed 
against the natives ; that if they will 
adopt the arts and advantages of civi- 
lisation, they will be welcomed to their 
share with the English, and thus, if 
they will be but peaceable, they will be 
unmolested. Where the English set- 
tlements advance, of coiurse, the na- 
tives will retire ; but this must be the 
slightest possible hardship to men who 
are wholly without settlements of their 
own, whose life is spent in wandering 
over the country, and who still have a 
country nearly as large as Europe to 
wander over at will. The question, 
in fact, rests between filling some dis- 
tricts of this great continent with the 
vigour, intelligence^ and activity of 



Englishmen, and leaving them entirely 
to the indolence, helplessness, and mi- 
sery of savage life. We shall cer- 
tainly not imitate the policy of the 
United States to their Indian neigh- 
bours ; we shall not make war upon 
their persons nor plunder their hunting 
grounds ; but in the course of another 
half century the native tribes will, pro- 
bably, cither have shrunk into the inte- 
rior, or have sunk into the general ex- 
panse of .British population — of all 
changes the one most to be desired for 
their comfort, knowledge, and secu- 
rity. It is true that measures may be 
occasionally necessary wliich the men 
of cheap cnarity and long harangues 
in this country, the Buxtons, et hoc 
genus omne, will whine or rail over 
as the most atrocious of all ofiences 
against the art of talking -philan- 
thropy, and extending the traflSc in 
beer and Baptists to the colonies ; for 
those natives, with all their innocence, 
are stealers of cattle and most things 
that they can lay their hands on ; are 
hostile where they have force, and apt 
to be treacherous where they have not ; 
and can throw spears and brandish 
clubs in a very assassin-like style. 
That they also have good qualities of 
certain kinds, is readily admitted ; but 
if they commit murder they must be 
punished, and if they make attacks 
they must be repelled. As of their 
lands they make no use but to walk 
over them, it is fortunate even for 
themselves that England has settled 
her colony among them. It offers a 
hope of amelioration which otherwise 
they never could have possessed, and 
in its progress it offers tnem all the ad- 
vantages, and they are numberless, 
which are to be found in the resources 
of advanced and opulent society. 

On the evening of the 26th, the 
Major reached the inn near the head 
of the little valley of the WoUombi, a 
tributary stream to the river Hunter. 
Here there is some soil fit for cultiva- 
tion, and the whole of it is taken up in 
farms i but the pasturage afforded by 
the numerous valleys on the sides of 
the mountains, called << water- runs,** 
are more profitable to the owners of 
the farms than the farms themselves, 
of- which the produce merely supports, 
at present, the grazing establishments. 
In a climate so dry as Australia, the 
selection of farm- land depends solely 
on the direction of streams, for it is 
only in the beds of water-courses that 
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any ponds can be found daring dry 
seasons. The formation orreserroirs 
has not yet been resorted to, although 
the accidental largeness of the nonds 
left in such channels has frequently de- 
termined settlers in their cnoice of a 
homestead, when, by a little labour, a 
pond equally good might haye been 
made in other parts, which few would 
select, from the] want of water. In 
some situations there is abundance of 
good soil, now considered unavailable 
for any purpose excepting grazing, 
only from the want of " frontage," as 
it is termed, on a river or chain of 
ponds : and selections have been fre- 
quently made of farms, which have 
tnus excluded extensive tracts behind 
them from water, and which remain- 
ing, consequently, unoccupied, have 
continued accessible only to the sheep 
or cattle of the possessor of the water 
frontage. In the lower portion of the 
Wollombi, where the valley widens and 
water becomes less abundant, it was 
found impossible to locate some vete- 
rans on farms the Major had formerly 
marked out for them ; but in its upper 
valleys, though there is little breadth 
of alluvial soil, the water never fails, 
and small farmers show a disposition 
to settle in any available comer there 
—the only beginning of an agriculturid 
population as yet apparent in New 
South Wales. 

On the 28th the Major reached the 
appointed place of rendezvous on the 
Foy Brook, having traversed the val- 
ley of the river Hunter, an extensive 
tract of country, consisting of low un- 
dulating land, thickly wooded, and 
bearing in most places a good crop of 
grass. On the 29th the whole equip- 
ment came up, and, on the SOth, the 
M^gor had the satis&iction of seeing 
his party move forward in exploring 
order. It consisted of the following 
persons :— 
" Alexander Burnett, ) 
Robert Whiting, J 

William Wooda, "1 

John Palmer, j 

Thomas Jones, I 

William WortMngtonJ 
James Sonter, 
Robert Mnirhead, 
Daniel Delaney, | 

James Foreham, ' 

Joseph Jones, 
8te^n BombelH, 
Timothy Gussaek, 
Aadiony Brown, . 
Henry D»wkiiu, . 



[Nov. 



CarpenUrt. 



SaUon, 



Med, Attittant, 
> BvOoch'Driven, 

Blacktmiik. 

ServmU to me. 
Sergio Mr White, 



'' These were the best men I could find. 
All were ready to face fire or water, in 
hopes of regaining, by desperate exploits, 
a portion, at least, of that liberty which 
had been forfeited to the laws of their 
country. This was always a favourite ser- 
vice with the best disposed of the convict 
prisoners, for in the event of their merit- 
ing, by their good conduct, a favourable 
report, the Government was likely to grant 
them some indulgence on their return. I 
chose these men either from the characters 
they bore, or according to their trade or 
paiticakr qualifieadoM : thus, 

'* Burnett was the son of a respectable 
house-carpenter on the banks of the Tweed, 
where he had been too fond of shooiing 
game, his only cause of * trouble.' 

" Whiting, a Londoner, had be^i a 
soldier in the Guards. 

'* Woods had been long useful in the 
department as a surveyor's man ; in which 
capacity he first came under my notice, 
when he had been long employed as a 
boatman in the survey of the coast, and 
having become in consequence ill from 
scurvy, he made application to me to be 
employed on shore. The' justness of his 
request, and the services he had per- 
formed, prepossessed me in his favour, 
and I never afterwards had occasion to 
change my good opinion of this sailor. 

" John Palmer was a sailmaker as well 
as a saflor, and both he and Jones had been 
on board a man-of-war, and were very 
handy fellows. 

** WortfaingtOB was a strong youth, re- 
cently arrived. He was nicknamed by his 
comrades * Five o'dock,' from his having, 
on the outset of the journey, disturbed 
them by insisting that the hour was five 
o'clock soon after midnight, from his ea- 
gerness to be ready in time in the morn- 
ing. 

" I never saw Sonter*s diploma, but his 
experience and skill in surgery were suf- 
ficient to satisfy us, and to acquire for 
him from the men the appellation of ' Doc- 
tor.' 

" Robert Muirhead had been a soldier 
in India, and banished, for some mutiny, 
to New South Wales; where his steady 
conduct had obtsdned for him an excellent 
character. 

** Delaney and Foreham were expe- 
rienced men in driving cattle. 

•* Joseph Jones, originally a London 
groom, I had always found inteUigest and 
trust- worthy. 

" Bombelli could shoe horses, and was 
afterwards transferred to my service foy 
Mr SempiU in lieu of a very tarbnlent 
character, whom I left behind, dedariag it 
to be his firm determination to befaaaged. 

*' Cussack had been a bog surveyor In 
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IrelMid ; he wai an honest creature ; he 
had got aomehow implicated there in a 
oharge of administering nnlawful oaths. 

'* Brown had been a soldier, and suh- 
seqaently was assistant coachman to the 

Marquia of , and 

** Dawkina waa an old tar — in whom 
Mr White, himself formerly an officer in 
the Indian naTy— -placed much confidence. 
" Thus it had been my study, in organ- 
ising this party, to combine the trUd men 
of both sendees with some neat-handed 
mechanics, as engineers* and it now form- 
ed a respectable body of men« for the pur- 
pose for which it was required. 

" Our materiel consisted of eight mus- 
ketSi six pistols ; and our small stock of 
ammunition, including a box containing 
sky-rockets, was carried on one of the 
covered carts. 

" Of these tilted carts we had two, so 
eonatracted that they could be drawn either 
by one or two horses. They were also so 
light, that they could be moTed across 
difficolt passes by the men alone. Three 
stronger carts or drays were loaded with 
our stock of proTisions, consisting of flour, 
pork (wldch bad been boned in order to 
diminish the bulk as much as possible), 
tea, tobacco, sugar, and soap. We carried, 
besides, a sufficient number of pack-sad- 
dles for the draught animals, that in case 
of neoeasity we might be able to carry for- 
ward the loads by such means. SoTeral 
pack-horses were also attached to the 
party. I had been induced to prefer wheel- 
carriages for an exploratory journey — 1st, 
From the level nature of the interior 
country ; 2dly, From the greater facility 
and certainty they afforded of starting 
early when the necessity of laying all our 
stores in separate loads on animals' backs 
could thus be avoided. The latter method 
being further exposed to interruptions on 
the way— by the derangement of loads — or 
galling the animals' backs — one inexpe- 
rienced man being likely thus to impede 
the progress of the whole party. 

** For the navigation or passage of 
rivers, two portable boats of canvass had 
been prepared by Mr Eager, of the King's 
dockyard at Sydney. We carried the can- 
vaas only, with models of the ribs— and 
tools, having carpenters who could com- 
plete them when required. 

" Our hour for encamping, when cir- 
cumstances permitted, was to be two, r.ic., 
as affording time for the cattle to feed and 
rest ; but this depended on our finding wa- 
ter and grass. ^ Day-break was to be the 
signal for preparing for the journey, and 
no time was allowed for breakfast until 
after the party had encamped for the day." 
On the 5tfaf the partv pitched their 
tents on the left oank of the river 



Hunter, near Segenhoe, the extensive 
estate of Potter Macqaeen^ Esq. ; and 
here, says the Major, 

" I was very anxious to obtain the as- 
sistance of an aboriginal guide, but the 
natives have almost all diiappeared from 
the valley of the Hunter ; those who still 
linger near their ancient haunts, are some- 
times met with about such large establish- 
ments as Segenhoe, where, it may be 
presamed, they meet with kind treatment. 
Their reckless gaiety of manner ; intelli- 
gence respecting tlie country, expressed in 
a laughable inversion of slang words ; 
their dexterity and skill in the use of their 
weapons $ and above all, their few wants, 
generally ensure them that look of welcome 
without which these rovers of the wild 
will seldom visit a fkrm or cattle station. 
In those who have become sufficiently ac- 
quainted with us to be sensible of that 
happy state of security enjoyed by all men 
under the protection of our laws, the con- 
duct is strikingly different from that of 
those who still remain in a savage state. 
The latter are named '* myalU" by their 
half civilised brethren, who, indeed, bold 
them so much In dread, that it is seldom 
possible to prevail on any one to accom- 
pany a traveller far into the unexplored 
parts of the country. At Segenhoe, on a 
former occasion, I met with a native but 
recently arrived from the wilds. His 
terror and suspicion, when required to 
stand steadily before me while 1 drew his 
portrait, were such, that all that power of 
disgtdsing fSear, so remarkable in the sa- 
vage race, was overcome, the stout heart 
of Cambo beat visibly, the perspiration 
streamed from his breast, and he was 
about to sink to the ground, when he at 
length suddenly darted iVom my presence, 
but speedily returned, bearing in one hand 
his club and in the other his bomareng, 
vrith which he seemed to acquire just for- 
titude enough to be able to stand on his 
legs until I finished the sketch." 

Contrast Saunders with Camho. 

** The party moved off at seven, and 
passing, soon after, near the farm of an 
old man whom I had assisted some years 
before in the selection of his land, I rode 
to see him, accompanied by Mr White. 
He was busy with his harvest, but lefl the 
top of his wheat-stack on seeing me, and 
came running up, cordially welcoming us 
to his dwelling. A real Scotch bonnet 
covered the brow of a face which reminded 
me, by its characteristic earring, of ' the 
land of the mountain and the flood.' The 
analogy between the respective featnrea 
waa, at least, so strong in my mind, and 
the light of the one waa ao aasociated with 
the idea of the other, that had I aeen thia 
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face on a stranger, in a still more distant 
corner of the earth, it must have called to 
mind the hills of my native land. The 
old man was very deaf; but in spite of age 
and deafness, his sharp blue eye seemed 
to express the enduring vigour of his 
mind. He had buried his wife in Scot- 
land, and had left there a numerous fiunily, 
that he might become its pioneer at the 
antipodes. He had thus fiir worked his 
way successfully, and was beginning to 
reap the fruits of his adventurous industry. 
Sleek cattle filled his stock-yard, his fields 
waved with the yellow grain, and I had the 
satisfaction of learning from him that he 
had written for his family, and that he 
soon eipected their arrival in the colony. 
He immediately gave grain to our horses, 
and placed before us new milk, and, what 
we found a still greater luxury, pure water 
from the running bumie close by ; also, a 
bottle of * the mountayi dew/ which, he 
said, was from a still which was ' no far 
aff* When I was about to mount my 
horse, he enquired if I could spare five 
minutes more, when he put into my hands 
the copy of a long memorial addressed to 
the Govemmient, which he took from 
among the leaves of a very old folio vo- 
lume of Pitscottie's History of Scotland. 
This memorial prayed, that whereas 
Scoone was in the valley of Strathearne, 
and that the pillow of Jacob, which had 
been kept there as the coronation-stone of 
the Kings of Scotland, was fated still to be 
where their dominion extended ; and as 
this valley of the Kingdoa Ponds had not 
as yet received a general name, that it 
might be called Strathearne, &c. ^c. We 
were finally compelled, although it still 
wanted two hours of noon, to diink a 
' stirrup cup* at the door, when he most 
heartily drank success to our expedition, 
and I went on my way, rejoicing that, on 
leaving the last man of the white race we 
were likely to see for some time, the cere- 
mony of shaking hands was a vibration of 
sincere kindness.' 

Soon after having rejoined his party, 
a soldier of the mounted police came 
up, and delivered to the Major a letter 
from the Military Secretary at Sydney, 
informing him tnat ^*the Barber*' had 
sawed off his irons, and escaped from the 
prison at Batburst. This intelligence 
was meant to put him on his g^ard re- 
specting the natives, as it was suppos- 
ed " the Barber" would assemble tnem 
beyond the settled districts, with a 
view to drive off the cattle of the colo- 
nists — and especial caution would be 
necessary to prevent a surprise from 
natives so directed, if, as most people 
supposed, hu story of « the great river" 



had only baen an invention of his own, 
by which he had hoped to improve his 
chance of escape. This worthy was 
afterwards hanged in Van Diemen's 
Land. 

That day they encamped on the 
Kingdon Brook, where it formed a 
broad pool deep enough for bathing 
in, with good grass in the neighbour- 
hood — the " burning hill" of Wingen 
distant about four miles. On the Sd 
they ascended the chain of hills con- 
necting Wingen with Mount Murnlla 
and the Liverpool range ; and descend- 
ing to a beautiful vidley of consider- 
able extent, watered by Page's River, 
they encamped on a fine flat, appa- 
rently consisting of a soil of exceUent 
quality, the extremities of the moun- 
tains on the north falling in long gnu 
dual slopes, well covered with grass, 
and already eaten short by sheep. On 
the 4th their way lay westwiml to- 
wards the head of the valley, in order 
to cross, by the usual route, the higher 
and principal range, which still 1^ to 
the north — the whole of the valley ap- 
pearing to consist of good land, and 
the adjacent mountain affording excel- 
lent sheep pastiure ; and on the 5ih 
they ascended and descended the Li- 
verpool range, which divides the co- 
lony from the unexplored country be- 
yond — " here I at length drank the 
water of a stream (called by the na- 
tives ' Currangai*) which flowed into 
the unexplored interior ; and from a 
hill near our route this day I beheld^ 
for the first time, the distant blue ho- 
rizon, exactly resembling that of the 
ocean." 

The day before, the Mijor, when 
riding a little beyond the encampment, 
had fallen in with a tribe of natives 
from Pewen Bewen on Dart Brook, 
one of whom afterwards visited the 
party, but could tell little abont the 
mterior of the country. This tribe 
had reached Currangal before them, 
apparently to join some of their friends 
who lay extremely ill there, being af- 
flicted with a virulent kind of small- 
pox. " We found the helpless crea- 
tures stretched on their backs beside 
the water, under the shade of the wat- 
tle or mimosa tree, to avoid the in- 
tense heat of the sun. We gave them 
from our stock some medicine, and 
the wretched sufferers seemed to place 
the utmost confidence in its efficacy, 
I had often, indeed, occasion to ob- 
servoi thi^t, howeyer obtuse in 801119 



Digitized by 



Google 



1838.] 



New South Wales, 



iroi 



thing8> the aborigines seemed to en- 
tertain a sort of superstitious belief in 
the virtues of all kinds of physic. I 
found that this distresised tribe were 
also ^ strangers in the land' to which 
thej had now resorted. Their meek- 
ness« as strangers, and their utter ig- 
norance of the country they were in, 
was very unusual in natives, and par- 
ticularly excited our sympathy, when 
contrasted with the prouder bearing 
and intelligence of the native of the 
plain who had undertaken to be my 
guide.'' 

On the 6th they continued their 
journey, crossing low ridges of rich 
earth, branches from high ranges on 
their left, and came upon a portion of 
the plains . The wide expanse of open 
level country extended in a northeriy 
direction as far as human vision could 
reach, and, beiqg clear of trees, pre- 
sented a remarkable contrast to the 
settled districts of the colony. The soil 
of these plains looked weU, the grass 
good, and herds of cattle, browsing 
at a distance, adding pastoral beauty 
to what had been recently a desert. 
Leaving the cart track they had been 
following, and which led to some 
cattle station, the party again entered 
the woods, and turned a little to the 
north, their object being to reach the 
bank of Peel's River at Wallamonl, 
which had been laid down as holding 
a northerly course, and therefore 
likely to lead to any greater river 
flowing to the north-west, as reported 
by «the Barber." Crossing a deep 
dry bed, called by the natives '* Naza- 
bella," they encamped near some of 
its ponds, at a shady spot where the 
long grass had been burnt, in other 
parts reaching to the heads of the 
horses, and remained there another 
dav to recruit — *' the rich soil of the 
valley being nearly as deep as the bed 
of the riviJet, which is twenty feet 
lower than the surface." 

*' Dee. 8.-«A road or track which we 
found at about half-a-mile east from [the 
camp, led us very directly on the bearing 
of 3350 to Loder'i itation, which wag dis- 
tant about six miles from our encampment. 
Here stood a tolerable bouse of slabs, with 
a good garden adjoining, in charge of an old 
stockman and his equally aged wife. This 
man was named by the blacks ' Longana^ 
(Long Ned). This station was situated 
on a fine running stream called the Cuer- 
indie, and the state of the sheep and cattle 
about it proved the excellence of the pas- 
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ture. We had passed the limits of the 
territory open to the selections of settlers, 
in crossing the Liverpool range ; and the 
more remote country is not likely to como 
into the market soon: such stations as 
this of Loder were held, therefore, only 
by the right of pre-occupancy, which. has 
been so generally recognised between the 
colonists themselves, that the houses, 
&C. of such stations are sometimes dis- 
posed of for valuable considerations, al- 
though the land is still liable to be sold 
by the Qoremment. A native named 
' Jemmy,' whom I met with here, agreed 
to conduct me, by the best way for carts, 
to Wallamonl on the Peel, for which ser- 
vice I undertook to reward him with a 
tomahawk. It was necessary that we 
should ford the Cuerindie, which flows to 
the north-west, and, notwithstanding the 
steepness of Its banks, we effected a pas- 
sage without difficulty, guided by ' Jemmy.' 
One mile beyond this, another creek lay 
in our way. It was smaller, but much 
more formidable and difficult to cross, for 
the bottom and banks consisted of blue 
mud or clay, half- hardened on the surface, 
yet soft and yielding below. It was not 
without considerable delay that we effected 
the passage of this, for a wheel of one of 
the carts stuck fast in the mud, and it was 
necessary to dig the earth ftom before the 
other wheel before we could release the 
vehicle. At length every thing was got 
across, and we, fortunately, met no other 
impediment for six miles. We then cross- 
ed the channels of two rivulets, neither of 
which contained any water. At half-past 
four I wished to encamp, and the natives 
having at length found a green mantling 
pool in the bed of the united channel of 
the two water-courses, there we pitched 
our tents at a place called * Burandua.* 
Bad as the water seemed to be, ' Jemmy* 
soon obtained some that was both clear 
and cool, by digging a hole in the sand 
near the pool. This was a quiet and sen- 
sible fellow ; he steadily pursued the course 
he recommended for the " wheelbarrows" 
as he termed our carts ; answering all my 
queries briefly and decidedly, either by a 
nod of assent, or the negative monosylla- 
ble ' (e2,' and shake of the head. His 
walk was extremely light and graceful ; 
his shoulders were neatly knit, and the 
flowing luxuriance of his locks was re- 
strained by a bit of half-inch cord, the two 
ends hanging, like a double queue, half- 
way down his back. He was followed by 
his gtn and a child, which she, although it 
was old enough to walk, usually carried 
on her back. 

•• The air of the evening was very re- 
freshing, and the sun set with peculiar 
brilliancy. We had. travelled during the 
2y 
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wbol« day oo good sqU, aod the ploaghed 
appearance of the lurfaoe w»9 very remark- 
able in various placeti particularly a little 
to the South of Loder't itation, where the 
hollow seemed to terminate in a common 
channel. I noticed, also, that the direction 
of all the water-bourses was towards the 
sorth-westt and i( was evident ^bat they 
occasioDally overflowed their banks." 

On the 1 1th they reached the bank 
of the Peel at Wallamoul, the lowest 
cattle station npon the river, occupied 
by Mr Brownj who had there about 
1600 head of cattle. On the 9th they 
bad passed over an open and grassj 
plain, skirted with wood, where there 
was abundant water in a channel called 
hy the natives **Carrabobbila ;" but the 
water, at the spot where they en- 
camped, was hot and muddy, from 
which the blacks, however, knew well 
how to obtain a cool and clear draught, 
by Qrtt scratching a hole in the soft 
sand under the pool, thus making a 
filter, and then throwing into it some 
tufts of long grass, through which they 
sucked the cooler water thus purified 
from the sand of grarel. The gin 
quenched her thirst with still greater 
Batisfaction, by rushing into a pool, and 
drinking as she sat Immersed up to 
the lip. On reaching the top of the 
range separating the basin of the Peel 
from that of the waters falling to the 
Liverpool plains^ they were agreeably 
surprised to find that the opposite si^e 
of the hills, and the whole face of the 
country beyond them, presented a very 
different appearance from that through 
ivhich they bad passed. \ gently 
sloping extremity lay before them for 
ft good many miles on their proposed 
route, and there were no intervening 
gullies. The range they had crossed 
seemed to extend from the Liverpool 
range to the northward, as far as could 
then be seen ; but the native guide said 
that it soon terminated on the river 
*' Caliala,** or Peel, whose course, he 
said, turned westward, ^ ftict corrobo- 
rating, so fkr, the statements of " the 
Barber.'* Puring several days of this 
journey, before their arrival on the 
4 1th at Wallamoul, the fire was one 
day's advance of the party, and thus 
the flames having cleared every thing 
away, their camp was not exposed 
to danger. But on the 9th the 
country seemed all on fire around 
them ; and the hills they crossed 
on the iOth had been ^1 in a blase 
the night before, and trees lay smok- 



ing around their route* the confla- 
gration having been quenched by 
a seasonable fall of rain. At Walla- 
moul, " Jemmy,** the native guide, 
received his promised tomahawk, and 
so did *' Monday,'* his brother, who 
met him there ; and his place was 
supplied by a native, named " Mr 
Brown," who agreed to accompany 
the party, on condition that he should 
receive blankets for himself and his 
'^ gin>*' and a tomahawk, or small 
hatchet, so valuable a substitute for 
their stone-hatchet, that almost all the 
natives within reach of the colony 
have them, even where the white 
man is known as yet only by name, 
and as the manufacturer of this most 
important of all implements to the 
Australian natives. On the 13tb, all 
arrangements being completed, the 
encampment was broken up, and the 
party proceeded into the Terra Incog- 
nita, in pursuit of the course of the 
Peel river. ** We soon advanced, 
with feelings of intense interest, into 
the country before us, and impressed 
with the responsibility of commencing 
the first chapter of its history. AU 
was new and nameless there, but by 
this beginning we were to open a 
way for the many other beginnings 
of civilised man, and thus extend his 
dominion over the last holds of bar- 
barism.*' 

On the 16th, they encamped on the 
river Nammoy. This stream, having 
received the Conadilly from the left 
bank, had here an Important appear- 
ance ; the breadth of the water was 
100 feet, its mean depth 11} feet ; the 
current half-a mile an hour, and the 
height of the banks above the water 
87 feet. The course of the Ma- 
luerindie, fr^m the junction of the 
Peel to that of the Conadilly, is 
somewhat to the southward of west. 
Below the junction the well-known 
native name is Nammoy. 

Their route from Wallamoul to the 
Nammoy had lain throngh tracts of 
promise — the bank, at the ford of 
Wallenburra, presenting a section of 
at least 50 feet of rich earth — and on 
an extensive open track, named Mul- 
luba, the undulations were as great as 
those which opcur between London 
and Hampstead, the whole bearing^ a 
remarK^ble resenjblance to ap enclos- 
ed and cultivated pountry. The ridges 
exactly resembled furrows in fallow 
land ; and trees grew in rows» «s if 
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connected yritk field enclosures — parts 
where bushes or grass bad been re* 
cently burned looking red or blacky 
and thus contributing to* the appear- 
ance of cultivation. The soil was 
indeed well worthy of cultivatioUi for 
it consisted of a rich black mould, so 
loose and deep, that it yawned in 
cracks as if for want of feet to tread 
it down. But the want was of water 
— one small and dry channel appear- 
ing to be the only line of drainage in 
wet weather from the extensive open 
country of Mulluba. But it could 
not fail to strike Major Mitchell, 
that much might be done to remedy 
the natural disadvantages, whether 
of a superfluity of water lodging on 
the plains in rainy seasons, or of too 
great scarcity of moisture in dry 
weather, by cutting channels on the 
lines of natural drainage, which would 
serve to draw off the water from the 
plains, and concentrate and preserve a 
sufficient supply for use in time of 
drought. 

A few hoars after leaving the en- 
eampment on the Nammoy, the party 
came on a s^tj large stock- yard, which 
the natives said had belonged to 
"George the Barber." They saw, 
besides, the remains of a house, and 
the « gunyas," or huts, of a nume- 
rous encampment of natives. The 
bones of bullocks were strewed about 
* in great abundance, plainly enough 
showing the object of the stock-yard, 
and that of the Barber*s alliance with 
the aborigines. The whole country 
was on fire, and, though the guide fre- 
quently drew their attention to reeent 
footmarks, not a siogle native was to 
be seen. Distant about two miles from 
this stock-yard lay due north the Pic 
of " Tangulda/' and as the Barber 
had poAitively stated that the only 
practicable way to the "big river** 
was N E. by N. from Taogulda, the 
Mtfjor mounted the pie, and saw the 
Nammoy's coarse throngh a cluster 
of bills, between which it passed to a 
lower country in the north-west. These 
hills were connected on the right bank 
with the pic, and also with a low range 
on the east and north-east, whose west- 
ern extremities appeared to terminate 
westward on the vale of the Nammoy, 
as far northward as he could see them 
in perspective. It appeared, then, that 
the lowest part of the range lay exact- 
ly in the direction described by the 
Barber. Some bold and remarkabla 



hil}s appeared at no great distance to 
the right of that line ; but the country 
between T^ngulda and the lowest 
part of the horizon seemed so gentle 
and undulating, that he felt it his 
duty, before tracing the Nammoy fur- 
ther, to explore the country in toe di- 
rection so particularly described by 
the Bush-ranger. Quitting, therefore, 
the line of the Nammoy^ they pro- 
ceeded in the direction north-east by 
north from Tangulda ; and, after jour- 
neying some twenty miles on the I6th, 
early in the morning of the 1 9th they 
encamped at the stream of the valley» 
which the Major named Maulers river. 
Leaving the cattle to be refreshed du- 
ring the day, he proceeded, with the 
native and two men, to examine the 
mountains. After climbing about a 
mile and a half, he reached a lofty 
summit, where be hoped to have ob- 
tained a view beyond the range, or, at 
least, to have dbcovered how it might 
be crossed, but was disappointed ; dis- 
tant summits, n^ore lofty and difficult 
of access, obstructed the yiew towards 
the east, north, and even west; the 
only link connecting the hill they had 
gained with those still higher being a 
very bold naked rock, presenting a 
perpendicular side at least 200 feet ia 
height. To proeeed in thai direction 
was quite cot of the qaestion. 

" As we descended, we came laddenly 
on an old woman, who, as poon m she 
saw us, ran off in terror. I ordered the 
two men who accompanied me to keep 
back, until * BAr Brown ' could overtake 
and speak to her. saying that we intended 
no harm ; and she was easily persuaded, 
after a brief conversation with our guide, 
to allow us to come near. Sbe presented 
a most humiliating specimen of our race — 
a figure shortened and shrivelled with ages 
entirely without clothing ; one eye alone 
saw through the dim decay of nature — 
several large fleshy excrescences projected 
l^om the sides of her head like so many 
ears — and the jawbone was visible, throuzh 
a gash or scar, on one side of her chin. 
The withered arms and bands, covered 
with earth by digging and scraping for 
the snakes and worms on which she fed, 
more resembled the limbs and claws of a 
quadruped. She spoke with a slow nasal 
whine, prolonged at the end of each sen- 
tence, and this our guide imitated in speak- 
ing to her. The mosquitoes tormented 
her much, as appeared from her inces- 
santly slapping her limbs and body. ' Mr 
Brown V conversation seemed animated on 
some Botgect, bot net, as I at last anspect- 
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ed, on that most Important to us; for, 
when I enquired, after he had spoken a 
long time, what she said of the • Barber * 
and the way across the mountains, he was 
obliged to commence a set of queries, eTi> 
dently for the first time. She said horses 
might pass, pointing at the same time fur. 
ther to the eastward — but our guide seem- 
ed unwilling to put Airther questions, say« 
ing she had promised to send at sunset to 
our tents two young boys who could in- 
form us better. Even In such a wretched 
state of existence, ornaments had their 
charms with this female, when even the 
decency of covering was wholly disregard- 
ed. She had kangaroo teeth set round her 
brow, these being fastened to the few re- 
maining hairs, and a knot of brown fea- 
thers decorated her right temple. The 
roasting snake which we had seen in the 
morning, belonged, as we now learned, to 
this witch of the glen. 

" The boys did not visit us in the even- 
ing, as ' Mr Brown ' had expected, and 
he appeared unusually thoughtful when I 
found him sitting alone by the water- side 
at some distance from the camp. I was 
then making arrangements for carrying the 
bulk of our provisions and equipment on 
pack-horses and bullocks, across this 
range, intending to leave the remainder of 
our stores at this spot in charge of two 
men armed ; and of this measure ' Mr 
Brown * did not approve. 

«I>tfc. 20 — When the packhorses had 
been loaded, and we were about to start, 
leaving the remainder of our provisions 
in charge of two men, we discovered that 
our native guide was missing. I bad pro- 
mised him for his services, a tomahawk, 
a knife, and a blanket, and as he was al- 
ready far beyond bis own beat as I sup- 
posed, he might have had the promised 
rewards, by merely asking for them. We 
had always given him plenty of flour, also 
his choice of any part of the kangaroos we 
killed. It had been observed by the men, 
that the intelligence received from the old 
woman had made him extremely uneasy, 
and he bad also expressed to them on the 
previous evening, his apprehensions about 
the natives in the country before us. I was 
very sorry for the loss of * Mr 3rown.' 
He was very comical, as indeed, these 
half-civilised aborigines generally are : he 
liked to be close shaved, wore a white 
neckcloth, and declared it to be his inten- 
tion of becoming, from that time for^rard, 
' a white fellow.' I concluded that he 
had returned to his own tribe ; and, that 
he had been unwilling to acknowledge to 
me his dread of the ' myall ' tribes.'* 

The expedition then proceeded np 
the valley^ or eastward, and en^ 



deavoured to pass to the northward ; 
but, judging it nearly impracticable, 
the leader wisely desisted from any 
further attempt on the direction pointed 
out by the veracious Barber, and de- 
termined on returning to Tangulda, 
that, hy following the Nammoy, ho 
might endeavour to turn this range, 
and so enter the region heyond it. On 
the 22d, having again encamped on 
the Nammoy, six miles from Tangul- 
da, at a spot favourable for the forma- 
tion of a depot — the waters clear and 
sparkling, the grass excellent, a hill 
at hand overhung with pines, and lofty 
blue gum-trees growing on the margin 
— M^or Mitchell resolved to make a 
voyage of discovery in canvass- boats 
down the river — the channel of all the 
waters of the Peel, the Maluerindie, 
and Conadilly. 

" We passed along several reaches with- 
out meeting any impediment, but, at 
length, an accumulation of drift-timber 
and gravel brought us up at a spot where 
two large trees had fallen across the stream 
from opposite banks. From the magni- 
tude of these trunks and others which, in- 
terwoven with rubbish, and buried in gra- 
vel, supported them, I anticipated a long 
delay, but the activity of the whole party 
was such, that a clear passage was opened 
in less than half an hour. The sailors 
swam about like frogs, and, swimming, 
could cut, with a cross cut saw, trees under 
water. I found I could survey the river 
as we proceeded, by measuring with a 
pocket sextant the angle subtended by the 
two ends of a twelve-feet rod — held in 
the second boat — at the opposite end of 
each reach — the bearing being observed 
at the same time. By referring to one of 
Brewster's tables, the angle subtended by 
the twelve-feet rod, I ascertained the dis- 
tance in feet. This operation occasioned 
a delay of a few seconds only, just as the 
last boat arrived in sight of each place of 
observation. 

*' Several black swans floated before as 
— apparently not much alarmed even at 
the unwonted sight of boats on the Nam- 
moy. The 'evenness of the banks and 
reaches, and the depth and stillness of the 
waters were such, that I might have trac- 
ed the river downwards, at least so far 
as such facilities continued, had our boats 
been of a stronger material than canvass. 
But dead trees lay almost Invisible under 
water, and at the end of a short reach 
where I awaited the re-appearance of the 
second boat, we heard suddenly, confused 
shouts, and, on making to the shore, and 
numing to the spot, I found that the boat 
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had nm foul of some smiktn tre e a n d fill- 
ed almost immediately. Mr^ White had, on 
the instant, managed to nm her ashore 
across another sunken tmnk, and thus 
prevented her from going down in deep 
water, opposite to 'another steep bank. 
By this disaster our whole stock of tea, 
sugar, and tobacco, with part of our flour 
and pork, were immersed in the water, 
but fortunately all the gunpowder had 
been stowed in the first boat. This cata- 
strophe furnished another instance of the 
activity of the ssilors : the eargo was got 
out, and the sunken boat being hauled up, 
a rent was discovered in the canvass of 
her larboard bow. This the sailmaker 
patched with a piece of canvass ; a fire 
was made ; tar was melted and applied ; 
the boat was set afloat; reloaded, and 
again under weigh in an hour and a half. 
' Once more upon the waters,' every thing 
seemed to promise a successful voyage 
down the river ; but our hopes were doom- 
ed to be of short duration, for, as I again 
awaited the re-appearance of the second 
boat, a shout siinilar to the first again 
arose, and on running across the point of 
land within the river bend, I found her 
once more on the point of going down 
from similar damage sustained in the star' 
board bow. U was now near 5 f.m., and 
the labours of the day had been sufficient 
to convince me that the coarse of the 
I^Tammoy could be much more conveniently 
traced at that time by a journey on land, 
than with boats of canvass on the water." 

On the 31st December they resume 
their laDd-joumey» and on the 5th of 
January arrive in the country beyond 
the mountains which they had in ¥am 
attempted to cross» having found an 
open and accessible way round their 
ridges ; and it now remained to he as- 
certained whether '' the large river>'* 
OS described by the Barber^ was near ; 
according to him it was the first river 
met with after crossing the range 
north east by north of Tang^da. 

One of the great difficulties of this 
country is the want of water; and, as 
the expedition travelled in the very 
height of the Australian summer, 
which is our vrinter, they voluntarily 
took the bull by the horns. The ther- 
mometer was frequently at a hundred, 
and the sufferings of the men and 
cattle were often dreadfully severe. 
On the 6th of January we thus find 
him searching for water. At length 
the wheel of one of the carts, and the 
axle of another, became unserviceable. 
The Major then rode forward for 
ahout three miles in search of water 
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for an encampment. He came upon 
a slight hollow, and followed it down, 
hut it disappeared in a level plain sur- 
roimded by rising grounds. The 
search became anxious. One dry 
pond encouraged his hopes of finding 
water, and he continued his search 
along a flat where the grass had been 
recently on fire. From this, pursuing 
a kangaroo, he came upon a well- 
mark^ water-course, with deep holes, 
but they were all dry. Tracing the 
line of these holes downwards, he at 
last was fortunate enough to find a 
deep pool of water. Here, therefore, 
they encamped, and their good for- 
tune was not at an end, for they soon 
after found two very large ponds on a 
rocky bed. In our verdurous climate 
we know little of the miseries that 
want of water occasions in others; we 
lose half the genuine eiyoyments of 
simple nature by having them in too 
great profusion. These pools seem 
to have made evenr one happy ; such 
are the virtues of a draught of cold 
water. The very landscape enjoyed 
it, for the spot was covered with rich 
grass, and was enclosed by shady 
thickets. ** The prospect,** says Ma- 
jor Mitchell, " of two days' repose for 
the cattle in that verdure, and under 
those shades, was most refreshing to 
us all. It was, indeed, a charming 
spot, enlivened by numbers of pigeons, 
and the songs of little birds in strange 
but pleasing notes.** 

Still the heat was intense; the ther- 
mometer was at ninety during the 
night. Few of the men could sleep, 
there was not a breath of wind, and 
the heat was overpowering. Thus 
even night, which had previously af- 
forded a relief from the day, was no 
longer their friend. The effect was 
formidable, weakening their cattle, 
drying up the water, destroying their 
wheeb, and nourishing the fires in the 
grass and woods, which covered the 
country with smoke, until, in the nar- 
rator's words, *' humidity seemed to 
us the very essence of exbtence, wa- 
ter almost an olject of adoration.** 
The thermometer at this date (it was 
January) ranged from 96 to 101 dur- 
ing the day ; and, during the last five 
nights, had stood as high as 90 fi*om 
sunset to sunrise t From the time of 
their leaving Sydney they had met 
with only one day of rain. They 
now left each *' friendly water-hoJe 
in the greatest uncertainty whether 
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ever drink again I " 
Such are the perils which still remain^ 
after the dangers of flood and field are 
exhausted, to try the heroism of the 
traveller. Probably, a slight addition 
of heat might have realised the uncer- 
taintv, and they might never have 
drunk again, but leu their bones in 
the desert as a warning to all future 
temerity. 

The mind of " gentlemen who sit 
at home at ease,** surrounded by the 
labours of water companies, and com- 
panies of all kinds, and having light, 
watching, and oool streets at com- 
mand, on the simple terms of paying a 
few shillings, yet are peevish at the 
state of socbty, and praise the times 

<* When wild In woods th« boU« savage 

ought to make a voyage to New South 
Wales, and a summer*s journey 
through it, with the sun in the vertex, 
if it were only for the purpose of re- 
conciling themselves to England, and 
the misfortune of having in it every 
thing that man can devise. They 
should follow this gallant soldier, man 
of science, and man of accomplishment, 
across the fiery sands of the Austra- 
lian wilderness, and record their expe- 
rience for the benefit of all the discon- 
tented. 

The party, after watching the roll- 
ing of clouds from the north- west, 
with, perhaps, the same anxiety which 
is felt by the sailor in a famine, watch- 
ing the distant sail that is to bring him 
bread, saw the evening fall without a 
shower. But the storm broke some- 
where, for the next morning rose cool 
and with a pleasant breeze. The 
party now set forward, and, after tra- 
velling some miles, they entered a fo- 
rest. There they heard the sound of 
the native*s axe, and saw fires. As 
they advanced they surprised a native 
in a tree, so busily cutting out an opos- 
sum that he did not see Uiem till they 
were close upon him. A woman and 
her child first gave the alarm, on 
which he ^red at the strange assem- 
blage with a look of horror, and im- 
mediately calling to the female in an 
authoritative tone, she disappeared in 
tiie woods. He then threw his club 
to the foot of the tree, and ascended 
to its higbeet braneh. Major Mitchell 
ealled to hin^ aad made eome signs to 
giv» hioi cosAdeaee, bat this attempt 
at peace was to no purpose. The 
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party then moved quietly forwafrd, on 
which the wild man came down from 
the tree, picked up two spears which 
lay on the ground, and ran off. They 
then heard calls in various directions, 
and the words, " white fellow," pro- 
nounced very loudly and distinctly — a 
name, of course, borrowed from the 
settlers, but evidently conveying at 
the time strong feelings of either 
hatred or fear. 

Journeys of this kind must keep the 
traveller in a perpetual state of excite- 
ment ; sometimes, of course, not un- 
connected with alarm at the chance of 
stumbling on some horde of savages — 
a nest of human hornets, whose stingy 
might make the explorers pay dear for 
their knowledge ; sometimes, too, from 
the more formidable hazard of dying 
of famine or thirst. Still, what tra- 
vel in a known country can approach 
the interest of treading an unknown 
one } They touch on the verge of a 
plain — it has never been touched by an 
European foot since its creation — ^it 
may contain a hundred plants never 
heard of before, and among them may 
supply aome specific for some intrac- 
table disease, or some incalculable ad- 
dition to the nutriment of man. They 
reach the skirts of a mountain — they 
may have only to climb its summit to 
see some unrivalled and unexpected 
region of fertility — to look over some 
landscape of novel loveliness, or ascer- 
tain some grand and leading feature 
which decides the form of the conti- 
nent. They cross a rivulet — it may 
bo the little parent of some mighty 
stream whose course leads through the 
bosom of the land, a noble depositary 
of future national riches, and whose 
discovery shall immortalise the man 
who has merely proved its existence. 
Under such circumstances we feel no 
wonder at the eagerness with which 
journeys and voyages of discovery are 
adopted by manly and enterprising 
minds. Even the inhospitable wilds 
of the polar regions have their attrac- 
tion. Even Africa, with its crafty 
and cruel savages, its sands and its 
wild beasts, cannot deter daily adven- 
ture. But of all explorations, we 
should conceive, that one such as 
the present must have excited the 
highest interest. The expedition wa 
through a soil where every portion o 
their progress was not only new, bu 
an addition to the actual territory o 
the explorer*8 country — where the te 
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ourity from casual failure was almoit 
complete^ and where the success was 
sure to increase the distinctions and 
rewards of the manly investigator. It 
had somewhat of the feeling which an 
heir might have in tailing a view of 
his inheritance for the first time — all 
before him new» and all before him hb 
own. 

The conYiot*s information had hi- 
therto been " a mingled yam," partly 
false, but partly so true, that the Major, 
with all his sagacity, at last began to 
think that the " Kindur" lay before 
him. After traversing some plaios, of 
which the interior of Australia seems 
chiefly composed, they came, on the 
0th January, to a fine lagoon of con- 
siderable extent, brimful of pure 
water, short grass growing on the 
brink, no reeds, and a sprinkling of 
water-lilies. All this Ivas favour- 
able. Here they filled their kegs 
and kettles. They next crossed some 
rising ground, on which they perceiv- 
ed, to their astonishment and exulta- 
tion, dry tufts of grass, old logs, and 
other drift matter, left high in the 
branches of the trees. Of course, this 
showed that the ground was inundated 
from time to time, an inundation which 
could proceed from nothing less than 
a powerful stream. ** I felt confi- 
dent,*' says Major Mitchell, ''that we 
were at length approaching something 
new, perhaps the large river — the 
Kindur — of the bush-ranger.** On 
descending by a very jgentle slope, a 
dark and dense line of gigantic blue 
gum-trees, growing amid long grass 
and reeds, encouraged their hopes that 
they had at length found " the big ri- 
ver." A margin of rich soil, covered 
with long grass and scored with deep 
furrows, mtervened. The Major gal- 
loped over this, and saw a broad silvery 
expanse shaded by steep banks and lofty 
trees. No current was perceptible in 
the water, but the breadth and depth 
far exceeded those of the Nammoy. 
Nevertheless, this was not the Kindur, 
but evidently the Gwydir, a river pre- 
viously discovered, but in a higher 
part of its course. Yet it may easily 
be conceived that the discovery, though 
a disappointment, was delightful. It 
was a new feature of the country to 
them, and, after so much privaAon, 
heat, and exposure, the living stream 
and umbrageous foliage gave them a 
grateful sense of abundance, eoolnera, 
and shade. Trees of great ma^tude 



give a grand character to ^t^j land- 
scape, but especially to river scenery. 
The blue gum-tree luKuriates on the 
margin of rivers, and in such situations 
grows to an enormous size. Such 
trees overhung the waters of the Gwy- 
dir, forming dense masses of shade, in 
which, as Major Mitchell poetically 
observes, ** white cockatoos sported like 
spirits of light.'* 

Ho now advanced across the river, 
which, though, probably, in the rainy 
season a powerful stream, at this pe- 
riod was not above the ankle. Riding 
some miles northward over a plain* he 
found another channel of a river. But 
here he had an instance of the wilder- 
ness. As he approached a thicket he 
saw a kangaroo, which sat looking at 
him and his horse till they were near 
it ; and as the Major was asking his 
servant whether they could carry it 
back if they shot It, the horse, sudden- 
ly pricking his ears, drew his eye to a 
native, apparently also speculating on 
the kangaroo, and with two spears on 
his shoulder. On perceiving the 
Maior, the savage changed the object 
of his attention, stared for a moment, 
then took a step back, and, swinging 
his right arm in the air, poised one of 
his spears, and stood in the attitude to 
throw. The Major has evidently the 
glanee of a painter, for his sketches in 
Siese volumes are very able \ but he, 
probably, never was less delighted by 
the picturesque 'of the human form 
than at this instant. This Mars or 
Apollo of the desert was a tall figure, 
oovered with pipe- clay, wfaieh, if it did 
not make him, as it nrobablv was meant 
to do, beautify, yet made him pie- 
bald and conspicuous. " And his 
position of defiance,*' the Major ob- 
serves, "as he had probably never 
seen a horse before, was manly 
enough." To have got out of -his way 
would naturally be the first idea, un- 
less the rifle could anticipate the spear. 
But the Major was a soldier, and little, 
according to our ideas, as any demand 
was made for the display of intrepi- 
dity under the circumstances, he chose 
not to retire. But he was also anxious 
to avoid beginning a qoarr^ with the 
natives. He, therefore, took the bolder 
alternative of galloping up to the 
spearman's front. This charge was 
effectual. The sudden movement of 
the English eentaur perplexed the 
savi^e. He turned oh bis hMlj and 
ifenf at a dog-trot iaio die iroo^. 
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The Major now felt that he might re- 
treat with a safe conscience — found a 
convenient cover hj which he could 
return, without showing his back to 
the enemyi and took up his position 
upon the river with all the honours of 
war. 

The party now turned from the 
northern course westward, and found a 
change of weather. It rained heavily, 
the Gwydir marked its winter course 
by deep and extensive hollows, and 
here they fell in with a specimen of an 
Australian Arcadia. Crossing one of 
these hollows, they passed among the 
huts of a native tribe. They were taste- 
fully distributed among drooping ac- 
acias and casuarinse. Some resembled 
bowers under yellow fragrant mi- 
mosee ; some were isolated under deep 
shades, while others were placed more 
socially, three or four huts together, 
fronting to one and the same fire. 
Each was semi-circular or circular; 
most of them were close to the trunk 
of a tree ; and they were covered, not, 
as in other parts, by sheets of bark, 
but with a variety of materials, such 
as reeds, grass, and boughs. The 
interior of each looked clean, and to 
them, passing in the rain, gave some 
idea, not only of shelter, but even of 
comfort and happiness. They afforded 
a favourable specimen of the taste of 
the women, whose business it usually 
is to construct the huts. Thu village 
of bowers also occupied more space 
than the encampment of native tribes 
in general. Choice shady spots seem 
to have been an object, and to have 
been chosen with care. 

On the 14th January the Major 
had on his map the Naandawar range, 
with the courses of the Nammoy on 
one side and the Gwydir on the oUier. 
He was between the two rivers, and at 
no great distance from either ; Mount 
Riddell, the nearest point of the range, 
bore 20^ S. of E., being distant forty- 
two miles — the opposite bearing, or 20 
deg. N. of W. might, therefore, be 
considered to express the common di- 
rection of these waters. In a country 
so liable to inundation as this between 
the rivers appeared to be, it was a 

Srimary object to travel along the 
ighest or driest part, and that could 
only be in the above direction, or pa- 
rallel to, or midway between the riv- 
ers, until he could thus trace out their 
junction, and so terminate thus far 
*kid survey of both, by the determi- 



nation of a point so important in geo- 
graphy. 

Thus advancing, leading alternately 
the life of a forester, a hunter, and a 
man of science, the Major advanced to 
the conquest of his n^w empire at the 
head of his little army of a dozen con- 
victs. The men seem all to have be- 
haved remarkably well, and thus to 
give another illustration of the advan- 
tage of giving even the most unlucky 
in this generation something to do. 
Tills book ought to give the peni- 
tentiary system its /death-blow. Of 
course, blockheads, who call them- 
selves philosophers, and tyrants, who 
would pass for philanthrophists, will 
be still for chains, dungeons, and the 
air of the swamps on the Thames ; but 
common sense will decide for Austrar 
lia. 

The heat of the weather sudden* 
ly became once more intense; but 
the country was fine. It consisted of 
an open forest, which, gradually 
growing thinner, gave intervals of 
open plain. Still in search of water, 
they crossed to another plain, a beau- 
tifiu one, covered with shining ver- 
dure, and ornamented with trees, 
which, though "dropped in nature's 
careless haste,*' gave the whole the 
appearance of an immense park. This 
will be the hunting-ground of some 
future Australian potentate. But now 
a pond, covered with the g^reenest 
weeds, would have been a more at- 
tractive prospect. The cattle were 
sinking with intolerable heat, and all 
were enfeebled and worn down. On 
those occasions the most common 
things became important. When the 
sun had nearly set, a black swan, high 
in the air, attracted all eyes. He was 
slowly winging his way to the south- 
west, with many smaller birds follow- 
ing in his train. " The sight of an 
aquatic bird,*' as the Major pleasingly 
observes, " was refreshing to us then.*' 
But even this was regarded as a bad 
omen for the northern quarter, for, as 
the swan must then have been going 
home, it was to be presumed that the 
greater body of water lay in the di- 
rection of his fiight Yet, if this 
might not be indicative of lakes, it 
evidently did not preclude the proba- 
bility of rivers existing in the north, 
and rivers were the peculiar object. 

They again advanced. " The irre- 
sistible attraction of a perfectiy un- 
known region still led us northward." 
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But water — water, which seems in all 
cases of emergency to supersede the 
value of food, and to become the great 
essential of life — was not to be found. 
Still, though the' prospect of finding 
it now seemed hopeless, it was resolv- 
ed to try the result of as long a march 
as possible, with the intention of giv- 
ing the little water remaining in their 
cask to the cattle, and then taking ad- 
vantage of the night, and the cool of 
the next day, to return to the depot- 
camp. In the mean time this melan- 
choly march became still more melan- 
choly. The party, faint with heat 
and thirst, toUed after their indefa^ 
tigable leader. The plains had evi- 
dently once been melted with mob- 
ture, for they bore numerous marks of 
human feet ; but the soil was now bak- 
ed like a brick floor. Water, too, had 
evidently once lodged in every hollow, 
and the prints of the kangaroo, when 
pursued by the natives, and impeded 
by the mud, were variously visible. 
After thus marching five miles, they 
reachedanaccaciawood. Stillnowater. 
The party halted, but the Major, de- 
termined on exploring to the last, rode 
on, and observing a slight hollow in 
front, and following it for about a mile, 
he saw a few dry leaves in a heap, 
which he conjectured to have been 
thus collected by water falling in that 
direction. This was not much, but 
the Major's sagacity had drawn the 
right conclusion. He now followed 
the slope downwards. His horse now 
had his share in the adventure. The 
animal, which on other occasions 
would neigh after the others, now 
pulled bard upon the bridle, and 
seemed determined to have his own 
way. His rider threw the bridle on 
his neck ; he bounded forward over a 
rising ground in front, then through a 
wood ; and then, says the Mijor, ** My 
eyes were blessed with the sight of 
some fine ponds of water once more, 
with banks of shining verdure, the 
whole extending in a line which re- 
sembled the bed of a considerable 
stream. I galloped back with the 
good news to the party, whose despe- 
rate thirst seemed to make them in- 
credulous. It was still early, but we 
had already got over a good day's 
journey, and we could thus encamp 
and turn our cattle to browse on the 
luxuriant herbage which surrounded 
the ponds. They were wide, deep, and 



full, separated only by grassy inter- 
vals resembling bridges." 

On the 23d, their course was cross- 
ed by a deep and rapid river, the larg- 
est they had yet seen, and containing 
fish in great abundance. After ma- 
turely considering the prospect this 
river opened, it remained questionable 
whether it did or did not belong to 
the Darling. They were nearly in 
the prolongation of the supposed 
course of that river, and still nearer 
to its supposed outlet on the southern 
coast than they were to any part of 
the northern coast of Australia. No 
rising ground could be seen to the 
northward or westward, and whether 
they proceeded in a boat, or along its 
banks, it was desirable to explore the 
course of this river downwards. After 
allowing the party some days* rest, 
the Major left the camp, on Feb. 2d, 
with six men and four pack-animals, 
carrying nine days* provisions, and 
proceeded along the left of the 
newly-dbcovered river, the Karaula. 
Its course was found to be much more 
to the southward than had been ex- 
pected ; the stream separated into 
branches, and the channel was in 
many places crossed by large trees, 
reaching from bank to bank. After a 
journey of some twenty miles, the 
course of the river compelled them to 
travel stiU further southward, and se- 
venteen miles more brought them into 
a plain, which they traversed in a 
south-west direction (the Major being 
nearly stung to death by a huge in- 
sect, Mahometanised by him Abispa* 
Australiana), and, on emerging from 
a wood, beheld a magiuficent sheet of 
water, extended in a north and south 
direction, like a noble river. Keeping 
its eastern banks, they traced it south- 
wards to its terounation, ^nd there 
met another lagoon, which, turning 
round towards the east, threatened to 
stop their progress. At length arriv- 
ing at the termination of the water, 
they proceeded southward to look for 
the Gwydir — which they knew could 
not be far distant — and soon found 
it, so much reduced in size, that it 
could not contribute much to that 
they were tracing, and in search of 
which they now turned westward. On 
this course the windings of the Gwydir 
often came in their way, so that they 
turned to north 25° east, in which di- 
rection, says the Miyor^ " I at length 



Digitized by 



Google 



no 



Ifew South Wales, 



[Nor. 



reached the large river which had heen 
the object of our eKoursion. Here it 
was indeed a noble piece of water, and 
I regretted much that this had not 
been our first view of it, that we might 
have realised, at least for a day or two, 
all that we had imagined of « the Kin- 
dux' I now oTcrlooked from a bank, 
seventy feet high, a river as broad as 
the Thames at Putney, on which the 
goodly waves, perfectly free from 
fallen timber, danced in full liberty." 
But, alas ! on tracing it downwards, 
anxious to discover that this breadth 
and magnitude continued, the Major 
had the mortification to see the Ka- 
raula re-assume its former compara- 
tive insignificance. A little way below 
a fall the meandering Gwydir termin- 
ated in it, nor could he perceive any 
difference in the appearance of the 
channel below that junction. Thus ' 
terminated the excursion to explore 
the Karaula — and there seemed no 
necessity for extending it further, for 
it could not, in the Major's opinion, 
be supposed other than the Darling. 
The junction of the Namraoy could 
not be far distant ; even that of the 
Castlereagh was only about 70 miles 
to the south-west— the direction of the 
supposed general course of the Dar- 
ling—and, therefore, it was probable 
that be had now explored the chief 
sources of that river, by supplying a 
connecting link between it, as seen 
below, and those rivers which had 
been crossed by Mr Cunningham near 
the coast range above. It now only 
'remained for him to return to his 
party, and to cross the river there, in 
order to ascertain the nature of the 
country forming the northern or north- 
western side of this extensive basin. 

" Fth, Q,— .We reached by 9 o'clock 
A*M. the camp where I had left Mr White 
and the party, and I learned that the nativee 
had visited it during my absence. Bur- 
nett, having shot a duck, was swimming 
for it to the middle of the river, when a 
party of natives suddenly appeared on the 
high bank opposite. The white figure in 
the water, so novel to them, continued, 
nevertheless, to swim towards the duck, 
until he seized it, apparently to their great 
amusement, and they were afterwards pre- 
vailed on to cross the river. They sat 
down together, insisting that our men 
should sit also ; they talked very much, 
and laughed at many tliiags. They had 
first taken iheir saaUln a pla^ exposed lo 
the sun's rays ; and from Uiis they did not 



move until they had by signs expressed their 
wish to remove, as they then did, under 
the shade of a tree. At length they ven- 
tured to walk about the tents, and they 
then insisted on presenting their clubs and 
wammeras to our men. None of the names 
which we had written down from Barber*i 
statements seemed at all familiar to their 
ears ; but Mr White obtained a vocabulary, 
which showed that their Uwguage was 
Bearly the same as that of the aborigioM 
at Wallamoul ; the only diference being 
the addition of mi to each noun, as ' iia* 
roil ' for * mil/ the eye, 8cc. They were 
much disposed to steal. Mr White observ- 
ed one to purloin a tea-cup from bis can- 
teen, and conceal it very cleverly in his 
kangaroo cloak. Another, notwithstand- 
ing the vigilance of our men, bad nearly 
got off with the carpenter's axe. They 
looked rather foolish when Mr White 
managed to shake his tea-cup from the 
cloak. The number of our party seemed 
an object of their attention, and they ex- 
plained, by pointing in the direction la 
which I h^ gone, and holding up seven 
fingers, our number, that we had not gone 
down the river unobserved by them. They 
did not appear to be acquainted with the 
use of bread ; but they well understood 
the purpose of the boat; and when eaUidi 
(the sea) was pronounced to them, they 
pointed in the direction of Moreton Bay, 
repeating very frequently the word ' Wal- 
Ungali.' They immediately reoognited 
Whiting, the top-sawyer at the pit, as was 
obvious by their imitating, a« sopn as he 
appeared, the motion of sawing, and 
pointing at the same time to him. They 
seemed rather struck with the thickness of 
his wrists : and, indeed, took some inte- 
rest in comparing their limbs with those 
of the party. One man had hair and fea- 
tures very different from those of his com- 
panions, the hair being parted on the 
forehead, long, and not curled. A sailor 
of our party thought he resembled a MaUy. 
On the discharge of a double barrel, they 
seemed much terrified, and soon after 
retired, making signs that they should re- 
turn, and, by gestures, inviting some of 
the men to cross the river with them. 
Two tooaahawks were preaented to them, 
and one of their number was dressed out 
with old clothes. Their name for the 
river was understood to be * Karanla.* 
This interview toc^ place on the day pre- 
vious to my return to the camp.'' 

But now all the Major*s ardent hopes 
of exploring the country beyond the 
Karaula were blasted by the arrival 
of his friend, Mr Finch, who bad been 
following the route of the expedition 
with stores. 
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<* The bo&t was already in the water, 
and every thing packed np, for the pur- 
pose of crossing the river, when Mr Finch 
approached the camp, and I hastened to 
congratulate him on his opportune arrival. 
But he told a dismal tale — two of his men 
being killed, and all the supplies, cattle, 
and equipment, fallen into the hands of 
the natives. This catastrophe occurred at 
the ponds of ' Gorolei,' beyond Mount 
Frazer, which Mr Finch had reached, after 
having been distressed, even more than 
our party had been in the same place, for 
want of water. This privation had occa- 
sioned the loss of his horse and several 
oiher animals, so that his party had only 
been able to convey the supplies to these 
ponds, by carrying forward a portion at a 
time, with two bullocks only, from the dry 
camp. Mr Finch at length succeeded in 
lodging all these stores at the ponds, but, 
being unalile to move them further with- 
out the rest of the cattle, he left them 
there, and proceeded forward on foot 
along our track with one man, in expec- 
tation of falling in with my party at no 
great distance in advaoee AfUr ascer- 
taining that oar party was not so near aa 
he hoped it was, and having reached the 
Gwydir, and traced our route along its 
banks, until he again recognised Mount 
Frazer,— he returned at the end of the 
aecond day, when he found neither bis 
tents nor his men to receive him, but a 
heap of various aiiicles, such as baga, 
trunks, harness, tea and sugar canisters, 
&c., piled over the dead bodies of his men, 
whose legs he, at length, perceived pro- 
jecting. The tents had been eut in pieces; 
tobacco and other articles lay about ; and 
most of the flour had been carried off, al- 
though some bags still remained on the 
cart The two remaining bullocks con- 
tinued feeding near. This spectacle must 
have appeared most appalling to Mr Finch, 
uncertain, as he must have been, whether 
the eyes of the natives were not then upon 
him, while neither he nor his man pos- 
sessed any means of defence 1 Taking a 
piece of pork and sonse flour in a havre- 
sack, he hastened from the dismal scene, 
and by travelling all day, and passing the 
nights without Are, he had moat provi- 
dentially escaped the natives, and, at 
length, reached our camp." 

Instead of a supply of stores^ an 
additional demand was now about to 
be made on the much-exhausted stoek 
of provisions — the rainy season was 
approaching — they had behind them 
two hundred miles of country subject 
to inundation, without a hill to which 
in that case they couW repair — the 
disposition of the natives on their rear 
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was hostile—and these considerations 
not only deterred the intrepid and judi- 
cious leader from crossing the Raraula, 
but determined him to turn his atten- 
tion to the journey homewards. On 
the 7th of February they commenced 
their retreat. 

*' Fe6. 9 — I was awoke by the shouts 
of a numerous tribe of natives, and on 
going out of my tent I found that they 
covered the opposite bank to the water's 
edge. They stood in scores on our empty 
carts like so many sparrowsi and on every 
old tree or stump likely to afford them a 
better view of my camp. But 1 overlook- 
ed them completely, and as they became 
more and more vehement in their lan- 
guage and gestures, the greater was our 
satisfaction in being on the right «ide of 
the river. What they did say, we could not 
guess ; but, fh>m their loud clamour and 
gestures, all the leading men seemed to be 
in a most violent passion. One word only 
they knew of the language spoken by our 
stockmen, and that was ' budgery,' or 
good ; and this, I concluded, they had 
learned at some interview with Dawkins, 
who used it ever and anon, in addrensing 
them. They were handling every thing 
attached to our empty carts, which still 
• remained on that side, and some of our 
men went over to prevent any serious in- 
jury to them. All the clamour seemed 
directed at me, apparently inviting me by 
signs to cross to them, and I thererore 
went to the water's edge, curious to know 
their meaning. They there assumed the 
attitudes of the corrobory dancie, and 
pointed to the woods behind them. These 
were the finest looking men of their race 
that I had seen. The peculiar colour o? 
their bodies, covered with pipe-clay, gave 
them an appearance of being dressed. 
They were in number about 100, all men 
or boys, the strongest carrying spears. 
Tfone of the words of Barber seemed at 
all intelligible to them, but on mentioning 
the Nammoy, they pointed to the south- 
west, which I knew was the direction 
where that river was nearest to the camp. 
I recognised the gigantic pipe-clayed man, 
who had presented his spear at me, when 
weBrst reached the Gwvdir so much hiirher 
up. This he 
tures. A g 
feigned, 1 be 
soften the v 
tion, but whf 
and was ab< 
whom I had 
first venturi 
with tenfold 
tloQ to a 
accordingly 
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me, anfl received my present Several 
other Btout fellows soon surrounded us, 
and with the most overbearing kind of 
noise, began to make free with my person 
and pockets. I was about to draw a pistol 
and fire it in the air, when White, mis- 
taking my intention, observed that their 
vehemence probably arose from their im- 
patience at our not understanding them, 
which I thought very likely. They re- 
peated so incessantly the words, ' Einer,' 
* Ein^r,* that I ran up the bank for my 
book, remembering to have seen the word, 
and found that * Ein^r * meant a gin^ or 
female, as will appear on referring to the 
vocabulary I obtained at Wallamoui. The 
translation of this produced a hearty laugh 
among our men, and Finch dryly observ- 
ed, that some would then be very service- 
able. I was in doubt whether they meant 
to enquire, on pointing to our tents, whe- 
ther we had any, or whether they wished 
to accommodate us with wives. At 
length they rather suddenly drew together 
on the bank, again making signs of dancing 
the corrobory dance, l>eckoning to some 
of the men to go with them, and express- 
ing their intention to depart and return 
again to sleep there, by saying ' Nangary,' 
and pointing to the ground. This I 
understood clearly, and very soon they 
all disappeared. Fortunately, none as-, 
cended the bank to our tents, as it was 
not desirable they should know our num- 
bers exactly. It did not appear that they 
understood the nature and effect of fire- ^ 
arms. Mean-while our wheels had been 
found so frail, that we must have hailed 
hero under any circumstances, in or^er to 
strengthen them for the tough work they 
were to encounter. The carpenters, there- 
fore, worked hard at them this forenoon. 
In thus returning, I gathered for my kind 
friend Mr Brown a hortus siccus, of such 
plants as appeared new to me ; the field 
of research being obviously at this time 
confined to our line of route. As soon as 
the natives were gone, I set all hands, ex- 
cept the carpenters, to the cart, still in the 
bed of the river, and it was thus at length 
brought up the bank. We next yoked the 
bullocks to the empty drays and cart on 
the opposite side, and all were soon 
brought safely through the river to our 
own side. I preferred doing this work 
when the natives were absent, because I 
did not wish them to see what difficulties 
the passage of a river occasioned to us. 

" When the sun was near setting, the 
voices of our unwelcome visitors were 
again heard, and they soon appeared, gaily 
painted white for the corrobory ; but this 
return I had foreseen, and had forbidden 
the men from looking towards them ; and, 
*n order to dbcourago their approaches 



still more, I directed the Doctor to pace 
backward and forward on the bank before 
our tents, with a firelock on his shoulder, 
with the calm air of a sentinel, and with- 
out noticing the natives opposite. They, 
accordingly, also kept back, although one 
of them crossed to the bullock- driver, who 
was alone, watching the cattle on our left, 
and endeavoured to persuade him to go 
over the river with him. The whole at 
length disappeared without further parley. 
Under any other circumstances I should 
certainly have been willing to have met 
their civilities at least half-way, but re- 
cent events had weakened our confidence 
in the natives. When night came on we 
saw their fires behind the trees, at a little 
distance back from the river, and we also 
beard their voices ; but to complete the 
effect of our coolness in the evening, which 
certainly must have pussled them, consi- 
dering our kindness in the morning, I sent 
up a rocket, aAer which their very fires 
disappeared, and we heard their voices 
no more." 

By and by they recognised the 
park-like scenery which they had for- 
merly crossed on their advance* at a 
distance of about three miles from 
the old camp at Rodrigo Ponds. 

'* While I stood near this spot, attend- 
ing the arrival of the party, which was 
still at some distance, I overheard a female 
voice singing. The notes were pleasing, 
and very different from the monoton- 
ous strains of the natives in general. Just 
then I had been admiring the calm repose 
of the surrounding landscape, gilded by 
the beams of a splendid setting sun, and 
anticipating a quiet night for the party. 
The soft sounds, so expressive of tranquil- 
lity and peace, were in perfect unison with 
the scene around. Nothing could have 
been more romantic, nevertheless I could 
most willingly have dispensed with the ac- 
companiment at that time, so associated 
were all our ideas of the natives then with 
murder and pillage. When my men came 
up, I directed them to give a * hurrah,' in 
hopes that it would put the party, whoever 
they might be, to flight. Yet, after a cheer 
about as rough as English throats could 
well utter, the sweet strain, to my surprise, 
continued, 

« And bade the,k>vely tceoes at distance hail.* 
But this was not the song of ' hope,' 
but of despair, at least so it sounded to 
me under the circumstances, and so it 
really proved to be, as I afterwards ascer- 
tained. 

'* Men's voices were also heard, as we 
proceeded quietly to our old ground, and 
I could not help regretting that, after hav. 
ing given those natives on the Gwydir the 
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slip, and seen no other the whole day, we 
■hould again find the identical spot, where 
we were to pass the night, pre-occupied 
by natires. The parly set np their tents, 
and the song ceased, but I proceeded with 
Mr White towards the place whence the 
sounds came, and from which smoke arose. 
We there saw seyeral persons amid smoke, 
and apparently regardless of our presence ; 
indeed, their apathy, as compared with 
natives in general, was surprising. A 
young man continued to beat out a skin 
against a tree without caring to look at us, 
and as they made no advance to us, we 
did not go up to them. Mr White, on 
visiting their fires, however, at 10 p.m. 
found that they bad decamped. 

'* All this seemed rather mysterious, un- 
til the nature of the song I had heard was 
explained to me afterwards at Sydney by 
the bush-ranger, whom I visited in the hulk 
on my return. He then imitated the notes, 
and informed me that they were sung by 
females when moumbg for the dead; 
adding, that on such occasions it was usued 
for the relatives of the deceased to seem 
inattentive or insensible to whatever peo- 
ple might be doing around them. 

*' At the time, however, this behaviour 
of the natives only made us more on our 
guard, and impressed the men with a sense 
of the necessity for vigilance, especially 
during the night, when a watch was set 
on the cattle, and two men guarded the 
camp, while all the rest slept with their 
arms at hand.*' 

Such precautions were necessary, 
for they were followed on their route 
by a numerous tribe of natives. The 
main body, upwards of a hundred 
strong, continued to move parallel to 
it, and were eyed sternly by the party 
advancing towards the spot where 
were lying their wounded friends. As 
they approached the plains, they saw 
before them the signal- fires and smokes 
of other savages, who were, however, 
themselves hidden in the bush. The 
bold outline of the Nandawar range 
was a comfortable prospect, although 
they were still to investigate the par- 
ticulars of the tragedy which had been 
acted at this time. It was not till the 
18th of February that they once more 
traced the line of the water-course 
which had saved their lives, when they 
first providentially fell in with it just 
as the men were beginning to sink, 
overcome by extreme and long-conti- 
nued thirst. To them it had then 
been the happiest of camps, after such 
a deliverance, and now they were to 
witness in the same spot a scene of 
death. 



" A lonely cart, and two dead bodies 
covered by the remains of Mr Finch's 
equipment, now marked the spot where 
we had formerly encamped. The two bul- 
locks were no longer to be seen. The 
natives had revisited the spot, since Mr 
Finch last quitted it, and had carried off 
the remainder of the flour, and great part 
of the canvass of the tent. The bodies 
were covered by a pile of various articles, 
such as saddles, bows and yokes, harness, 
packsaddles, trunks, and cannisters, &c. 
The savages appeared to have been ignor- 
ant of the use of sugar, tea, and tobacco, 
articles which those aborigines nearer to 
our colony prefer to all other things. A 
large cannister of tea had been emptied 
on the ground, a similar cannister, more 
than half full of sugar, lay on its side, so 
that its contents were still good, the lids 
of both cannisters having been carried off. 
The whole stock of tobacco loy scattered 
about the ground, destroyed by the late 
rains. A spado, a steel-yard, and a ham- 
mer were left ; although iron had been so 
desirable that one of the iron pins of the 
cart was carried away. The two hair 
trunks belonging to Mr Finch, and which 
contained his clothes, papers, &c. remain- 
ed on the heap, uninjured and unopened, 
while the truly savage plunderers had car- 
ried off, apparently as stuff for clothing, 
the canvass of the tent. From these cir- 
cumstances it was obvious that the mur- 
derers were quite unacquainted with the 
colonists or their habits. 

'*' The bodies were now in the roost of- 
fensive state of putrefaction, and already 
so much decayed that we could not even 
distinguish the persons, except by the 
smaller frame of Bombelli. The body of 
the bullock-driver lay under the cart, 
where he had been accustomed to sleep ; 
that of Bombelli about four feet from it. 
No dress appeared to have been on either, 
besides the shirts, and one side of each 
skull was so shattered, that fragments lay 
about on removing these remains into a 
grave. It seemed most probable that the 
natives had stolen upon them when asleep. 

** I ought to state here, that Mr Finch, 
on first leaving the settled districts, had 
five men, two of whom having behaved ill, 
be had been obliged to send back to the 
colony. 

'* Having interred the bodies, we load- 
ed the cart with such serviceable articles 
as still remained, and yoking it to three of 
the horses which the men had brought, we 
returned towards the camp. By the smoke 
which arose from various parts we per- 
ceived that the aborigines were watching 
our proceedings, and I considered It de- 
sirable, under all circumstances, that we 
should return to the camp that night, al- 
though the distance w&s seventeen mliet. 
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«( Oo apprA^iag Uiam p^mains of Mr 
Finch's party in the moroing, I had pro^ 
c«ed«d under cover of ibo •crabs, that tho 
Datives might b« as little as possible aware 
of oar movement or intentions. We now 
returned towards our camp along the ori- 
ginal track, as being a direction not only 
the most favourable for the cart, but more 
eipediiiotts ; for, as the route was already 
marked, no further eare was necessary as 
to the line, and I could thus devote my 
whole attention to the natives who were 
about When we reached the head of the 
highest slopei near the place whence I first 
«aw these ponds, a dense column of smoke 
ascended from Mount Fraier« and, subse- 
quently, other smokes arose, extending in 
telegraphic line far to the south, along the 
base of the mountains, and thus communi- 
cating to the natives who might be upon 
our route homewards, the tidings of our 
return. These signals were distinctly seen 
by Mr White at the camp» as well as by 
us. 

f* The iUB set soon after we passed 
Mount Fraier, but, fortunatelyi not unUl 
woods no longer intervened between us 
and the camp. On that naked borison we 
might hope at length to see our fires, 
Although they were then nine miles distant; 
and I knew the bearing sufficiently well to 
be able to travel by compass nearly in their 
direction. A few bushes on the dark out- 
line of the borison were long useful,' as 
precluding the necessity for repeated re- 
ference to the compass in the dark ; but a 
dark cloud arose beyond and obscured the 
western horizon. Just then a good old 
pack-horse, named Rattler, knocked up, 
and I reluctantly gave orders to leave him 
behind, when Whiting, the old guardsman, 
volunteered to remain with him, and bring 
him on after be had rested : this, in the 
£sce of both hunger and danger, I duly 
appreciated, and remembered long after, 
to his advantage. We soon after ease 
upon some surfiue water, and refreshed 
the tired animals. Precisely at eight 
o'clock, as I had arranged with Mr White, 
a rocket aseended from the camp, and to 
OS was just perceptible, like a needle in 
the remote distance* That little column 
of fire, however, was enough to assure the 
fatigued men, and enable ne to mark two 
stars in the same direction, which guided 
me on towards the camp. At length we 
eould distinguish the large fires made there 
for the same purpose, and by ten. o'elock 
we terminated the arduous labours of the 
day, and I had the satisftiction to find that 
the party under Mr White had remained 
undistorbed. Two mote rodiets were af- 
terwards sent up for the guidaace of 
Whiting, and a huge fire was also kept 
buniiBg, vQtfli al 8 a*m., tho old soldier 



arrived saf^, brtnglqg up the old horsa, 
which after resting a while, and drinking 
at the water (found by Whiting as well as 
by us), had come on tolerably well." 

It WAS well that the party had been 
able to get on as thej did — fairly oat 
of those low levels and dense Bcmbsy 
where the natives had begun to hang 
about them like hungry wolves ; and 
the Mf^or says he could not reflect 
on what might have been the conse- 
quence, had they been delayed only 
one week longer there, without fbeling 

frateful for their providential escape, 
t was obvioiis that had they got fast 
in the mud, or hemmed in by inunda- 
tions, they might have been harassed 
on one side by the natives of the G wy- 
dir, and on the other by the pluuderers 
of Mr Finch*8 party, until they shared 
a similar fate. The rain had continued, 
for some days, to pour from a ^' sky 
that might have alarmed Noah,** and 
the ground had become a sea of mud. 
To a hill iu the neighbourhood b« 
gave the name of <« Mount Mud." 

On the aad February occurred tb« 
following unintelligible seeae — at the 
time unintelligible : — 

<< We had not advanced far heyoad the 
scene of that interviewi when I perceived 
a number of natives running before m^ 
along our line of route. I hastened after 
them, when I perceived several men ad<* 
vancing to meet me. They halted in a 
rather formal m^ner at some distance, and 
I iiext came upon their spears, which, with 
a stone hatchet, had been laid across 0|tr 
track. There I alighted from my horse, 
and proceeded slowly towards* them oa 
fbot, inviting them, as well as I could, te 
eome forward, and which they aeoordinglf 
did. Three men met me at half-way. 
One of these seemed rather old, anoth«r 
was very stout and fat, and the third had 
an intelligent countenance and thin person, 
being thickly covered with the most raised 
sort of scarifications, so much so indeed, 
that I was half inclined to think that the 
slight ness of his frame might be partly 
owing to the lacerations which covered it. 
Other members of the tribe soon came up, 
and as the carts by this time had arrived 
at the spears on the ground, I took one 
up, and explained to the natives that the 
wheels passing over would break them; 
still these strange people would not re- 
move them, and I concluded that this 
prostration of their weapons was intended 
to make ns acquainted with their friendly 
disposition towards ns. They began to 
call loudly to thehr gins, who stood aasem* 
bled under a large tree at some diatanf, 
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•od W0 plainly und«ntoed the invitatian 
of the men to visit these females. But 
the party was much more disposed to fight 
than to make love just then, and I have 
little doubt but that hy throwing a single 
spear the natives would have pleased them 
more than by all the civility they were 
evidently anxious to show us ; so ready 
were they at that time to avenge the late 
murders — when even the odour of corrup- 
tion still hung like a pestilence about the 
articles recovered from the plundered 
camp. The natives, however, perhaps out 
of pure cordiality, in return for our former 
disinlerested kindness, persisted in their 
endeavours to introduce us very particu- 
larly to their women. They ordered them 
to come up to the party, divested of their 
eloaks and bags, and placed them naked 
before us. Most of the men appeared to 
possess two, the pair in general consisting 
of a fat plump gin and one much younger. 
Each man placed himself before his gins, 
and bowing forward with a shrug, the 
hands and arms being thrown back point- 
ing to each gin, as if to say — Take which 
you please. The females, on their part, 
evinced no apprehensions, but seemed to 
regard us beings of a race so different, 
without the slightest indication of either 
fear, aversion, or surprise. Their looks 
were rather expressive of a ready acqui- 
escence in the proffered kindness of the 
men ; and when at length they brought 
a sable nymph vis-a-vis to Mr White, I 
could preserve my gravity no longer, 
and throwing the spears aside, I order- 
ed the bullock-drivers to proceed. I 
endeavoured to explain by gestures that 
two of our party had been killed by their 
countrymen, and pointed to the place, so 
that, as Mr White thought, they under- 
stood me. On seeing the party again ip 
motion, most of the natives disappeared, 
one or two only lingered behind trees, and 
it then occurred to me to offer them a 
small iron tomahawk in exchange for that 
of stone which lay beside the jipears. 1 
therefore sent Dawkins to them, to make 
a bargain if he could, but on going back 
he saw most of the natives running off with 
spears in their hands, and could not make 
his object understood by those who re- 
mained. The earth in this part of our old 
track had become very soft, and although 
the surface was undulating, it possessed a 
peculiar rottenness, so that where the 
upper crust bore me on horseback, the 
carts would suddenly sink to the axle. 
1 he horses at length began also to sink 
through the surface crust, and we were 
approaching a hollow which appeared like- 
ly to be still worse ; and when our wheel- 
carriages at length got quite fast, I recol- 
lected some gefftorea of the natives, and 



New Mouth Wales. 116 

now understood their meaning. They had 
pointed forward along the way we were 
pursuing, holding the hands af high as the 
breast, as if to show how deep ; and then 
to the eastward, as if to say — that direc- 
tion would be better. We were now 
forced to retrace our steps, and in follow- 
ing the direction indicated by the natives, 
we made a slight detour, thus avoiding 
the difficulty, and travelled over hard 
ground into our old track again. This 
useful information, given so kindly by these 
natives, convinced me that no treachery 
was intended ; although among the men 
who had so recently buried thehr comrades, 
I believe a different opinion prevailed." 



On the 26th, the party passed the 
old encampment beside '* the Bar- 
ber's'* stockyard near Tangulda, and, 
soon afterwards, met Mr Brown of 
Wallamoul and his stockman, on 
borsebaek, who had followed their 
track thus far, on the information of 
« Mr Brown," the native, and were 
proceeding to examine the << Barber s'* 
stockyard. They informed them that 
the native guide had confessed to them 
that his dread of the savage natives 
had induced him to return. Mr Brown 
overtook them again next day, and 
informed them that he had found va- 
rious brands of his cattle on portions 
of hide at the stockyard of that cele- 
brated bushranger. On the morrow, 
the ford of Wallanburra was the only 
stream that separated them from the 
Christian world. That once passed, 
they might joyfully bid adieu to pes- 
tilence and famine, the lurking savage, 
and every fiend of flood and field. 
Under the sense of perfect security 
once more, and relieved from thd 
anxiety inseparable from such a 
charge, every object within the coun- 
try of civilized man appeared, to the 
eyes of the Major, couieur de rose. 
After crossing the Peel, he left the 
party in charge of Mr White, and, at- 
tended only by his man Brown, com- 
menced his ride homewards through 
the woods, forwarding from Segenhoo 
to Government his official despatch, 
announcing the return of the party and 
the result of the expedition. 

On his arrival at Sydney, the Major 
found that his report of the course of 
the Peel and Nammoy coinciding, as 
notified in his first despatch, with the 
Barber's description of these rivers, 
had encouraged the Government to 
place considerable confidence in that 
worthy's story. It was now obvious. 
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however, that the account of his tra- 
vels beyond Tangulda was little else 
than pure invention. The Major ex- 
amined him in tlie hulk at Sydney, 
in the presence of the acting governor, 
and was quite satisfied that he had 
never been beyond the Nandawar 
range. The Barber thenceforth con- 
ceived a deadly hatred to the man who 
had been the means of thus saving his 
life, and afterwards, in a letter, couch- 
ed in the most grateful terms, offered 
to accompany the Major on his expe- 
dition to the interior in 1835, which 
offer the Major was inclined to accept, 
but Sir Richard Bourke, the Governor 
of New South Wales, who had heard 
from the Commandant of Norfolk 
Island, that a man named George 
Clarke, according to private informa- 
tion, intended some injury to Major 
Mitchell, appreciated the offer more 
judiciously, as events proved, and sent 
" the Barber" to Van Diemen's Land, 
where, as wo said before, he was soon 
after hanged. Had he gone with the 
Major he had miu-dered him ** to a 
moral." He was, says the Major, 
truly a man of remarkable character, 
and far before his follows in talents 
and cunning ; a man who, under fa- 
vourable circumstances, nnight have 
organized the scattered natives into 
formidable bands of marauders. 

Notwithstanding Major Mitchell's 
proofs, from experience, that the Bar- 
ber was an impostor, he so persisted in 
hb story of the "big river," that a 
party of mounted police, commanded 
by Captain Forbes, of the 30th regi- 
ment, again repaired to Nammoy, in 
search of a gang of bush-rangers, but 
not without hopes of finding the Kin- 
dur. That active and enterprising 



oflScer reached the Gwydir, in lat. 29° 
27' 37", long. 15(K> 5' ; and tracing up- 
wards its course or a branch, arrived 
near the western extremity of the 
Nandawar range, and ascended a hill 
named by him Mount Albuera. He 
proved that any large river flowing to 
the north-west must be far to the north- 
ward of latitude 29o. All the rivers 
south of that parallel, and which had 
been described by **the Barber" as 
falling into such a river as the '^ Kin- 
dur," have been ascertained to belong 
wholly to the basin of the Darling. 

The territory traversed by Major 
Mitchell was very eligible, on many 
parts, for the formation of grazing 
establishments ; as a proof of which, 
flocks of sheep soon covered the plains 
of Walluba, and the country round 
the " Barber's " stock-yard has ever, 
since the return of the expedition, been 
occupied by the cattle of Sir John 
Jamieson. At a still greater distance 
from the settled districts, much valu- 
able land will be found round the base 
of the Nandawar range. The re- 
gion beyond these mountains, or be- 
tween them and the Gwydir, is beau- 
tiful, and in the vicinity, or within 
sight of the high land, it is suflicient- 
ly well watered to become an impor- 
tant addition to the pastoral capabili- 
ties of New South Wales. 

In our account of this, his first ex- 
pedition, we have kept as closely as 
we coidd to Mayor Mitchell's own 
words, abridging his narrative ; and 
we shall follow the same method in 
our articles on his second and third, 
which are even more interesting and 
important, especially the third, con- 
taining his description of Australia 
Felix. 
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Thb progress of political events has 
served rally to Terifjr those apprehen- 
sioDSy and to justi^ those warnings, 
which on various occasions, with all 
the authority to be derived from expe- 
rience [of the pasty fortified with facts 
occuring every day, in respect of the 
foreign policy of the empire, have 
been stated and enforced in the co- 
lumns of this publication. To dignify 
that policy with the name of system, 
would be, if not an utter prostitu- 
tion, a gross misapplication of terms ; 
its course has been erratic and undisci- 
plined as the mind of its director. 
Swayed by vague impulse, by fitful 
caprice, by puerile antipathies, its ten- 
dency has been, and continues still to 
be, uncertain as the temperamental os- 
cillations of its author, and vain would 
be the attempt to predicate the policy 
of the morrow, from the fanciful indica. 
tion of that of to-dav. It would in 
truth be as idle to look for grapes from 
thistles, or wheat from tares ; for the Fo- 
reign Secretary, the master-mind that 
should be, but is not, is so purelv inno- 
cent of the first and elementary lessons 
of his art, that it would be miraculous 
indeed if he could master its more ab- 
struse problems. The man who, as we 
know, and have heretofore exemplified, 
is so entirely deficient in the ruder out- 
lines of geographical lore, as to be un- 
acquamted with the territorial limits or 
position on the map of the remarkable 
localities of states, can hardly be fitted 
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to comprehend, and still less to tteat 
scientincally, subjects of fiir more im* 
portant interest in the political and 
commercial 'sense. The treaty of 
Unkiar Skelessi is an imperishable mo- 
nument in proof of this deplorable igno- 
rance and absence of political forecast 
and geographical combination ; the 
Prussian Customhouse league would 
not have been existent at this moment 
had one frontier, and one central State 
of the States composing it, however 
small in extent, and insignificant in their 
populations, been secui^ by treaty, and 
so detached, as at the time was easily to 
be accomplished. But Liord Palmer- 
ston was as unconscious of the geqm- 
phical and relative bearings of the Ger- 
manic States, affected by, and now 
combined in the Union, as of the vast 
commercial interests involved in, and 
now sacrificed through his ignorance 
and rashness. To ^ vanquished by 
known and avowed rivals or foes, 
should be humiliation sufficient, but 
one wreath more bristles amidst the 
laurels of his Lordship — he is no less 
the victim of the political friends of his 
bosom, than of undisguised opponents. 
If by open foes he has been circumvent- 
ed, no less has he been betrayed and 
overreached by artful allies in whom he 
tn^ted. The work of pillage has been 
proceeding on all sides, as well by direct 
assault and battery, as by secret sapping 
and mining ; but of all wars, that of 
** war in disguise " is the most formid* 
2z 
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able, because the least prepared for. 
Such b the warfare now carrying on 
by France asainst this country — a war- 
fare singularly abetting the views, if not 
covertly concerted with Russia. Leav- 
ing for the present out of view other 
prominent features of this creeping and 
clandestine system of aggressive inroad, 
deferring to another account and the 
final babnce sheet the gigantic strides 
of French plunder and usurpation in 
Northern and Western An'ict^ let 
us sum up here only the story of 
French invasion and French aggression 
in America, North and South. The 
field of encroachment b vast and vari- 
oiUB,''bnt of the three quarters of the 
world where French aggrandisement 
has been at work, by fraud and false- 
hood first, and, as success emboldened, 
with front more hardy, throwing off the 
scarcely deceptive mask afterwards, and 
parading the resolve of force to main- 
tain, the concerns of <me quarter nt 
once will suffice to task sufficiently the 
lumper of oUr readers and our own pa* 
ti«nee. The scene of action even tnui 
drcumscribed, will serve to show, that 
however Louis Philippe may lack the 
Jio« heaH and eagle eye of Napoleon tlie 
.£inperor» he is noways behind liand in 
the crafl and cunmngof Bonaparte the 
Corsican. Ships, colonies, and com* 
merce, was the cry of Bonaparte; ships, 
xolonies, and conquests, the echo of the 
barricade Sovereign ; the insidious in- 
tent of one, as of the other, being to 
•ccomplish these objects at the expense 
of Great Britain^ and by indirectly 
warring on her commerce, to sap the 
foundations of her maritime preponde- 
lance. Hence this country is insidi- 
.ously attacked through the sides of its 
firmest allies and most gainful alliances. 
The blows ostensibly aimed against 
Mexico, Buenos Avres, and Brazil, are 
BO other than sidelong stabs, really 
meant for the most vital points of Bri- 
tish interest, whilst in all the underplot 
accessories of the same drama, the one 
great ruling feature of the finale is never 



lost sight of. Concurring circumstances 
are all but too favourable for the catas- 
trophe preparing afar off. Powerful and 
rival navies, created around us as if by- 
enchantment, and proudly careering 
over seas where once the British ens^os 
floatedsupremein unequalled and almost 
solitary grandeiu*, whilst the wooden 
walls of old England, which once at- 
tested the extent of her supremacy, and 
exacted homage to her dominion where- 
ever winds could waft or oceans bear 
them, are now laid up and rotting in 
ordinary — our proudest dock -yards so 
wasted of stores, andunreplenished, that 
not one solitary spar for a lower main- 
mast could recently be found in them 
to rig out the pleasure crafl of an ex- 
vice regal Whig functionary • — the 
once well-garnished rooms of our spa- 
cious arsenals so despoiled, bargained 
away ttr France, or shamelessly made 
away with to Spain, that it may be 
truly said, scarcely a musket remains to 
be shouldered, or a shot left in the 
locker^aU this with, to crown att, a 
Cabinet where, in its nine members} 
stand prominently personified indolencf 
and ignorance consummate, solemn 
pedantry and petulance in petto, up- 
start self-conceit and high-born arro* 
gance all*blustering, self-sufficiency idl 
smirking, and solid acres In all tbelr 
stolidity, the remnant of vigour on 
crutches, and of saintly talent ever- 
dozing — all this is indeed prophetic of 
wo to the land. Rottenness and cor- 
ruption are in the high places, and what 
hope of safety and deliverance in times 
coming can be hoped for from dupes and 
dottards, who have deceived none but 
their country, and served none but its 
foes. Such are the men wielding, or as- 
suming to wield, with puny hands, the 
energies of a great nation, under whose 
eyes, and in contempt of whose imbe- 
cility, a series of insults have b^n 
perpetrated, and actual hostilities com- 
menced, by the French upon Mexico, 
more unprovoked and flagrant tlian 
ever characterised even the most cruel 



* It Is a fact, that the Marquis of Anglesey having sprung, and wishing to replace 
the lower mainmaat of his yacht. In whioh he was about to make a pleasure voyage, put 
into Portsmouth, and afterwards into Plymouth, for the purpose. The dock-yards of 
both those parts were searched in vain by functionaries most anxious and obsequioas 
to oblige a great Whig Lord. He was obliged to stand over to a French port, where 
he was accommodated fbrthwith, and might have had spars of the sise requisite by the 
hundred. The facts are attested by the We$t of England Con$ervatip§, published at 
Plymouth and Davenport, a Journal of high reputation, and justly celebrated, im iasi for 
its peculiar sources of information, than lor the sphit and talent with which it is co«- 
•dmoted. 
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and capricious outbreak of Bonaparte pie of Mexico, in fact, had their glo- 



hicDself, with the single exception, per 
bapa, of that one act, more atrocious 
than all — tlie invasion of Spain. Let 
U9 add» that this Mexican outrage par- 
takes largely of a meanness never 
chargeable upon the France Imperial 
of Napoleon } in the shabby style of a 
shabby sovereign, to whom even am- 
1>ition is second to the base passion of 
money-getting, Louis Philippe has en-< 
grai'ted a pecuniary interest upon poli« 
Ucal designs — has raised a question 
and fixed the amount ^f damages in the 
tiames of individuals and subjects ; and 
should the cause be gained, he claims 
the repartition of the spoil, with a view 
to an appropriation of tbe lion's share 
to himself. The sum of damages ar« 
bitrariij laid is roundly taxed at 
600,000 hard dollars, of the various 
items composing which, some few are 
furnished with a certain detail, and the 
Mexicans required to take the rest on 
trust. It is indeed true, that the sys- 
tem of claims to indemnities did not 
originate with Louis Phdippe; — he 
only improved them at a monstrous 
rate of compound interest. The ac-i 
count commenced in 1828, and when 
first rendered, fell vastly short of the 
grand total now demanded. For non- 
payment of this, the Mexican ports are 
now blockaded, the Mexican territory 
about to be invaded, and though last, 
not of least consideration, British com- 
merce and property are sacrificed, or 
wantonly perilled, to the extent of mil- 
lions. Here indeed lies the hidden 
and the cliief, though unavowed incen- 
tive to the Mexican quarrel. To crip- 
ple as well as to humble Great Britain, 
whilst at the same time filling his cof- 
fers from the mines of Mexico, dra- 
gooning her into treaties of commerce 
on unequal terms, forcing markets for 
the manufactures, and aggrandising the 
marine of France — these form the art- 
fully woven meshes of the policy within 
the toils of which the cherished Down- 
ing Street hunter of Parisian salons lies 
pmlu-^hom which the less enervated 
Aitecs of the Cordilleras are hardily 
struggling to get free. In humble imi- 
tation of Louis Philippe Iiimself, let us 
take tbe money question first in order, 
and then the commercial and political. 
On the 4th of December, 1828, an 
msurrectioD of the masses was celebra- 
ted in Mexico, and a general sack Of 
property took place, known as the Sa^ 
•fuetf dsi Parian, The sovere^ pefh 



rious three days, as two years after- 
wards the good people of Paris had 
theirs; the which, if nothing else, 
should have created a fellow feeling in 
the breast of Louis Pliilippe. The 
account-current of damage then fur- 
nislied for pillage by eight French esta- 
blishments, amounted to 122,590 dol- 
lars, of which to the extent of no less 
than 74,800 dollars was claimed by 
one bookseller alone. Monsieur Hy- 
polite Seguin, the modest claimant for 
this moderate sum of about L. 16,500 
in the article of books, admitted, with 
edifying candour, that proofs he had 
none to establish the fact of the loss 
in detail, for the plunderers had done 
him the good turn of carrying off* his 
books of account, along with his other 
matters in the book way. Now, taking 
an average of French books at four 
shillings the volume, which, to those 
who know any thing of the base qua- 
lity of the article in general, wheitier 
as regards the wretchedness of the 
paper, the miserable type, or the sort 
of works exported . from, or indeed 
published in France, must appear a 
ni^h average. The sum quoted for 
this book pillage would represent a 
library of about 82,000 volumes ; ac« 
cording to which, the people of the 
city of Mexico must be admitted not 
only not to be the barbarians the 
French would now make them, but to 
possess a passion so extraordinary foir 
learning, that they actually gorged 
themselves with hterature. The dif- 
ference between the mobs of Paris and 
Mexico was therefore immense, but 
the balance of civilisation and taste 
was all in farour of the half-chid sava- 
ges of the Andes. The Parisian li- 
berty boys, as we can testify, were 
solely occupied, during their three 
days of robbery and riot, with the 
sack of palace and private house trap- 
pings, and tbe weU- garnished tiDs of 
shopkeepers — with charing out restau- 
rateurs, iron-grated bakeries, and 
wine shops. Such was the lack of 
relish for literary plunder, that shortly 
afterwards, during another glorious 
emeuts, we ourselves witnessed, with 
pain indescribable, the splendid and 
plenteously-fumished library of the 
Archbishop of Paris contemptuously 
pitched out of the windows into the 
Seine, whose cdurse It choked up, al- 
though the jolly brutes, less lettered 
than those of Mexico, were specially 
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coiAenradve^ for their own use, of the 
Archbishop's larder and wine cellar. 
The book-damage case of M. S^uin, it 
will be seen/was preposterous enough, 
and he must have reconciled tlie esti- 
mate to his conscience by tailing the 
books according to weight, on the 
Prussian Custom-house system, his 
trumpery stock of stale Paris shop- 
keepers beii^ placed in the scales, 
and weight for weight reduced into 
golden onzas at par. Finding in the 
GoTemment a disposition to entertain 
the question of these exorbitant claims, 
subject of course to a preliminary pro- 
cess of examination, another smaller 
batch of indemnity demands was pain- 
fully got up seTen montlis afterwards, 
for 80,500 dollars, followed in two 
months more by another list of less 
voracious, or more bashful blood- 
suckers, for other 15,317 dollars. In 
this state was the indemnity question 
at the appearance on the scene of Ba- 
ron Deffandb, the new Plenipoten. 
tiary of France, who, in a note to the 
Mexican Foreign Secretary, dated the 
19th of January, 1836, pressing for a 
settlement, stated the sum total at 
168,378 dollars. During eight years, 
therefore, the amount and the number 
of claims remained stationary, from 
which it is fair to conclude that, du- 
ring the interim, French residents had 
no peodiar causes for complaint. 

With the advent of Baron De£&n- 
dis, however, a change came over the 
spirit of the times ; grievance monger* 
ing under such auspices was a traffic 
too gainful to be confined to the Se- 
euins— more lucky riots occurred in 
Idexico — a brace of French buccaneers 
were shot at Tampico — some French 
smugglers were caught in the exercise 
of their honest craft, and the contra- 
band property seized at Mazatlan— 
othertimel^inddents felloutat'Tehuan- 
tepee, Oajaca, and Orizava, so that, 
upon the whole, a goodly supplement 
to the Seguin catalogue was m course 
of less than two years scraped tose- 
ther, and without troubling himself or 
annoying the government with a bill of 
all particulars, the Baron at once, by a 
process of arithmetic all his own, sum- 
med up and sent in a total demand for 
600,000 dollars, to be paid down on 
the nail without question or demur, 
not to the parties complaining, but to 
the French treasury; for, says the 
agent of the craily and money-griping 
Jrfouis Philippe, •• the govenunent of 



the king reserves to itself the liquida- 
dation of the 600,000 dollars, as also 
the division thereof amongst the French- 
men who have been sufferers in the 
Mexican territory,'* &c. Nothing, we 
apprehend, could well be more conclu- 
sive of the real opinion entertained of 
the equity of the grossly fraudulent 
claims than this impudent intimation of 
a design to sliare with the robbers* if 
not to appropriate the whole of Uie 
spoil. It forms truly a melancholy 
exhibition of the degraded state of po- 
litical morality in France. 

It is far beyond our purpose, and 
would be of our limits, to examine in 
detail such items or pretensions as are 
adduced by the French envoy in part 
justification only of the solid mass of 
mctalico nroposed to be abstracted 
from the Mexican mint, and transfer- 
red to the treasury of Louis Philippe ; 
but the dissection of a few will suffice 
for the character of the whole, with 
scarcely more than one exception, and 
that is in the case of five Frenchmen 
cruelly murdered during some tumults 
at Atenzingo in 1833, the atrocious 
perpretators of which could not be 
sufficiently disentangled from out the 
mob, and therefore the ends of justice, 
notwithstanding every exertion on the 
part of the Mexican authorities, were 
defeated. In behalf of the fiunilies of 
the victims a pecuniary mulct of 
15,000 dollars is claimed, the equity of 
which there is little reason to dispute. 
But whilst admitting this, what must 
be thought of another item of 20,000 
dollars ; at which the lives of two French 
pirates are charged in the same ac- 
count? The sufferers at Atenzingo 
are represented as honest industrious 
artizans or mechanics, who perished 
during a sudden outbreak of a misled 
popuuu^e against foreigners ; the crime 
&>isited at the rate of 3000 dollars 
each honest head only ; but a deodand 
is levied at the rate of 10,000 dollars 
per head of two notorious fireebooters 
and assassins taken in' the act. The 
facts of the case of these men were 
notorious to all Mexico ; all the au- 
thentic documents and examinations 
were in the' hands of the French en- 
voy, so that not a shadow of doubt 
could rest upon it ; yet not only are 
these murderous robbers and ruffians 
elevated into martyrs, but their lives 
valued at more tKan three times the 
price of reallv unoffending subjects, ac- 
cording to the moral code of Louis 
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Philippe their mutual sovereipi ! The 
following is a brief recapitulation of the 
incidents of the Tampico grievance. 
In December, 1835, a small American 
bark from New Orleans, having on 
board a body of adventurers, brought 
to off Tampico, and having reason 
to know that the castle of the port was 
poorly garrisoned, and the town open 
and undefended by troops, a landing was 
effected, and the place assaulted. The 
inhabitants, however, took up arms, 
and with the help of the few troops 
there repulsed the assailants, who hasti- 
ly retreated, leaving twenty-eight pri. 
soners in the hands of the Mexicans, 
all foreigners, and among them the two 
Frenchmen in Question. They were 
of course all tried before a military tri- 
bunal, according to military law, con- 
demned, as was inevitable, and shot. 
The vessel in which they were em- 
barked sailed under no fl£^ ; on land- 
ing they fought under none ; they had 
forfeited therefore all rights as subjects 
of a friendly state, even if those rights • 
had not been lost by the act of carry- 
ing arms against a country with which 
their own was at peace, according to 
the French civil code itself, (Art. 21, 
sec. 1. cap. 2. vol. i.) All the docu- 
ments relative to the landing, the as- 
sault, the capture, the trial before a 
tribunal, presided over by the general 
commanding in these parts, though not 
at the action, assisted by an assessor, 
were duly laid before the French en- 
voy, authenticated throughout by the 
requisite formalities and parties, and 
yet this man had the hardihood to as- 
sert in his ultimatum that no satbfac- 
tory explanation of the proceedings had 
been furnished. With remarkable as- 
surance he descants therein upon <' the 
butchery at Tampico in 1835, wherein 
twenty-eight foreigners, amongst whom 
were two Frenchmen, made prisoners 
by the Mexican troops, in conseauence 
of an attack which they meditated upon 
the territory of the Republic, in favour 
of the Tejanos, were put to death a 
few days afterwards, in a yard, where 
they were surrounded and shot like 
wild beasts, and without the Mexican 
Government, up to the present mo- 
ment, nearly two years that France has 
solicited, being able to show by virtue 
of what law, nor according to what 
judicial formality, they had been sen- 
tenced and executed." 

The defence of the Frenchmen on 
trial was that they were engaged at 



New Orleans to join the expedition^ 
upon the understandmg tiiat it was 
destined for Texas; and once on boards 
were compelled by their comrades, 
when off Tampico to accompany them 
to the assault. Such a defence was 
untenable on that or any ground. 
Texas was a province of Mexico, al- 
though in a state of insurrection — a fact 
of which they did not pretend igno* 
ranee. The truth, however, was, and 
they must have known it, that it was 
no better than a marauding expedition 
on the hunt for chances of plunder. 
Megia, under whose orders the^ were, 
was an expelled rebel. Tampico was 
selected as the point of attack, not 
onlpr because ill-prepared and unsus- 
picious of danger, but because the 
brigands had notice, that by yarioua 
conductas from the interior and the 
mines a vast treasure was accumulat- 
ed there, estimated at 4 or 500,000 
dollars in specie, the far larger portion 
of it British property, waiting the ar- 
rival of the first packet for transmis* 
sion to England. Such are the parti- 
culars of the so called ** butchery of 
Tampico," and such a faithful versioii 
of the story and the exit of the two 
French pirates Demonssent and Sans- 
sier. Let the common sense and com- 
mon honesty yet to be found in the 
world decide upon the scandalous per- 
yersion of truth, and the insolent dis* 
regard of the rights of an independent 
state, evinced in this single transac- 
tion on the side of the French govern- 
ment. It is singular, that with respect 
to the fate of the other twentv-six 
foreigners, associated in the free- 
bootinff foray, no complaint has been 
uttered by the States of which they 
were born subjects, and the cause is 
clear; their crimes had disqualified 
them from die privileges of birthright, 
had erased them from the category of 
nationality and citizenship, as in the 
case of the two Frenchmen . If compen- 
sation were justified in the one instance, 
80 it must be in the other, so that at the 
rate of 10,000 dollars a head, Mexico 
shouldbecalled upon for 260,000,dollars 
more — at such a rate, not even the 
mines of Mexico in most splendid ban' 
anza could satisfy the endless drain. 
The .United States alone might prefer 
claims far more just for embattled dti. 
zens slain fighting under the insui^nt 
flag of Texas. We cannot conclude 
our notice of this flagitious afiTair with- 
out the expression of our admiration 
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at this sudden tenddraess of Louis 
Philippe for the lires and fortunes of 
his lieges, even in the character of pi- 
rates. Time was when he was too 
happy to effect a. riddance of them by 
transporting them to scenes of inevit- 
able "butchery" at his own special 
charge. We ourselves saw these miser- 
able dupes in 1830 by hundreds and 
thousands ranged and crowded in the 
Place Vendome at Paris, from whence* 
each man with his ticket of free fare 
and quarters, they were deported by 
diligence and post to the frontiers of 
Spain and to Belgium, where they 
were **shot like wUd beasts" without 
any remonstrance, or demand of com- 
pensation. 

After a patient and unbiassed inves- 
tigation of all the other catalogue of 
French grievances, we are compelled 
to pronounce them nearly all, upon 
the evidence of documents of unques- 
tionable authority, and from a fair coU 
lation oflhe testimony adduced by each 
of the parties to the suit, in a greater 
or less degree, false, groundless, and 
wholly uDJustiHable, as in the one case 
detailed. In their several shades they 
partake eminently of the character of 
the actual government of France. 
•When not far-fetched and frivolous, 
they are characterised by unscrupu- 
lous rapacity and sordid love of lucre 
y — fraud and force are the elements of 
which they are combined and by which 
enforced. It is throughout, the old 
story of the wolf bent upon quarrel 
with his powerless neighbour drinking 
At the same stream lower down, but 
accused and devoured for troubling 
the upper waters. We might rest 
here and content ourselves with the 
sample, not culled from, but a fdr 
token of the sack. A few more ex- 
amples, however, may be briefly cited, 
as being richly instructive ; and from 
these various French grievances may 
justly be concluded ab uno disee om- 
nes. 

When Baron DefTandis advertised 
for " grievances," they were, of course, 
not long in forthcoming ; Seguin, the 
fortunate bookseller, with his monster 
grievance of 74,000 dollars, was a 
splendid vanguard for hungry fol- 
lowers. One French shopkeeper, who, 
during a tumult, had a few panes of 
glass broken, furnislied the Baron with 
a crnnpte rendee forthwith for 2500 
dollars. Three Frenchmen, named 
Goufjon, and two brothers Baillys, 



laid a claim for 6000 doBars of loss 
for the imprisonment of one night and 
forced journey back from Tehuante- 
pee to Oajaca. Their tale was that 
their visit to the former place had for 
object the purchase of incUgo, by which 
profit would have been made to the 
extent. The facts proved hy the au- 
thorities of the district, and the sub- 
scribed certificate of various parties^ 
among others, of some of their own 
more respectable countrymen resident, 
were, that two of them left Oajaca, 
where they never had carried or pos- 
sessed property, in debt ; & Monsieur 
Salmon (French trader) stathig that he 
had advanced them on loan thirty-three 
dollars (1) for the journey or escape. 
They all arrived at Tehuantepee with 
no more effects than the clothes on 
their backs— /i la Ugera sin nuts equU 
page que la ropa de carmno que iVetw- 
banpuesta, says one of the certified do- 
cuments. They arrived in Tehuantepee 
hi July : the Indigo crop is not got in 
till August and September, and not 
ready for sale before September and 
October. In fine, it was more than 
partially proved, besides, that their 
mission to that city was to intrigue in 
favour of the Mestecas, a body of in- 
surgents then in possession of Oajaca, 
the chief of whom lived in the house of 
the French Consul there, firom whence 
these men were seen to take their de- 
parture. Another of the Baron's re- 
tinue of claimants presented a demand 
for 30,000 dollars on account of a 
seizure of thirty bars of silver, the ex- 
portation of which in that state is pro- 
hibited by law, whilst in the act of 
smuggling them on board a vessel at 
Magattand. One other, and almost 
the most magnificent ingredient in 
Baron Deffandis*s cauldron of griev- 
ances, and we have done. In the 
suburbs of Mexico city there is a plea- 
sant village called Tacubaya, where 
the citizens are used to recreate on 
saints' days, dias de uno 5 dos cruees, 
and holidays. There a French pastry- 
cook bad his quarters, and regaled all 
who chose to pay with cUt^ bong* 
bans, and other patisserie. On the 
occurrence of some intestine broils, 
the troops of Santa Anna entered 
Tacubaya and made free with the 
pastelerd's bonS'bons — in fine, they eat 
him np,but made li^ht of the reckon- 
ing. Monsieur the Patissier brought 
his case, upon invitation, before bis 
compatriot the Baron, and bashfully 
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lamped his grieyance in one line of 
20,000 dollars, say upwards of L.4000. 
Sach a pastelero, it is clear, could not 
be matched either in London or Paris. 
Ounter to him was as .Lillipot to 
Brobdignagy as Jack to the Og^re. As* 
snming that btms-boru in Tacnbaja 
are inlaid with dollars, 20,000 of them 
would be a tolerable stock ; but taking 
an average*-a rery large one — of 
sixpence per bon-bon, the Frenchman*s 
stock in hand must have amounted to 
160,000. Such a stock must haye 
required all Tacubaya to hold, even if 
part of the city of Mexico itself were 
not hired by way of depot. It is evi- 
dent the Mexican soldiers were forced 
to eat in self-defence, and as the only 
way of getting daylight to their quar- 
ters. And yet some worthy friends 
of ours, who often lounged to Tacu- 
baya, partook of the bons-bons, and 
well remember the white-capped cook, 
declare that pasieies, utensils in 
trade, cap and all, would have been an 
exorbitantly dear bargain at 500 dol* 
lars, nay, some say at 100, or from 
L.20 to L.IOO. How the partnership 
stands between the Baron, Louis Phi- 
lippe, and the pastry-eook, does not 
appear, but it may be presumed the 
latter will only be junior partner in 
the dividend. 

The case of Buenos Ayres is more 
shortly told. No pretext for one sin- 
gle dollar of money-claim could be 
found or forged, but careful forecast 
was exercised for the possible contin- 
gency of future and more fortunate 
ingenuity, by the following among 
other articles, constituting the ultima- 
tum of Admiral and negotiator Le 
Blanc for the redress of French griev- 
ance by Buenos Ayres : 

'* ArUcIe 2. That it (Boenos Ayres) 
should acknowledge in the French Go- 
Temment the right to reclaim indemni- 
ties in favoor of the Trench, who may have 
suffered unjustly in their persons or pro- 
perty in consequence of acts of the ArgeiH 
tine government.'* 

The avowed grounds of quarrel 
with Buenos Ayres are twofold only. 
First, that French subjects were with- 
out cause and illegally held in prison ; 
and secondly, that considerable num- 
bers of them were actually serving 
compulsorily in the army and militia. 
Both facts were strenuously denied ; 
but in order to place those ofiBdal 
denegations beyond the possibility of 



cavfl, retnras were ordered from all 
the departments of justice, of the ma- 
rine, of the army, and of the militia, 
separately by prisons, by vessels, and 
by regiments, of the number, names, 
and particulars of each Frenchman so 
serving, or incarcerated. Those re- 
turns are before us, but much too 
niunerous and long for detailed refer- 
ence. The following summary, con- 
tained in a reply to the accusation by 
General Rosas, the Governor, embo- 
dies the substance, and was so conclu- 
sive that even Admiral Le Blano Was 
compelled to a retractation, declaim 
though shuffling :— > 

" In the prisons of the city, and in those 
of the cooDtry districts of this prorince, 
there are only two Frenchmen, vis. Peter 
Jnsson, a sailor, guilty of a murder be 
perpetrated on the person of Matlas Ca> 
nete, en board the smack Atalaya, belong- 
ing to Mr Frands Castellote, who was 
sentenced by the Superior Tribunal of 
Justice, on 29th of November, ultimo |. 
and Peter Larie, suttler, in one of the ea^ 
eampments of the frontiers of this province, 
sued criminally, as transgressor of the 
existing regulations that govern in it 
with regard to the discipline and good 
order of the troops, who, according to 
his own confession, had stolen a sum of 
paper money belonging to his protector } 
and who is also presumed to have thus 
behaved respecting other sums, the ori- 
gin of wUdi he has not justified, in cir- 
cumstances that different robberies had 
been committed in said encampment ; 
and who was sentenced to prison for six 
months thai expire on l^th inst. 1 can- 
not do Your Excellency the great injus- 
tlee to think that you refer yourself to 
these criminals, on stating that I detain is 
the prisons your Excellency*s fellow- 
countrymen. But who can these be, since 
there are none detained either in the pub- 
lic prisons or at the soldiers* barracks? 
And, after duly consicfering this, where 
exists the irony or malevolence? Let 
Your Excellency decide it. 

** That I detain in the militia Your 
Excellency's fellow-countrymen I This ia 
another mistake with which the good faith 
of Your Excellency has been imposed upon. 
In the regular army and in the flIiHila 
there is no Frenchman destined to the ser- 
Vlee of arms ; nor are there any summon- 
ed by the Commanders of the different re- 
giments to perforin it, although, trjrthe 
laws of the country, they Can be compelled 
to it. Those who are serving at present 
aid six ; five volunteers, including an offi- 
cer, and another, who in the yeai 1635 
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was taken up in the country for a 
▼agrant, without any known occupation, 
and respecting whose destination the Go* 
vemment has not as yet given any resolu- 
tion. Even said murderer, Peter Ju8«on» 
sentenced by the Superior Tribunal of 
Justice to the navy of this republic for four 
years on allowance, and without pay, and 
placed at the disposal of Government on 
2d of December, ultimo, has not been des- 
tined by this Government to the service of 
arms, although the culprit himself has so* 
Melted it/ 

The folloMring condensed statement 
of minor g^evances may be advanta- 
geously borrowed from the Times, in 
its " money article i**-^ 

« Another grievance complained of was 
in the instance of a man named Lavie, 
messman to a canteen under the orders of 
Colonel Ramirez. Complaints having been 
made of great abuses and robberies of the 
clothing of the troops, a general search of 
every person was ordered, which he vio- 
lently resisted. The result was that on ex- 
amination of his trunk, 900 dollars were 
found, which he confessed having robbed 
his master of, besides 500 dollars more 
he had sent away, upon which he was ar- 
rested and sent to prison. The Flrench 
Consul contended for his immunity firom 
search and Imprisonment as a French dti- 
sen. So also a man named Desporey was 
daimed as a French subject, although he 
had been thirty years in the country, was 
married to a native, had a family, and 
been duly naturalised. He had amassed a 
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considerable pr<^rty, and the Consul do. 
nied his liability, notwithstanding all these 
circumstances, to serve like other citisena 
in the militia.'* 



The succeeding extract from the 
same paper^ shows how the contagion 
infects downwards from the high 
places— how the money- meanness of 
the soTcreign descends among his 
humblest functionaries :— i 

" By far the most glaring impropriety 
alleged against the French Consul was, 
however, the fact that he was in the haMt, 
for a trifling gratuity, of granting certifi- 
cates of origin or of citixenship to persons 
of whatever nation. To such a scandalous 
extent had this t)een carried, as it is as- 
serted, that the Sardinian Consul on bis 
arrival had had bitter disputes with him 
about it, for on entering upon the duties 
of his consulship he found almost all the 
subjects of his sovereign certified by the 
F^ch Consul as French subjects." 

The French Consul played the part 
at Buenos Ayres of Baron Deffaudis 
at Mexico. He bullied and advertised 
for wrongs in the character of an 
authorized diplomatist ; yet, so far dif- 
ferent from the Baron^ refused to pro- 
duce any credentiak of the character 
he assumed. 

To demonstrate bow methodically 
the goremment went to work in the 
yerification of facts, we subjoin the 
following return of prisoners confined : 



" StATBMSNT of FoREIONBaS DETAINED IN THE PuBUC PbISON. 



British. 

j John Burata, or Belar, March 20th, 1837. 
Jan. 27th, 1838. 
March 26th, 1838. 
May 20th, 1888. 



At the disposal of Government, . 

\ Laurence Bute, , 
At the disposal of the Judge Df Garcia, Francis Tracy, 
At the disposal of the Judge Dr Cardenas, William Wasten, . 

French. 
Atth.di.po«lofGoy.nnne»t, . {^•[^J,^;, ; 

Prussian. 
At the disposal of the Judge Dr Cardenas, Rrands Pacheeo, 

Portuguese. 

At the disposal of the Judge Dr Garcia, Custodio Femandei, Jan. 18th, 1836. 
Buenos Ayres, March 31st, 1838. 

Antonia Tejsdor. 
Duly compared, Maza.*' 



Oct 22d, 1837. 
Dec 17th, 1836. 



Feb. 15th, 1838. 
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With the explanations so unreser- examination, 
vedly afforded} Admiral Le Blanc 
could do no less than express his con- 
tentment; and, accordingly, he thus 
addresses General Rosas on the 12th 
of April, 1838, dated off Monte Vi- 
deo: — 

'* E a dej^ effaci deux de mes recla- 
mations par des fails aceomplis r^cemment: 
le premier est le jugement du Sieur Pierre 
Lavie ; le second le renvoi de la milice 
des Fran9ai8, qu*on y avait enroll conlre 
leur Yolont^. Je n*ai done plus k pr^tendre 
aujourd-hui que yons detenezin justement 
mes compatriotes dans vos prisons ou dans 
totre milice ; car je ne compr^nais pas 
dans cette expression ceux qui s'y sont en- 
rolls volontairement. II ne me reste plus 
& demander que des garantl^s contre le re- 
tour d'actes qui pourraient se renouveller 
et motiver de la part du Gouvernement 
Fran9ais de semblables reclamations.*' 

It will be remarked, however, by 
^hat a miserable subterfuge he here 
gets rid of his former unfounded ac- 
cusation, that " numbers'* of French- 
men were compulsorily serving in the 
militia. He speaks of the renvoi or 
release of those so enrolled, as if the 
fact were so, and the Government had 
yielded a contested point. It has been 
shown that there was not a man so 
released, because not one compulsorily 
enrolled. And yet, professing satis- 
faction with the objects conceded or 
attained, the blockade of Buenos Ay res 
was continued and exists to this day. 
The key-note is changed, to avoid 
coming tp terms ; the cry now is, 
" guarantees against the repetition of 
acts," the non-existence of wliich is 
clearly enough developed by the con- 
clusive nature of the proof adduced. 
. The quarrels evidently are, in all 
their circumstances, so strained and 
unseasonably forced by a false hot- 
house process, that an arriere pensee, 
as the French have it, is transparent 
to the most superficial observer. In 
the cases of Mexico and Buenos Ay res 
the grand point of difference has been 
yielded ; but, so far is this from leading 
to an accommodation, that difficulties 
are only increased, and new preten- 
sions laboriously created. Mexico, 
after vainly praying an impartial re- 
ference — a mixed commission, first 
of Mexicans and French, and, on 
refusal of this, reference to an impar- 
tial foreign umpire — actually consent- 
ed to admit the 600,000 dollars of in- 
demnity extortion, without proof or 
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As in the instance of ' 
Buenos Ayres, this concession only 
raised the market of demand against 
them. Baron Deffandis had a long 
list of other claims, not ranging in the 
same category, as he says, all produ- 
cible on occasion, and apparently in- 
definite. Let us compare one of these 
claims in behalf of Frenchmen with 
their own practice towards other peo- 
ple. Baron Deffandis to Mexico :— 

" dd and lastly, Never to lay the smallest 
tax upon the legal privilege which the 
French have ever enjoyed, up to the pre- 
sent moment, of carrying on a retail trade, 
in like manner to the natives, without pre- 
viously granting them sufficient indem- 
nity." 

French liberal practice is thus com- 
memorated by a correspondent of the 
Age ;— 

Souloffne, Oct. 12. 

*' Let those who remember what Bou- 
logne really was, only twenty years ago, 
look to the present flourishing condition 
of the town, and ask themselves by what 
has its prosperity been promoted ? The 
simple and the obvious answer must be — 
the gullibility and prodigal an li- patriotic 
liberality of John BulL The English have 
raised Boulogne from the state of a small 
fishing port to that of a large, opulent, and 
fashionable watering-place; and yet, in 
requital of their bounty, the Government 
of France and the native inhabitants of 
Boulogne are at this moment endeavour* 
ing to crush every public establishment 
conducted by Englishmen. 

** Perhaps the greatest accommodation, 
of late years, tecured to our countrymen, 
who spend their incomes in this town, was 
that aflbrded by Bousfield's Library and 
Marine Reading Room, which not only 
afforded them a pleasant and convenient 
rendesvous, but put them in early posses- 
sion of all English intelligence, by laying 
before them the principal Metropolitan and 
Provincial Journals of England. And yet 
the Proeureur du Boi has suddenly re- 
solved upon enforcing a most illiberal law, 
which excludes all * foreigners* from car- 
rying on trade in France, 

** A worthier man, or a man more re- 
spected by all who have had dealings with 
him than Bousfield is, can scarcely be 
found in France ; and yet he has been 
pounced upon in the most wanton and 
despotic manner, and compelled to close 
hit establishment at a few hours* notice. 
The hardship of the case is, that he has 
been allowed to establish himself here at 
an enormous outlay of capital, to expend 
considerable sums of money in the im. 
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proToment and decoraUon of faUi prem{86§« 
and to carry on his business for upwards 
of two years ; and then, without the sha- 
dow of a cause of complaint, without even 
a pretext of his having in any way incurrad 
the displeasure of the local authorities, he 
is commanded to shut his shop, under a 
penalty of a fine of five hundred franet, 
iMscompanied by the compulsory destruc- 
tion of his establishment. This, to a young 
man not long established in business — or 
indeed to a man under any circumstances, 
must be ruinous. The blow is aimed, not 
at him exclusirely, but at the people of 
England in generaL" 

We noticed claims urged by Baron 
Deffandis as classed by him under 
another head still. Here we present 
a spice of his ultimatum referring to 
this other and separate category. For 
upstart arrogance and insolence, coarse 
as cowardly, there exists no counter- 
part to it that we know of. The 
600,000 dollars positive, and the thrice 
600,000 in the back-ground and un- 
specified category, all conceded, will 
go, it is certain, but a small way to- 
wards the actual conclusion of strife* 
Thus dictates his high behests, this 
courteous and temperate official : 

** The General Gregorio Gomez, who 
ordered the assassination of the two French- 
men, Demoussent and Sansieu, in Tarn- 
pico, shall be dismissed, and shall pay an 
indemnification of twenty thousand dollars 
to the families of the two victims. 

*• The Colonel Pardo, commandant of 
Colima, guilty of an attempted assassina- 
tion, accompanied with dangerous wounds, 
on the person of the Senor Giraud Du- 
long, shall be dismissed ; and the indemni- 
ty of nine thousand six hundred and sixty 
dollars, demanded by this Frenchman, 
shall be delivered to him. 

" The Senor Tamayo, Judge de Letras, 
in Mexico, for the illegal, iniquitous and 
atrocious sentence which perversely he 
passed against the Senor Pitre Lcmoine, 
shall be dismissed. This Frenchman shall 
be immediately set at liberty, and an in- 
demnification of two thousand dollars shall 
be paid to him for the prolonged deten- 
tion, completely unjust, which he has suf- 
fered, and the bad personal treatment 
which he so vilely has been made to en- 
dure in his confinement, since the sen- 
tence given by the Senor Tamayo, in July 
last. 

An indemnity of fifteen thousand dol- 
lars shall be paid to th^ families of the 
Frenchmen, for their unpunished assassi- 
nation at AtenXingo. 

** The indemnities stipulated in this ar- 
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tide, are to be comprehended in the totsl 
demand of the sum of six hundred tboa* 
sand dollars, which are eontained in the 
first article. 

*' The right, most certainly, and petlii^ 
the duty of the undersigned, would be to 
require the punishment — 

*' Of the Governor of Tehnantepee, for 
the multitude of injustices committed l» 
him against the French, and his inhuman 
conduct towards the Senores BaiUy and 
Gourjon. 

'* Of the Governor of TamauUpaa, for 
his provoking partiality in the odioos affair 
of the Senor Duranton. 

'* Of the Counterfitting Officers, who 
contrived all the persecutions directed 
against the Senor Le Don. 

*' Of the Judge Zosaya, for a multitude 
of oppressive and arbitrary acts, aa also for 
his habitual insolence towards the . 
tion of the King. 

'* Of the Judge AhUorre, for the inai. 
doous arrest of the Senor Burgos, and the 
unjust exactions carried into effect upott 
the Senor Simeon. 

" Of the Alcalde of Mezioo, guilty of 
the innovation and savage destructioii of 
the lawful and useful establiahment of th« 
Senor Duval : and 

** Of several others, in fine. 

" But the undersigned is desirous *of 
availing himself, while he can, of the qualiil* 
ed latitude permitted him, by the Govern- 
ment of the King, upon the subject : be 
does not wish to create any incumbrance 
to the Mexican Administration, and he 
confines himself to the requesting the 
punishment (very moderate) of these men, 
whose barbarous conduct is so widely se- 
parated from the principles of justice, of 
morality, and of civilization, that even the 
Mexican Journal has thought it proper to 
designate one of them, very recently, and 
who has not complained of the quaUflea- 
tion, with the epithet of— -the monster 
with a human i^." 

With the exception of Atenzlngo, 
all the cases here referred to present 
the same features of atrocious exag- 
geration and absolute falsification as 
those cited before with proof and de- 
tail. It is edifying to see the small 
satellite of Louis Philippe quoting the 
journals against the objects of his ven- 
geance. Will his master thank him 
for taking certificates of character 
from such a source ? Will that mas- 
ter be content to take his own portrait 
as daily sketched by the press demo- 
cratic or Carlist of Paris, and hang it 
up in the salons of the Tuileries, as 
the most faithful resemblance of the 
original ? Why, beside the Ethlop 
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caricature, tbe Mezioan would start 
from his riyal canyas blanched and 
pure as the driven snow. 

The money grierances, laboriously 
fabricated as they are, with the mon« 
strous interferences growing out of 
them, with the rights and liberties of 
the free citizens of a free stafe, are, 
after all, a preliminary coyer only for 
other pretensions of a higher cast, for 
securing to France an ascendency of 
political interest, and a monopoly of 
commercial advantages. Tbe abso- 
lute claim of right on behalf of French 
subjects to settle as retail dealers in 
any part of Mexico, with tbe same 
privileges as Mexicans themselves, is 
one of these. It was enjoyed on 
sufferance previously, liable to with- 
drawal at pleasure ; but in the ulti- 
matum of the envoy, ample indemni- 
fication is insisted on in case of such 
withdrawal. The Mexicans were 
ready to agree that public notice 
should beforehand be given of such 
a measure when intended, with time 
sufficient for the sale of stock on hand, 
but contended for the right of internal 
legislation in such mode as might be 
deemed convenient, and urged also, 
that such concession to France would 
be inconsistent with obligations, and 
the stipulations of treaties with other 
powers. In cases of litigation between 
French subjects and Mexicans, when 
the former should be dissatisfied with 
the decision of the reg^ar courts, as 
If the losing party was inevitable, it 
was proposed and insisted on by the 
BaroD, that the proceeds should be sub- 
mitted over again to a court of ap- 
peal, presided over by the French Con* 
sul, and the jury to be composed of 
one half natives and the other of 
French residents. From a tribunal 
constructed of such a majority, the 
stream of justice would doubtless flow 
all in one direction. To various other 
powers arrogated of interposing be- 
tween Mexico and its creditors, we 
need advert, only to put in prior rights 
on the part of this country, should 
France succeed in establishing a new 
svstem of international law, all on one 
side and on her own behalf. The 
question to us is one of millions upon 
millions — to France, of hundreds of 
thousands only. 

To Great Britain these iniquitous 
and unprovoked blockades of Mexico 
and Buenos Ayres are of transcend- 
TBnt importance. The whole export 



trade of France to Mexico, exceeds 
by little the amount of 700,00a 
francs, that of Great Britain reaches 
to as many millions sterling. The 
600>000 dollars only, so arbitrarily re- 

fuired in the shape of indemnity by 
Vance, is not far from equal to the 
value of one- half of her yearly traffic. 
The exaction is so much the more 

Preposterous, as it is notorious that 
'rench traders or adventurers seek- 
ing fortune or subsistence in fo- 
reign lands are the least burdened 
with capital or commodities. We have 
seen and known them by hundreds 
arriving out with their ^ttjpaeotilies 
of dentallas, bijouterie, &c., of -the 
worth of a few pounds only ; and would 
be bound to stake our reputation on 
the fact that an average of L.IO cash 
or wares to each of the five or six 
thousand French on arrival in Mexico 
or now resident, would be far beyond 
the mark of their worldly store. That 
pretended claims to indemnity have 
become part of an organised system 
with such vagrants, cannot be doubted 
in the face of proofs adduced, and 
proofs endless which could be exhi- 
bited ; it is a system too, which will 
contini;ie to flourish in rank luxuriance 
so long as it is abetted by a Govern- 
ment equally mercenary and ambi- 
tious. Some few years ago the French 
Consul at Santiago de Chile made a 
glorious bonne bouche of the sort 
worth recording. The country being 
a prey to civil commotions and bancto 
of insurgents and robbers roaming 
about, he was warned by the authori- 
ties of the danger to which he was 
exposed by residing out of the city in 
a lone country house, and moreover, 
advised, that unless he removed into 
the town they could not be responsible 
for his safety. The admonition was 
disregarded, and so one day his house 
was entered and pillaged. This was 
all he wanted ; forthwith a ** griev- 
ance*' was made up, and a claim to 
indemnity for broken chairs, tables, 
and the plunder of his small stock of 
argenterie preferred to the amount of 
42,000 dollars (!!!) or nearly L.9000! 
It was not possible the whole stock of 
so ill-paid a functionary could have 
exceeded in value one or at most two 
thousand dollars. The claim, how- 
ever, was pressed — high diplomatic 
notes and blustering threats passed 
from Paris*--tfae CMlenos remonstra- 
ted on the abmrd enormity of the 
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charge^ and prayed a reference of ve* 
lification to a mixed jury of French 
and natives— in vain. As a last resort 
th& sense of justice of the French Ca- 
binet was appealed to> accompanied 
with an intimation that to the decision, 
whatever it might be> they should 
bow. By return of post came that 
decision in the shape of an order to 
pay down the whole scandalous over- 
charge. The clerks in the Paris fo- 
reign office, if not the chief himself, 
had doubtless a feUow feeling with 
the Ck>n8ul — in the money if no other- 
wise. Some time subsequently the 
same Consul was nominated to Buenos 
Ay res, where the Government, already 
aware of the danger and the expense 
of so costly a guest, absolutely refused 
to receive him. 

On the declaration of the blockade 
of Buenos Ay res, the paltry motives 
of which have been exposed, no less 
than fourteen or fifteen British ships 
were on the voyage out there, or load- 
ed and ready to sail in one party, with 
cargoes of the aggregate value of 
some half million sterling — cai^oes 
specially assorted for that one market, 
and therefore unavailable elsewhere. 
The loss, not to say ruin, to merchants 
and traders must therefore be prodi- 
gious t)n that single head ; but when 
the millions of annual products of 
British industry, and of tens of mil- 
lions of British capital embark- 
ed in Mexican enterprise, or lent 
to the Mexican Government, are 
added to the vast account, it will 
not be denied, that in the fate of the 
Spanish American people and go- 
vernment, we have a stake of incom- 
parable magnitude — a stake second 
only to that in our own colonial pos- 
sessions. Their peace and prosperity, 
60 interwoven with our own, arm us 
with the most incontestable of all 
rights to interfere for their protection 
and preservation. Aggression against 
them can only be successful at our 
expense ; and those who apparently 
aim only at their humiliation or spo- 
liation, are in reality inflicting wounds 
the most incurable upon British in- 
terests and British power. Should 
we stand by tamely to see Spanbh 
America reduced to such extremities 
that compliance with the insulting and 
rigorous tenour of the alternation of 
Baron Deffandis becomes a matter of 
necessity, the loss may indeed be 
shared by Mexico, but Uie ignominy 
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will be all our own. That fimction« 
ary, triumphing in the consciousness 
of force superior, has proclaimed that* 
** should (which God forbid) this an- 
swer (of Mexico) be in the negative* 
upon onhf one point, should it even be 
doubtful upon only one point, shoidd it 
finally be delayed beyond the 15th of 
April, the undersigned must then im- 
mediately place the continuation of 
this affair in the hands of the Senor 
Bazoche, Commander of His Majea- 
ty*s Naval Forces, of which a division 
is actually upon the coast of Mexico ; 
and this superior officer will put into 
execution the orders he has already 
received." 

All proposals of reference to the 
friendly offices of a foreign power 
have been contemptuously spumed; 
although he himself insidiously, as no 
doubt falsely asserts, that once during 
a personal conference with the Mexi- 
can minister, he did verbally propose 
or accept such arbitration, so since 
denounced ; although in the iwo con- 
temporary cases of Prussia and the 
United States, Mexico has experienced 
no such repulse, and met with no 
difficulty in the arrangement. Unable 
to bring down the Government to the 
sacrifice of all sense of national dig- 
nity, he did not scruple to recur to 
attempts to excite discontent, if not 
insurrection among the people, by 
characterising the differences as not be- 
tween los dos pueblost but as personal 
points between the Mexican authori- 
ties and the King of the French. So 
far the insidious ruse has failed ; let 
Louis Philippe beware lest so perilous 
a weapon be hereafter wielded against 
himself by an arm more powerful to 
drive it home. 

It is time that we also raise the 
question of damage, in our case the 
mightiest of questions. Every where 
is France lording it with a high hand, 
mortally striking at the very vitals 
of our maritime ascendency founded 
on our commerce, whibt with the 
same instrument, or through the same 
means, exalting her own naval great- 
ness, and creating new sources of that 
commerce which most flourbhes where 
best protected and most secure. Nos 
yuerres, says the Journal des Debats, 
the organ of the Tuileries, soni des 
guerres de civilization, et sont toutes 
aussi des guerres maritimes, Cel a 
crh a notre marine un grand et M 
avenir. *^ Let Mexico make a treaty 
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of commerce with us» and repair the 
wrongs done to our national honour ; 
our fleet then will retire to Havana.*' 
The Journal des Debats abjures for 
France all lust of conquest in these 
maritime wars^ which we are told are 
not " wars of ambition/* At Algiers* 
howevery she has thought, and acted 
in a different sense ; as well as more 
recently in Brazil, where a territory 
has been forcibly taken possession of 
extending from French Guiana to the 
great mouth of the Amazons, com* 
prizing nearly 300 miles of sea- coast, 
and running backwards on the line of 
that magn^ificent river some 1500 miles 
to the inland frontiers of Peru and 
Colombia. And all this without plau- 
sible pretext, provocation, or previous 
notification; the flagrant abstraction 
and encroachment being committed 
upon the empire of Brazil, a state in 
alliance with and causeless of injury 
to her. What by violence has been 
effected, by force she is resolved to 
keep. Her ships of war are there 
anchored in Brazilian waters and ride 
mistress of the Amazons as of the La 
Plata. Recent advices, worthy of cre- 
dit, state that a squadron of seventeen 
well manned French men-of-war cruize 
on the Brazilian station, whilst three 
or four British ships only are to be 
heard of, and those half manned, and 
indifferently equipped. 

Such is an outline of the Spanish- 
American question — such the incidents 
out of whicn have arisen the blockades 
of Mexico and Buenos Ayres — such 
the ** War in Disguise,'* against the 



industry and the naval greatness of 
Great Britain. They are ingredients 
in that grand and scarcely occult con- 
federacy, which in all parts of the 
world is at work to undermine Britbh 
interests and influence — to prostrate 
the power and the resources of this 
great country. From the two Ame- 
ricas in the West, to Nepatd, Cabul, 
end Burmah in the East, the " might, 
miyesty, and dominion** of the British 
name are now scareely more than a 
dream of the bygone time — chaos 
seems come again, and the confusion 
which stalks abroad is only to be sur- 
passed by tl|e discord which reigns at 
home, whilst Russia and France ride 
triumphantly the evil genii of the 
storm. The puny Whigs, affecting to 
be statesmen, and actually at the helm 
of state, are casting about to find them- 
selves, if not dishonourable graves, 
some less honourable means of rescue 
from the coming tempest, and wordy 
escape from exposure and ignominy. 
At the eleventh hour, indeed, Mr Pa- 
kenham, the minister to Mexico, has 
been ordered to his post ; his proffer 
of mediation is, it is said, to be backed 
with the presence of some men-of-war, 
which used to be, and may again be 
Britain's best negotiators. Time was, 
indeed, that steps were taken to show 
that the lion was awaking, and his 
mane bristling with aroused ire. By 
way of counter-demonstration, Louis 
Philippe, they say, is exchanging cards 
of compliment with Nicholas, and 
talk of negotiation and alliance with 
Russia. 
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TH£ LIBBSALI8M OF POFEBT. 



Turn you where you will, if Popery 
be predominant, there is degradation i 
if Popery be powerful, there is discord s 
if Popery be absent, there are prospe- 
rity and peace. Wherever there is 
turbulence — wherever there is anarchy 
.^wherever there is national excite- 
ment, or civil war. Popery is the sole 
author and agent. No matter how 
scanty her means, no matter how 
remote her hopes, or how slender her 
chanoesy still she pants for ascendancy, 
Btill she struggles for dominion. No 
matter bow desperate the measures re- 
quisite to satisfy her morbid ambition, 
no matter how much her daring move- 
ments may risk retributive punish- 
ments, or a self-defensive repression of 
her power ; still she boldly wages her . 
wars by plots and by ulliances with 
kindred infidelity or alien-liberaltsm^ 
.employing every art, straiQing every 
•sinew, refining on every motive, ex^ 
hausting every intrigue against the po- 
licy she fears, and the religion she ab- 
liors. And if in any country her ex- 
ertions triumph — if she succeed com- 
pletely, as in Belgium, or partially, as in 
Irelaiid — what is the immediate and 
inevitable result? Is the toleration 
she once so plausibly claimed for her^ 
self, accorded to others ? , Is the hber- 
alism she once vaunted, prominently 
and faithfully displayed? Far other- 
wise. She tramples on past profes- 
sions ; scorns former engagements ; 
violates solemn obligations, ; banishes 
or closes the Bible ; poisons, cor- 
rodes, and enthrals the hearts of the 
people ; practically curtails their liber- 
ties, and vindicates the law and ad- 
ministers justice only for her own 
faction ; and then, while the few are 
thus oppressed to appease the vindic- 
tive rancour of the many, while free- 
dom is crushed and religious persecu- 
tion — sometimes covertly, sometimes 
openly-^is applied to coerce the con- 
sciences, or to weary the patience, or 
to damp the ardour of professors of the 
truth, her advocates in other countries 
buy the silence, if not the sanction, of 
hoodwinked pitiful Liberals around 
them, by assisting (but with their own 
deep and private purposes) in some 
petty larceny scheme of spoliation, or 
some revolutionary project of reform. 
If it can indeed be proved that, in as- 
sisting Popery, the Dissenters and the 



LiberaU will produce no other result^ 
than those which Popery now promi- 
ses to secure for them, the question 
between this united body and the Con- 
servatives i» narrowed to the simple 
points- whether these results thenu 
selves are worth obtaining at the price 
of the destruction of the establishments 
and systems now assailed. li, on the 
other hand, we can show that in fact the 
views of Popery aredifierent to thoseshe 
professes^if we can demonstrate that 
her co-operation is given to Liberalism 
with fraudulent purposes, and that Li- 
beralism aid is in return gained by false 
inducements, then the prospect arises 
that a fair statement of these circum- 
stances will tend to sever the connex- 
ion which at present binds Popery and. 
Liberalism together, and gives them 
such strength and success. 

Before proceeding farther, and 'm 
order more clearly to illustrate our view 
of the real designs of the Papists, we 
will select two or three speciniens of 
their liberalism, and enquire concern- 
ing each of these how far the real in- 
tentions of Popery are such as they 
are pretended to be. First, then, for 
the Baiiot, 

The professed object of this "re- 
form" is the securing of perfect secrecy 
as to the mode in which the franchise 
is exercised, and the consequent inde- 
pendence of the voter. Mr O'Con- 
nell, the Irish Papists, the British Ro- 
man Catholics and the priesthood sanc- 
tion this plan, and the purpose it is de- 
signed to secure. And it is chiefly on 
the ground of Popery*s co-operation 
in the agitation for the ballot, that the 
radical party continue to tolerate the 
subserviency of the Irish members to 
the Government's behests. But what 
is the amount of concession made by 
the Roman Catholics, and what is the 
value of their opinion in favour of the 
scheme ? They are accused of exciting 
undue influence at Irish elections ; 
they are charged with carrying about 
the warning symbol of a death's head 
and cross-bones to terrify the voters ; 
and they have been proved to have 
called into action the powers of their 
superstition, its excommunications and 
its discipline, when the poor ignorant 
freeholders have hesitated to follow 
some agitator or priest to the hustings. 
By agreeing to the Ballot, do they ge- 
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neroasly recognize the independence 
of these deluded people, or consent to 
abandon their oppression ? No. They 
support the Ballot, they echo every 
lamentation of the sufferings of voters ; 
they declare that this measure will en* 
sure the abolition of all intimidation s 
but they resume the grand engine of 
their influence, the all-sufficient con* 
troul of their dependents— ^^6 Confess 
sional. It matters very httle to the 
priesthood of Ireland bow soon the 
Ballot is legalized; nay> more, they 
are interested in its adoption, because 
at present the landlord in some cases 
has now a counter influence to their 
fiwn, which would then be abolished. 
So long as the Irish poor are kept in 
spiritual bondage; so long as they trust 
to their priests for instruaion, to their 
priests for advice, to their priests for a 
protection, so long must priestcrafl 
possess the power to convince them 
that their vote imposes religious obli- 
gations, and is a talent for the use of 
which they must account in their con<« 
fessions. At present, every sin, every 
crime against tlie laws of man, and 
every offence against heaven is acknow* 
ledged and avowed to the priest of liis 
parish by each deluded victim of Ro- 
manism, The priest, consequently, has 
an influence resulting from the fear with 
which he is regarded as the only being 
to whom the deepest secrets of the 
breast — some of them probably danger- 
ous ones — have been revealed; and 
this influence naturally gives Jbim a 
claim to future information and a power 
of extorting it. 

There never can be in these matters 
any half confidence ; it is contrary to 
the principles of the human mind. 
The priests must either know all, or 
they must be throughout deceived. 
But the latter is not the case. The 
Roman Catholics really believe in the 
force of the absolution they desire, 
and they know that a full confession is 
the only way to obtain it. They tell 
every thing, hoping to be freed from 
a// remorse, and wishing to be cleared 
of all the guilt that afflicU them. 
How, then, can it be supposed that a 
mere solitary vote will form an ex- 
ception to the general rule, and be 
the only reserved secret, though it is 
that one in which the priests are most 
interested, and which they wUl take 
the greatest paint to learn ? And if 
4b« votes of the Ignorant are thus to 
be revealed^ with views of obtaining 
J)le8siDg;8 or with fean of maledictioiDi^ 



The Liberalism of Popery* T3l 

it is not probable that they will be 
calculated to excite censure, more par* 
ticularly when all the influence of the 
landlords is withdrawn. The ballot, 
therefore, can make no difference to 
Popery — unless, indeed, it increase 
her power. It does not weaken her 
influence; it does not cUminish her 
knowledge; it does not, therefore, 
give liberty to the voter. What, then, 
we repeat, is the amount of her con- 
cession ? What is the value of her 
support ? 

2dly, Let us regard the Voluntary 
principle, to which Mr O'Connell and 
Archbishop M'Hale, with the rest of 
their faction, have formally given their 
adhesion. 

We frequently meet with declara- 
tions of those persons, and others of 
great authority amon^ the Roman 
Catholics, in favour of Voluntaryism. 
They co-operate with Dissenters, they 
utter all the usual balderdash about 
«< the secularizing of religion,'* and 
they clamour for the total separation 
of Church and State. But follow these 
Liberals elsewhere — follow them to 
Maynooth, where they receive grants 
from Government — to the Colonies, 
where they carry out the principle of 
«n Establishment as far as tbey are 
able, urd exbt almost entirely on 
public support — it will be seen, that 
their Voluntary principle has vanish- 
ed, and that their zeal is displayed only 
in earnest endeavours to screw more 
and more from the Treasury and tbo 
House of Commons. Very recently 
an application has been made to Go- 
vernment for four more provincial 
colleges in Ireland, which are to be 
under Popish surveillance ; and May- 
nooth has modestly added its claim for 
increased funds. Where, then, is the 
Voluntary principle— where is the spi- 
rit of Liberalism, which sends Mr 
O'Connell to Dissenting meetings 
against the Established Church ? How 
does it happen that, with these proofs 
clearly before them, the Liberals still 
persist in abetting the Roman Catho- 
lics in their aggressions, and still afr 
feet to believe them sincere in their 
desire to establish the infidel principle 
that the State has nothing to do with 
religions, for that << all are alike right 
or alike wrong?** It must be quite 
evident to every one,, from the very 
necessity of the ease, that Popery must 
be inclined towards an Establishment, 
when that Establishment ean be her 
owDf and that any opposition she may 
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now display, either against the Cliurch 
of England or the Church of Scotland, 
is designed to overthrow them, not for 
the subsequent recognition of any fine 
crotchets liice the Voluntary principle, 
but for the establishment of her own 
domination. It is not the principle 
of an Established Church which she 
opposes ; no, rather she envies the 
opportunity others have of work- 
ing on that principle ; and she will 
oppose them, because, till they are 
conquered, she is unable to adopt 
it and bring it into action. Here 
then, again, we ask what concession 
Popery makes in her support of the 
Voluntary principle, wluie she acts 
directly contrary to her professions so 
far as she can, and while in all other 
countries where it is practicable to 
establish her hierarchy, she is pecu- 
liarly careful to do so ? And what, 
under these circumstances, is the 
value of her support ? Nothing, we 
are told, grieves the consciences of 
Roman Catholics more than tithes 
and church-rates. A Papist buys a 
piece of land or a house, subject to a 
certain rent-charge, and pays less 
than ho otherwise would do, on ac- 
count and in consideration of this in- 
cumbrance. But when he is peace- 
ably in possession, lo 1 his conscience 
and his pocket are simultaneously af- 
flicted ; he discovers that his rent- 
charge is to be applied to some pur- 
pose he disapproves (though he knew 
what it was when he promised to pay 
it), and then he magnanimously de- 
termines to keep the money claimed 
from him, delaring that it is all for 
the behoof of the Voluntary principle. 
It never occurs to him to give the 
money elsewhere, or to give some- 
body the difference which the rent- 
charge — call it tithe or church-rate or 
what you will — made in the price 
and value of his property. Oh no ! 
he is opposed to the Church Esta- 
blishment, he mourns over it as a di- 
rect contradiction of the text ** My 
kingdom is not of this world," and he 
joins in agitating for the complete 
abolition of all endowments and pre- 
ferences for one particular religion. 
All the time, however, he observes 
nothing wrong in the practices we 
have mentioned — in grants to May- 
nooth, in the pa3rment of bbhops and 
of priests in the colonies, or in the 
Establishment of Popery in Lower 
Canada, or the pa3rment of the priest- 
hood as suggested in Ireland, or in 
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the Establbhments of France, Italy, 
Austria, and those other countries 
where Protestants are left without 
aid, if they are not depressed and 
persecuted. Such is Popish consist- 
ency ; such b the adherence to the 
Voluntary principle which ensures to 
the Popish party in Great Britain, 
such favours from Liberalism. No 
one with ordinary penetration can fail 
to perceive, and no one with ordinary 
candour will conceal, that if Popery 
were triumphant she would establish 
her religion, and probably crush her 
antagonists by force. That is the 
plain prospect before us at the 
present moment — a prospect which* 
even many of Popery's auxiliaries 
will not deny. So much then for 
this second instance of Popish Libe- 
ralism, her support of the Voluntary 
principle. 

Thirdly, let us glance at education. 

The common cant with which every 
one urging against Popery her former 
deeds is now usually met, is the re- 
ference to her wonderful enlighten- 
ment, in proof of which, we are told 
of her zeal for education. " Ye shall 
be as gods," was the first snare laid 
for mankind ; ** Ye shall be as gods," 
is the snare still. In specious accents 
this promise is insinuated to.all classes 
of the people, their vanity, ambition, 
and hopes, are augmented by its ef- 
fects, and a few disordered imagina- 
tions complete the triumph of the temp- 
tation by picturing in glowing colours 
the necessary advent of Utopian days 
of wisdom and virtue. A feverish 
thirst for information (we cannot call 
it knowledge), being thus excited, ra* 
pidly extends itself, and men well sa- 
tisfied with themselves, and fully con- 
fident of their own powers, form 
schemes for making this cold proba* 
tionary world the fit residence of im- 
mortal creatures, desirous of being 
allured from all high aspirations by 
constant excitement, and by the en- 
thralment of their sentiments and 
senses to attractive earthly specula- 
tions and objects. Meanwhile, the 
mind effeminates, the faculties are 
pampered by light literature, — the 
principles are imcultivated and ne- 
glected, and mental luxury gradually 
weakens the energies, and contracts or 
vitiates the feelings. Such being the 
case. Popery no longer resists, or de- 
sires to resist, education. On the 
contrary, it finds an opportunity of 
turning that instrument— once tho 
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great object of its apprehension — in* 
to an effectual means of extending its 
dominion. It joins with the infidel 
and liberal in advocating education— 
joins with them because they too 
desire to exclude the Bible ; and co- 
operates so zealously as to purchase 
their confidence^ and secures a very 
large share of the management of the 
system. If human wit had applied 
itself for centuries to the discovery 
of a plan whereby Popery might be 
aided through the agency of those 
who profess to oppose it^ no policy 
could have been suggested more suc- 
cessful and promising than this. Ro» 
manismnow finds the mind of the po- 
pulation desirous only for that food 
which priestcraft is willing to sup- 
ply ; and finds the effect of that nutri- 
ment precisely such as it could de- 
sire. Thus it prevents a better sys- 
tem of education by undertaking to 
give its own; and gives that in ex- 
act accordance with anti- Protestant 
principles; and then, lastly, the ex- 
perience of the operation of the plan 
proves that it must ultimately result 
in the very degeneracy of intellect and 
sentiment most earnestly sought as 
the basis for the propagation of its 
doctrines.* It makes no compromise ; 
sacrifices no principle; concedes no 
privilege ; but contrives, nevertheless, 
in a Protestant country, to educate Uie 
people. We say in a Protestant coun- 
try, because Ireland had, and in name, 
at least, still has, the vestige of a Pro- 
testant constitution, and the apology 
for a Protestant Government. And 
what Popery has succeeded in doing 
there, it now hopes to accomplii^ in 
England with like success. 

The same sympathy exists here be- 
tween the Liberal and the Papist; 
they agree in the same fundamental 
regulation for condemning the Bible, 
and giving only Popery's favourite 
parts, and then onfy in Poperu*s Ian* 
guage, not according to the authonsed 
version ; they coincide in the view that 
the centralization principle shall be 
applied, and their unanimity is wonder- 
ful indeed, on the point of who are to 
constitute the metropolitan board. Let 



it consist, say they, half of Papists and 
half of Liberals — the Liberals half 
Papists, the Papists half Liberals ; or 
better still, let all be selected from 
their indifference to every religion, 
with two or three exceptions of Jesuit 
prelates, no matter whether nominal 
Protestants or Roman Catholics. We 
doubt not that a very short time will 
witness this glorious consunmiation. 
We doubt not that England will be 
blessed as Ireland, and many of the 
colonies have been already, with a sys- 
tem of public instruction, which sludl 
profess to offend the prejudices of none, 
by disregarding and deriding the pre- 
judices of all. Well, then, we ask if 
this is not another edifying specimen 
of Popery's disinterested Liberalism, 
worthy to be ranked with the other 
cases to which we alluded ? The ob- 
ject in view, undoubtedly, is not to en- 
lighten but to degrade Uie mind, not 
to strengthen its powers but to impair 
them. But Liberalism of all kinds. 
Dissenting Liberalism, Infidel Liberal- 
ism, Psuedo Church Liberalism, laud 
with rapture Popery's condescension, 
and proclaim thatthere is nothing sinis- 
ter in its purposes, or ii\jurious in its 
plans. Excellent and accurate observ- 
ers 1 discreet and invaluable guides 1 
they love learning so much that they 
will use in its propagation even those 
who most fear, and have most strongly 
condemned it ; they desire the improve- 
ment of the people so earnestly, that 
they intrust them to the priesthood 
who formerly debased them; they 
cherish enlightenment so sincerely that 
they trust for its diffusion to the men 
who for centuries kept Europe in 
bondage, by keeping its inhabitants in 
darkness, in ignorance, and in war. 

It must be evident that we could 
with ease enumerate and enlarge upon 
several more instances of Popbh Li- 
beralism, which stand the test as ill as 
these few specimens. We might show, 
for instance, how very considerate and 
obliging it was in the Irish Papists to 
vote for a Reform Bill which doubled 
their strength, and almost overwhelm- 
ed the opposing interest of property in 
that kingdom ; we might prove now 



* We refer, for prooBi of these usertiont, to the controvertlal correspondence be- 
tween ArchbifhopB Machale and Murray. The boasting admission of the latter, ani^ *^^ 
warm reiterations of those facts by his sealoos assistant Mr Thaddeus O'Mally, r 
most valiiable and instmctive things which have yet been brought forward on t 
ject of the Irish System of Education. 
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very self-deBying it was in them^to suits then found themselYM diiyea to 



the use of revolutionary expedientsj 
and they used them to the nun of the 
country^ and the complete "!"'hT>ytii?n 
of its freedom. 
, V ** The Protestant cause attained ia 
Poland, in the course of half a eentuxyy 
such a d«8n^ of stremrth/' si^ Comit 
KrasinskiA in the prmce to Im eicel. 
lent work» recently pubHshed^t ^ thai 
its final triumph OTcr Romanism seem* 
ed eertain. Yet« notwithstanding 
this advantageous poeition»itwas over- 
thrown and neaHy destroyed in the 
course of another half eeatiuy. This 
exlraordhiaiy reaction was not effect* 
ed h^ the strong hand of a kgil^ 
constituted anthmty* as was the case 
ia Italy, Spaiiib and some other covk 
tries ; but by bigoted and unprincipled 
iMtiodiu actmg, not with the aasistnaeew 
but in c^Qsition lo the laws of tiie 
We tmi, then, to the page of his- country. Such an e^ent is» perfaapib 
ry, that ''old almanack,^ which is se unpanJlded in the annab of the reti- 

gious world* and is the more remark* 
aUe, as the free inatitutiQiia of Poland 
which had greatly fiusUitated the pio- 
gross of the Reforauition, wen ofler- 
wardM rmikred iuh$mvieHt to thepgr^ 
ucwHom of its dkc^pia. The Jesmtsb 
who defimded in that country Ae in- 
terests of Rome, being unable to eom> 
bat their antagonists with ire and 
sword, adopted other measures, whieh 
inflicted on Pohmd more severe cala- 
mities than those which have been 
produced by bloody eenfliets bs t w eeu 
retigions parties. As the bws did net 
allow any inhabitant ef Poland to be 
persecuted on account of his reUgions 
f^kimons, they left no means untried in 
order to evade these sahntary laws; 
and the odious nuudm that no fidlh 



agitate against tithes, to oppose a poor 
law, to struggle for a repeal of the 
Union, to aid the Dissenters in the Pri. 
sons bill, in their London University 
prc^feot, and in their marriage bill* 
There would be no great difficulty in 
iUostimting our views from each and 
all of these points, and in proceeding 
farther to the enquiry how far Popery 
is ^Usplaying the same benevolence and 
magnanimity in clamouring for the re* 
fbrm of the Protestant corporations of 
Ireknd, with a view-^ut, of course^ 
that will be merely an aotidttiM con« 
sequenoe-^to the establishment of Ro- 
man Catholic ones, prematurely named 
«< Normal Schools of Agitation.**^ 
But we believe that there is no necee» 
sity for pressing this matter farther at 
present, when Acre are other methods 
of proving it. 

tory^ 

sure a guide that it is an index to the 
hearts of men as they have been, and 
ever will, in all time ; and which 
tiumpets forth in thrilling tones te 
tale of misery, debasement, and woe^ 
which is the record of Popiidi influence 
in Europe. We turn to that autho- 
rity, and, passing over ^ lines en- 
graved in blood, that speak of horron^ 
massacres, and persecutions, we seek 
for some traces of Popery's former 
liberalism. We seek not in vain. It 
was hj pretending to liberalism, by 
assuming democratic principles, by in- 
flaming and employing, in every 
species of excess, the ungoveraabm 
passions ef the mob, that Popery 
ouelM, conquered, and suppressed 
the Refbrmation hi Poland. The J». 



* The foUowfttg rettmiB from the bill of mortality, &o., as pnbliahed by the pariah for 
18^, will show the number of Catholic children baptized in the five Catholic chnrthes 
in Liverpool :•— 

Malcfk gbiM tet. TtM. 
St Mary's . » . , 947 »fid 603 

StPeter'a * , 

St Nicboka's . 
St PatHck'a 
St Anthony s ; ' . 

Grand total, 2917 

wbWfr, a ee ortog to erdnary computation, wonld make die Cadidic p o puholou of 
Liverpool 87,500 ; but, owing to mixed marriages, it may be atated at 7(1.000— r»ih«r 
al&rmfaig newa ibr the Reformation Society. The number of Cathotte burials fbr tlie 
9ame period waa 2025* 

m^l •* ^tortcal Sketch of the Riae, Progreaa, and DscUne Q« the Befoimation fai 
Po^d.^ London; 1838. Murray. A work of considsrsblft imortSAGeandmecitp 
which we oan heartjUy recommend to our rtadoM, 
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should be kept wiih heretics (keretkk 
mm est servancUiJides) was conrtantly 
advoeated by them> as well as by other 
ehampioDs of Romamsm in our ooun- 
Uy. But the most invariable and suc- 
eeasful line of poUey pursued by the 
Jesuits in Poland^ was to agitate the 
lower classes by means of the confes- 
sional and the pulpit^ and to ensure^ 
by their intrigues with the higher 
classes of society, an impunity to the 
excesses which an infuriated mob com- 
mit ted, at their instigatioDj against the 
anti- Romanists." .... Yet 
these calamities, great as they weroj 
may be eonsidered as less disastrous 
than the moral effeets produced by 
the withering sway which the dis* 
dples of Loyola exercised lor mere 
than a eentury over the nati<mal mind. 
They clearly saw that the surest 
means of extirpating Scriptural doc- 
trines was to fetter the national inteU 
leot by a preposterous system of edu- 
cation ; and they, consequently, ia- 
troduced such a system into the public 
schools of Poland, which were*, lor a 
long time, excbisivdy coadueted by 
them. This measure produeeJ it^ 
natural consequences ; science and 
literature were almost anmhilMed: 
nod Pfdand, which bad made rapid 
strides in every kind of improvemrat 
during the sixteenth century, instead 
of advancing, retrograded with equ^ 
rqndity. With the Relermation, we 
may sM, d^arted Poland's glory, 
liberty, and all her hopes of future 
■j^osperity and adyaneemeat ; and 
now she exists a monimeBl el the 
success of Popish macUaatiosis, said a 
proof of the results of Popish libetsil- 
ism. Nor does she staad alozie. It 
was by an allianee with demoofacy 
that Foffery in Franee trium^ied over 
Henry IV., so that npostaey was the 
condition of his aocessioB to tibe throne. 



The league was but a eoiisplracy of 
an oligarchy to play with the popular 
passions for their own selfish and 
sectarian purposes a nd that conspi- 
racy triumphed. The monarch was 
conquered. Popery was seouredi and 
then, when all the intended eljects 
were accomplished, when the mob 
were serviceable no lonf efi the erown 
and the victorious nolnhty and priests 
hood confederated together^ orusbed 
the people, and persecuted^ or at least 
discouraged the Protestants* till at 
lengthj when the strength of those 
disciples of the gospel was suikiently 
reduced, the mandate went forth for 
their banishment from -their native 
shores. From that moment Louii 
XIV. saw his sun settittg, and from 
that time the peace and power of 
France declined, till both vaaidied 
together in the ti emendons eonvulsiolt 
of infid^y and levolutiott which 
shook the na^n to her eentre^ and 
startiied Burepe from tnmqmllity and 
torp<»'. The system of policy which 
thus succeeded in Poland and France 
was found too promising to be con- 
daed to those oountriea* It is wdl^ 
known that in England the Jesuits 
isame over vrith instmetions to aOy 
thems^es with the disi^fisetedf to 
push the relbrmation too te if they 
4:ould not altogether abolish it . and ta 
assist tbs nen-eo uf oiuiiats hi toeur op- 
poatlion to all the estakdiriiM forms of 
ehmreh government, endowment^ and 
discipline. There was no treascon to 
whieh tb^ were not accessory } there 
wae no pSot of wfaick they were ndt 
the antlMrs ; there wtf no oooplaiii* 
is which tey did net Joid; there 
was no extrsvagaaee likely te grew 
popidar which ^ey did not direet and 
recommend.* The whole re^ of 
Queen £ttzri)elii was one eeiMiuad 
strui^e with tiMse disgnisei MbeeCfc 



* We do not at all desire to revive the old questions about the share of Popery in the 
origin of English dissent ; but ii must be evident that she bad fome pert, sad tbat not 
an unimportant one in it. How else could notions so absurd have been broached as 
gained credit, for a time, at the period in question ? It is quite clear that some agen^ 
was at work to push the Reformers into extremes, and so make their folly its own 
refutation. What these extremes were i( is not necessary to enumerate ; many of them 
are fbrgotten, and the rest, if mentioned at aH in these days^ are, we ^Ueve, ridiculed 
and regretted by churchmen and dissenters equaRy. fet they were important matters 
once with ** tender consciences." Some were content to die, if there were need, 

' rsit3ier than wear a surpUce, or place the communion table st the end or sids of the 
ehnrch ; nd even Itichsrd Bazl^, at a mnth htter petfod. Ml bound to write, in fiis 
preihee to the int edition of Oe SsfattS* Rettt " tfte ^epvMe of heaves,** inVsad of 

^the kliigdo» of hes/veoii 
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foesy assomingf every sort of shape, 
participating in every species of sedi« 
tion, and constantly working against 
the Government* and undermining its 
authority by means of the ignorant 
and the weak. The British Roman 
Catholicsy in a letter which is still ex- 
tant, published these facts* and com- 
plained of them to the Pope> declaring 
that they personally were content with 
their national rulers* and feared not 
any persecution or intolerance if the 
Jesmts could be withdrawn from the 
island* or commanded to desist in their 
insidious or popular aggressions. It 
may be an unpalatable truth to the 
Dissenters* but a truth it undoubtedly 
is* that many* verv many of their sects 
were of Jesuiticd[ origin, and that all 
received, in the early periods of their 
existence, Jesuitical aid and sanction. 
In those days* as in the present* libe- 
ralism was the pretence of Popery ; 
she had been disarmed and reduced* 
but a very lai^e portion* if not the 
greater portion* of the people stiU 
clung to her creed* and she swayed 
them according to her arbitrary 
will* endeavouring to throw discredit 
on the Reformation by abusing the 
blessings it offered. In like manner* 
in the days of Charles I., no fantastic 
theory was deemed too wild for Jesuiti- 
cal adoption ; and while they were mix- 
ing, as they did* in the Parliamentary 
rauks* and partictdarly in Cromwell's 
army* they were conspiring against the 
Paruament'a authoritv in Irel^id* and 
sigpialized their hostility to the truth 
by goading on the wild population to 
the massacre of 1641 — ^the most hor- 
rible event in all British history. 
Jesuits in England were new Jerusa- 
lem-men* and fifth monarchy-men* and 
millenarians* and anabaptists* while 
in Ireland* they were binding faster 
the fetters of superstition* and in 
France were trampling on the lights 
and the liberty of conscience. Sub- 
sequently in James II.'s time* they 
succeeded in prevailing on that mo- 
narch* and all the British Roman Ca- 
tholics* to struggle for the re-establish- 
ment of Popery. And what were the 
memorable means ? The same as had 
been tried before* the same that were 
ever ready* the same that are employ- 
ed now. They tempted the Dissen- 
ters* and ensnared not a few of them 
..William Penn and John Howe 
among the number— with offers of to- 
leration and promises of advantages ; 



they induced a very large pordon of 
this class of nonconformists to sink 
their hatred of Popery in their rancour 
against the Church of England, and 
they trusted by these means to uproot 
that establishment* and prepare the 
way for their old ascendency. But 
their liberalism then was duly appre- 
ciated by the g^reater part of the na* 
tion* because arbitrary power advan- 
ced step by step with Popery, notwith- 
standing her plausible professions. 
The only difference between the state 
of things now* and the state of things 
then* appears to be* that the people in 
those days understood their own in- 
terests* and were not deceived by 
men who endeavoured to delude or 
betray them. Every thing else now 
is a second representation of the same 
anomalies. We witness Popery as- 
suming peculiar enlightenment* deal- 
ing in liberal promises* using the de- 
mocracy for ultimatelv despotic ob- 
jects* and allying herself with Dissen- 
ters* and infidels* and liberals of all 
other descriptions* in assaults agidnst 
the religious institutions of the coun- 
try which are our chief bulwarks and 
securities of Protestantism and reli- 
gious freedom. Unhappily* however* 
we do not see* in these days of boast- 
ings and large pretences* the spirit 
that animated our fathers in 1688* 
that drove Popery from the throne, 
and despotism from the country* which 
breathed in a Burnett* a Locke* and a 
Somers ; a spirit of manly* honest* and 
religious patriotism* of firm andunbend- 
ing adherence to ancient principles. 

But if there still be any doubt on 
the subject* we may dispel it by soli- 
citing a glance at the proceedings of 
Popery in the present age in surround- 
ing countries* and in all parts of the 
globe. A lesson may be obtained 
from this view worth learning* and 
three things will be apparent from it ; 
that where Popery is dominant* it 
employs a despotism to keep up its 
sway ; that where Protestantism 
exists* it artfhlly adopts the revolu- 
tionary principle ; that in all cases its 
liberalism is false and hollow. For 
proof of the first assertion* we refer to 
Austria^ Italy* South America* and 
France. In aJl these countries Pro- 
testantism is proscribed* depressed^ 
and persecuted. The Tyroleans under 
the dominion of Austria are openly 
coerced ; the Bible is prohibited, and 
all who Tonture (except the poirerM 
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Englbh in their cbapel at Rome» 
which motlYes of policy aUow to exist) 
to advocate Protestant doctrines are 
punished either for heresy or sedition ; 
in South America the case is the 
same ; and in France, the poor Wes- 
leyans in many districts haTO been 
thwarted and opposed, their chapels 
have been closed, and their proselyting 
zeal and success have attracted severe 
threats and considerable danger. In 
other Popish countries the Protestants 
are more numerous, and it is not safe 
to touch them ; but in these, and in all 
lands where Protestantism is not esta- 
blished, recognised, and supported, 
liberty is nothing but a phantom and 
a name, and the populations are noto- 
rious for comparative poverty and de- 
gradation. The Protestant and Roman 
Catholic cantons of Switzerland are 
marked by differences as broad and 
as favourable to Protestantbm as 
those which distingnishthe two creeds. 
The colonies of Spain or Portugal are 
as much below the colonies of Eng- 
land or Holland in wealth, industry, 
and enterprize, as these Popish and 
enslaved nations are below those Pro- 
testant countries in prosperity and 
happiness. The same remark may 
be applied to the colonies of France, 
as compared with the possessions of 
Great Britain ; and a comparison 
might be instituted with the same 
creditable result, with reference to the 
German nations, and the other Popish 
and Protestant parts of Europe. Ire- 
land and England, for instance, or 
Belgium and Holland ; and with refer- 
ence also to the two great continents 
of North and South America. In all 
cases it would be found, that to call a 
nation Protestant, was to denominate 
it contented, powerful* and flourishing ; 
while to style it Popish, would be to 
mark it as degraded, fettered, and 
enthralled. How, then, we would 
fain ask the Liberals, does this happen, 
if Popery be as liberal as they pre- 
tend, and if Liberalism be as excel- 
lent as they think it? Surely either 
Liberalism has failed, or Popery has 
failed, (in those precise places where 
it could do best as it pleased), in 
displaying it? This is the dikriimia 
to which the Liberals are reduced. 
It is impossible that any thing can be 
more fair, when we are told to entrust 
Popery with privileges and power^ 
and to banish all our prejudices ; it is 
imposnble to argue more &irly than 
to refer toPopish countries for an exem- 



plification of the effect of Popish go- 
vernment, andfor a clear proof of Pop- 
ish principles. But, alas ! for LiberaL 
ism^when we apply this honest andsatis- 
factory test, there appears neither 
freedom nor toleration, nor enlighten- 
ment in any single country, where, 
according to Popery*s professions, 
those characteristics should be found. 
Instead of them we see persecution, 
tyranny, bigotry, and ignorance, ab- 
solute governments, a fettered press, 
and religion used only as a means of 
blinding and binding the people. 
Strange I Ihat Popery, so Uberal, to- 
lerant, and elevated as we are told 
it is, shotdd signalise its supremacy 
by contradicting its professions, and 
throwing ridicuk on the encomiuma 
and promises of its friends. Yes! 
strange it is, yet true ; and this fact 
we commend to the serious considera- 
tion of those who are so eager and so 
earnest in their praise of modem 
Popery. We conmiend it to them in 
support of our assertions with refe- 
rence to the despotism of Popery in 
countries where it has dominion ; 
and pass on to the second point, which 
concerns the revolutionary tendency 
of Popery in those places where any 
other government exists. 

It might be reasonably expected^ 
if Popery were what is pretended, that 
its attachment to Liberalism would 
induce it to support rather than to 
destroy Protestant Government, leased 
upon any free or tolerant principles. 
Its Liberalism itself might excuse its 
attacks on the Prussian Government, 
or any other partially absolute autho- 
rity. But how happens it, that in 
lands where freedom is more gene* 
rously given than in any Popish coun« 
tries in the world. Popery is striving 
to overturn the very fabric of society, 
and to shatter the institutions that are 
the g^narantees of liberty, and the re- 
straints alike on the ambition of the 
Stwerful, and the excesses of the mob? 
ow does it happen that Prussia is in 
tBLCt assailed, not peculiarly, but 
merely as one among many govern- 
ments, some of them based upon libe- 
ral, and others on narrow prmciples ? 
We do indeed marvel at the fact, but 
we do not, and cannot doubt its exis- 
tence and its tniUi. We look at home, 
where personal liberty is secured to 
every man, and where social rights 
are granted to the utmost extent com- 
patwle with the maintenance of social 
order, and we see Popery, after along 
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acqnieseence^ and many declarations of 
allegiance and contentmentj strug- 
gling with amaeing ardour against 
ererr settled an<i single establbhment, 
whether ecclesiastical or cItII. We 
look at Ireland) and there we see 
crime staUdng triumphantly through 
the land, and Popery resisting erery 
check to it, as an infringement of 
citII priTileges, as an Insult to the 
majesty of the people. Nothing there 
seems safe ; and no means, however 
bold, ricious, or perilous, are neglect- 
ed to make fhat appareut danger real 
and imminent. In our colonies the 
same course is pursued. Canada and 
Newfoundland are embroiled in per- 
petual strife; the stream of emigra- 
tion is dried up ; trade is reduced or 
destroyed : property is insecure ; the 
power of tne mother country is sub- 
verted or shaken ; and designs the 
most desperate, projects the most de- 
mocratic are advocated with vigour 
and partially with success. In the 
United States, the only formidable and . 
concentrated body threatening danger 
ip the peace of the republic, is confes- 
sedly a Roman Catholic sect. They 
are taking possession of every wild to 
which the meagps voluntary principle 
is unable to penejbrate, i^nd are prose- 
lyting with astonishing success In other 
parts where the population is more 
numerous, and that same voluntary 
principle equally inefficient. But in 
that country it is necessary to assume 
the ultra-democratic form, in order to 
secure a victory ; and without hesita- 
tion that appearance is put on, to sub- 
serve the artful purposes in view. 

On the continent of Europe the 
same policy is pursued. Every month 
In Prussia adds to the violent excite- 
ment of religious parties, and witnesses 
fresh aggressions, fresh revolutionary 
movements ftx)m the Roman Catholic 
population. In Hanover the same 
spirit has commenced working, and 
with much prospect of triumph. In 
Belgium it nas already succeeded by 
the expulsion of the Dutch govem- 
uentj onder pretences the most frivo- 
lous, and on account of grievances ^he 
most petty and inslgnlQca,nt ; It h^ 
succeeded by Ae aid of fbreign in- 
trigue, and to the subversioi^, not only 
nf 0elgiimi*a own freedom and tolera- 
tion« but also of finrope's balance of 
power* 

In this revohitionaty method is 
Fraerr contending for advancement. 
Row nr is h sincere in Its profes- 



sions ? How far is it to be proved 
that it really intends ultimately to 
compass the democratic objects which 
it now afl^cts to advocate ? To these 
questions we have partly replied al- 
ready, but something more remains 
to be said on them. We say its 
Liberalism is false in England, be- 
cause it makes no concession to 
advance it ; because its avowed prin- 
ciples of action with reference to the 
opinions of others are the same as 
ever ; and because, above all, it has ad- 
vocated all the democratic expedients 
it now sanctions before, and then 
vfith the purpose of imposing on the 
nation the rejected despotism of the 
Stuarts. Who can deny these state- 
ments ? What single concession does 
Popery make ? We have shown that in 
its support of the Ballot, the Voluntary 
principle and education, its purposes 
are directly contrary to its declaration ; 
and we may add, that with reference 
to tdennial Parliaments, an extension 
of the suffrage, and other reforms of 
that sort. Popery advocated them more 
than a centurv ago against the House 
of Hanover, Qknowing the ignorance 
of the people) as a means of restoring 
the Stuarts* dynasty. Its object then 
was a tyranny, and it endeavoured 
to obtain it by the common and usual 
process of enabling the people to give 
ft to themselves. Its ooject may be, 
and we assert is, a tyranny now, and 
the means are the same. Anarchy, 
it knows, must precede any such 
evil in this land, and anarchy it 
therefore desires. We repeat, then, 
what has it conceded? Its plans 
are the same as ever, and its principles 
too. For the latter, let Den's Theo- 
logy, published for "the more sure 
guidance** of the Irish priesthood, 
under the sanction of the Popish Arch- 
bishops, and three thousand priests, 
emphaticaUy answer • or let the reviv- 
ed Khemish notes ana the class books 
of Maynooth speak in confirmation of 
our statement. We, therefore, laugh 
to scorn Popery's Liberalism in Great 
Britain ; and more particularly do we 
ridicule It in that part where Popery 
is beat displayed — Ireland. Popery 
and Liberalism in Ireland I Who 
ever heard of an absurdity so ridicu* 
lous, a connexion more monstrous and 
nreposterous ? Is there Liberalism la 
Ireland, where toleration is so little 
understood that the profession of Pro* 
testantism is a crime, and where a vote 
against a Popish candidate is the dg- 
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nal for a whole dlstricf s exeorationi 
and the sufficient canse for a priestlr 
edrse ? Is there Liberalism in Ireland, 
where the war whoop of extermination 
sounds through the land, and every 
criminal that perishes on the scaffold 
goes happ;^ to his grave, if hb knife 
drew the life-blood of "a Protestant 
parson ? " Is it Liberalism to intimi- 
date voters, to brave the law, to with- 
hold legal dues, to extort promises of 
similar conduo^ and to force Protes* 
tant emigration? If this be Liberal* 
ism, it exists in Ireland, and we own 
it is allied, and closely todi with Po- 
pery. But if not, if even the Liberals 
disckim piinctplei that lead to these 
terrible and disastrous results, we 
know not where to find any thing but 

Jure unadulterated Romanism ki the 
rish popular party. Andiftbisbethe 
case in Great Britain's domestic pos- 
sessions, how much more clearly is it 
so in her colonial dependencies ? The 
struggle in Lower Canada, the " Li- 
beral" struggle, was for tenures suit- 
ed to the old regime in France, and 
for the best mode of throwing off the 
dominion of Protestant England. The 
Liberalism of Mootieur Papineau and 
the other valouroui rebels, amounted 
to no voluntary principle, for they had 
a Popish, and only a Popish esUblish- 
ment i to no educational system, for 
they left the people in ignorance \ to 
no Ballot, for they preilnTed open suf* 
frage. Yet they were for revolutioo* 
ary measures ; that is, for revolution* 
ary measures as distinguished from 
" Liberal** ones. A party may be# 
as we contend the Papists are, revolu^ 
tionists without being Liberals, or may 
profess liberalism, only as a means 
to Revolutiou, with no sort of nlti* 
mate view to a democratie constitu- 
tion. So it was in Lower Canada, so 
it is at home. And again, in New* 
foundland. Popery is in the ascendant, 
and it is liberaJ . It is, in that country, 
so liberal, that a very liberal suffrage 
is adopted, and for the very good 
reason, that by means of it Popery 
returns her favourites and myrmidons 
to the House of Assembly. But here 
her Liberalism ends. We hear of 
Voluntary principle, of no education, 
"while we meet with symptoms not a 
few, that the democratic House of 
Assembly, with all its fine and plausi- 
ble professions, is nothing better than 
an instrument of despotism in the 



hands of the many for ihe oppression 
and the overwhelming of the few. In 
the like manner, Popery's Liberal* 
ism in America dictates a deep-laid 
conspiracv against a Republic which 
is the pride of the Liberals, aud the 
one bright spot on the earth in which 
their callous hearts find pleasure. It 
has chosen that magnificent field of 
exertion, and already views it, in imar- 
gination, as the arena for a mighty 
struggle for ascendency, which must 
terminate in complete success. In 
Europe, hopes of restoration to ancient 
supremacy are equally inspiriting; and 
those hopes arise from the use of 
Liberalism . Popery indulges in Prus- 
sia in all sorts of democratic acts and 
liberal professions, yet the occasions 
of its chief struggles with the Protes- 
tant Government are its interdiction of 
the marriages of Papists with Pro- 
testants, and their common use of 
schools. So in Belgium. It revolu- 
tionized a nation with the declared 
intention of giving complete freedom 
to the people, but with success Libe- 
ralism vanbhed, and commenced a 
series of petty oppressions and serious 
annoyances to those who ventured to 
oppose its doctrines, and to throw light 
OB its oorruptioUf by circulating the 
Bible* 

Here then we rest, on this proof of 
what Popery's Liberalism really means, 
and has effected, and designs. But 
other material and interesting points 
arise, which must be considered, if this 
matter is really to be placed fidriy be- 
fore the public. It is said by some, 
and those not unimportant authorities, 
that the connexion for tenaporary po- 
litical purposes between Popery and 
other Antichristian powers is a sign 
of the times, pregnant with meaning, 
and gloomy in its forebodings. For 
instance. Bishop Horsley. in a letter 
written forty years ago, which appears 
from some of its remarkable expres- 
sions almost prophetical, boldly speaks 
out, and very explicitly too, on this 
most singular question. We should 
not quote it if the name of the writer 
stood lower in the list of eminent 
churchmen, or if his mind were likely 
to have been easily warped by excite- 
ment, or deluded by visionary specu- 
lations. As, on the contranr, the au- 
thority of the author is of the first 
character, and as his words, however 
remarkable, are evidently the result 
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of deep deliberation and thongbty we 
feel it a duty to call attention to it. 
The passage is as follows : — 

" The Church of God on earth will be 
greatly reduced, as we may well imagine, 
in its apparent numbers, in the times of 
Antichrist, by the open desertion of the 
powers of the world. This desertion will 
begin in a professed indifference .to any 
particular form of ChristiAnity, under the 
pretence of universal toleration ; which 
toleration will proceed from no true spirit 
of charity and forbearance, but from a 
derign to undermine Christianity, by mul- 
tiplying and encouraging sectaries. The 
pretended toleration will go far beyond a 
just toleration, even as it regards the dif- 
ferent sects of Christians. For govern- 
ments will pretend an indifference to all, 
and will give a protection in preference to 
none. All establishments will be laid a- 
side. From the toleration of the most 
pestilent heresies, they will proceed to the 
toleration of Mahometanism, Atheism, and 
at hut to a potitive persecution of the truth 
of Chrittianity. In these times the Tem- 
ple of God will be reduced almost to the 
Holy Place, that is, to the small number 
of real Christians who worship the Father 
in spirit and in truth, and regulate their 
doctrine and their worship, and their whole 
conduct, strictly by the word of God. The 
merely nominal Christians will all desert 
the profession of the truth, when the 
powers of the world desert it. And this 
tragical event I take to be typified by the 
order to St John to measure the Temple 
and the Altar, and leave the outer court 
(national Churches) to be trodden under 
foot by the Gentiles. The property of the 
clergy will be pillaged, the public worship 
insulted and vilified by these deserters of 
the faith they once professed, who are not 
called apostates, because they never were 
in earnest in their profession. Their pro- 
fession was nothing more than a compli- 
ance with fashion and public authority. In 
principle they were always, what they now 
i^pear to be, Gentiles. When this gen- 
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oral desertion of the fidth takes place, then 
will commence the sackcloth nmustry of 
the witnesses. • . • There will be nothing 
of splendour in the external appearance 
of these Churches ; they will have no sup- 
port from governments, no honours, no 
emoluments, no immunities, no authority, 
but that which no earthly power can take 
away, which they derive from Him who 
conunissioned them to be His witnesses.** 

Popery, in all times onr enemy, often 
still more powerful than it is now, has 
always fallen before the detemdned 
resolution of the British people ; she 
has failed ih suppressing the Reforma- 
tion, though the land rung with the 
cries of her victims, and the cities 
blazed with the fires her cruelty light- 
ed ; she failed when her proud Arma- 
da sailed to conquer our country, and 
itself was scattered to the winds ; she 
failed in her political intrigues ; she 
failed in her great effort under the last 
monarch of the Stuarts ; she has been 
foiled in every conspiracy, disappoint- 
ed in every insurrection, though as- 
sisted by foreign gold and foreign 
mercenaries, and therefore we may 
trust that she will once more be struck 
down and defeated, notwithstanding 
the treachery of our pretended friends, 
and the zealous co-operation of Infi- 
delity, and Liberalism, and Dissent. 
We have triumphed ere this over 
greater danger, and over foes with 
whom it was far more worthy and far 
more perilous to contend ; and regard- 
ing now the sturdy common sense, 
the experience, and the awakening 
spirit of the people, we hope that the 
day may not be distant when the motley 
combination of ambitious factions shall 
be foiled in their endeavours to impose 
on the country in which they enjoy 
greater blessings than any others can 
confer, the iron dominionof a persecut- 
ing and idolatrous system. 
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Part II. Chapter L 



Hastings was lying on some straw, 
under a canopy of blankets and can- 
vassy with a gipsy man and two or 
three boys beside him, when he was 
roused by a rough voice exclaiming, 
*' Come, my lad, if you want to see 
this job, you must be up and stirring.*' 
He then remembered that before his 
lying down he had settled to accom- 
pany some of the men of the party, 
who were in league with smugglers, 
for the purpose of helping to land and 
run a cargo, which, owing to the 
shortness of the nights, was at this 
season a difficult undertaking. The 
party consisted of four men besides 
Hastings, and it was evident, from their 
tone and manner, that he had contri- 
ved to obtain their entire confidence. 
They walked for two or three miles at 
a swift pace till they came out upon 
the further side of a high bank, from 
which the dark line of the sea was 
faintly visible between two cliffs. 
Here they climbed up a steep ascent, 
covered with brushwood, at one side 
of the road, and remained still for ten 
minutes, till their leader whispered, 
** Hush — all right," and pointed out a 
light down below them, apparently 
from a cottage window. They then 
crept along a path above the road for 
a hundred yards, till they reached a 

Soint where they again clambered 
own upon the highway, and . after 
crossing it moved on in a field towards 
a stile, where they all passed into the 
orchard of a farm-house, and found 
there at least fifty other men assembled 
for the same object. Hastings per- 
ceived, by the sounds from a neigh- 
bouring bam, that it was full of horses. 
There was a good deal of whispering 
among the men, and they evidently 
expected at every moment to receive 
the signal for rushing to the beach. 
The gipsy leader felt his way, with his 
followers, along the orchard hedge — 
for in the shadow of the trees it was 
pitch-dark — imtil they reached the 
nouse, where he spoke to a man who 
stood leaning against the door-post. 



Hastings could not catch much of the 
conversation, but found that they were 
disputing about him. Suddenly the 
gipsy took him by the hand and pulled 
him towards the entrance, when the 
other said, " Come in, then," and 
opened the door. The gipsy and 
Hastings followed him, and found 
themselves in a low unfurnished room, 
with a candle on the floor. The man, 
who was tall and bulky, and dressed 
as a farmer, looked at Hastings, and 
said, " Who are you ?*' Hastings 
answered that he was nothing but a 
wanderer* for amusement, who had 
known much of gipsies in his time, 
and continued to make friends with 
all he met. The man looked at him 
with a sharp but quiet eye, and said, 
** Well, I daresay you are honest, but 
you are running in the way of mis- 
chief that does not concern you. Go 
up here — and make no disturbance." 

So saying he opened a small door 
at the foot of a narrow staircase, and 
held the candle to li^ht the way up. 
Hastings saw that resistance would be 
useless, and walked up the stairs till 
he found himself in another small 
room, where there was hardly a trace 
of light. 

He heard the door locked at the 
bottom of the stdrcase. Feeling 
at>out him, he found that there was no 
furniture within his reach ; and his 
next object of interest was the window. 
Through this he saw the grey line of 
the sea and the mass of cliff on one 
side, but could dbtinguish nothing 
more. The waves were j^lainly to be 
heard beating at reg^ular intervals on 
the beach. He had not spent five 
minutes in the room when he heard a 
whistle and then a swift trampling of 
men and horses, and the whole throng 
seemed dashing downwards to the 
shore. Then came a pistol-shot, and 
then several, and then a roar of voices. 
The rush sounded as if returning 
nearer and nearer to the farm-house. 
Again some scattered shots were fired, 
and now Hastings thought he distin* 
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gmshed the voice of an officer giving 
orders. Here the tumult approached 
close to him, aud it flashed upon his 
mind that if the smugglers should 
retreat, and he be found in their head- 
quarters, his position as a gentleman 
and a naval officer would be very dis- 
agreeable. He, therefore, forced open 
the window, leapt out at a venture, 
and fell among a crowd of people, 
spraining his Teg so violently as to 
give him severe pain. There were 
many voices loud around him, and 
clamour and curses expressed the as- 
tonishment that his fall had occasioned. 
But he had sufficient presence of mind 
to ask for help in the gipsy speech, 
and the consequence was, that one of 
his former companions recognised him, 
and called another to his assistance. 
Between them they lifted Hastings 
up, and carried him off at full speed 
through the retreating hurly-burly. 
The king's men still hung upon their 
rear, and prevented them from relax* 
ing in their pace. But most of the 
loaded horses bad gone on before, and 
the remainder now dispersed In differ- 
ent directions as the roads opened on 
either hand. Still a body of more 
than a dozen men held together about 
Hastings, and twice his bearers were 
relieved. The pain now became so 
sharp that he begged they would leave 
him at the first house. Two or three 
of the leaders cqnsulted for a moment, 
and then they aU went on again in 
silence for a quarter of an hour. It 
was now twilight, and Hastings could 
see that they stopped at a small gate, 
which they opened, and followed a 
short brick-paved path up to the door 



of a respectable house. They seated 
him on the bricks at the door, with his 
back against the door-post, knocked 
violently to rouse the inmates, and 
then all ran off. 

Their alarum succeeded, and in a 
fbw minutes a servant came to the 
door and opened it, accompanied by 
her master, wrapped only in a dress- 
ing-gown . W ben he saw a man lying 
at the door in the weak light of dawn, 
he enquired who he was, and what was 
the matter. Hastings told his name, 
and said that he was a friend of Sir 
Charles Harcourt, had met witb an 
accident, and was in so much pain he 
would beg to be taken into the house, 
and to be allowed to reserve his story 
for another time. 

The gentleman said that his name 
was Musgrave, and that he was the 
clergyman of the parish, and promised 
to do all in his power to relieve the 
sufferings of the stranger. He hdp^ 
to carry him in and lay him on a bed, 
and, on hearing of the Injury to the 
limb, sent for the nearest surgeon. 
He, on his arrival, pronounced that the 
recovery was llkelv to require several 
days, during which the patient must 
remain where he then was. He also 
ordered the proper applications. After 
he was gone, Mr Musgrave earnestly 
assured his new gfuest that be was 
most happy to have an opportunity of 
assisting any human being in distress, 
and that he need be under no uneasi- 
ness as to remaining there so long as 
it should be convenient to him. fUst- 
ings was now a little more at ease, and 
could thank him for his k^^ess, 
which he gladly accepted. 



Cmaptsb II. 



Mr Musgrave was an unmarried 
clergyman, whose whole look and 
manner bore the impress of devotion. 
Delicaey, purity, gentleness* fervour, 
were combmed m his countenance with 
a shade of pensive melancholv. A thin 
ascetio-lookin^ face, a high narrow 
forehead* a slight and bending figure, 
and a demeanour of the most careful 
politeness ; over these was thrown an 
air of abstraction* which kept him 
apart from intlmacv with any circle of 
society. The Bible was the world he 
lived in* and from it he looked out 
into the actual world as we look from 
the earth into the dim atmosphere, or 
from an island over the sea. 



Hastings felt himself, he knew not 
why, rebuked in the presence of Mus- 
grave, although the clerfynum spoke 
to him but little, and that with the 
most courteous and even friendly good- 
will. But, while the traveller &It that 
his host had no sympathy with his 
pursuits or character, he perceived in 
him an elevation and self-denial which 
made it impossible to regard him as 
an inferior, insensible to some higher 
kind of excellence. He did not at- 
tempt to speak on religious^ or, as 
Hastings would have termed it, pro- 
fession^ topics* But it was obvious 
that nothmg local and temporacy in- 
terested him strongly* ana yet ihat 
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hl8 mind was most ftilly strained by The dreaming and monkish oddity 
perpetual thoughts of momentous im- of these thoughts struck h5m as quite 

unlike any thing he had known among 
intelligent men, and led his thoughts 



portancOc 

It was, of course, by Ms care that, 
on a small table beside the bed, there 
was a Bible laid. When, some hours 
after the arrival of Hastings, he came 



away to the Parsees and Santons of 
the East, and to one or two strange old 
fragments of Christian hymns which 



to pay his guest a visit, he laid another he had heard under picturesque and 

vomme beside the Scriptures, which, impressive circumstances in Spain and 

on subsequent examination, appeared at Jerusalem. Something unusual, he 

to be a Prayer-book ; and after he was knew not what, seemed clinging to him, 

a servant, who came in with and he felt half relieved, half inter- 



gone, _ 

some refireshments, added a third book, 
which the patient found to be a volume 
of hymns. In weariness and listless- 
ness he took up this and opened it at 
the following verses, which he read 
through, and which seemed to him so 
strange that he then went through 
them a second time. But the impres- 
sion which they made on him was that 
of a perplexing and enticing riddle, 
rather than of any definite meaning 
which he could folly grasp. 

1. 

" Sec, through nature's blackest night, 
Shines a more than sunny light ! 
God, a man by human birth. 
Comes to die for man on earth. 

2. 

** Shouts of joy and songs of love 
0*er the captive sound above ; 
Forth from evil's hopeless prison, 
Man is raised, for Christ has risen. 



** Mount, then, up, my lonl, to God, 
Soar ftt>m off this earthly sod ; 
Mount to God beyond the skies, 
Christ is risen, and bids thee rise. 

4. 

•« Fly this dreary stormy shore ; 
Rise where Christ is gone before ; 
Fear not God himself to see, 
Christ, his Image, lives in thee. 

5. 
** Face to fkce, O Father, now 
Frowns- no more thy starry brow ; 
Why should we our Maker shun, 
Now thy life and ours are one ? 

e. 

*' Men may dare thy light to scan ; 
By thee site the Son of Bfaa : 
Men may soar to Mghesl Heaven, 
God as man to earth ia given. 

r, 

" Thou to ua in Christ art come, 
Come to call thy children home ; 
Thou in him hast left the skies, 
But tliat we in him may rise.** 



rupted by the entrance of Sir Charles 
Harcourt, to whom Musgrave had 
sent tidings of the traveller's condi- 
tion. He had now to shape his story 
as plausibly as he could, m order to 
avoid unnecessary ridicule from his 
fVlends. A midnight ramble with the 
gipsies he could not but acknowledge, . 
and his reputation for hare-brained 
adventure was well enough established 
to make any thing of the kind credible. 
Sir Charles promised to send him 
books, and to come to see him. But 
Hastings could not help fancying that, 
under an exterior of the most amicable 
politeness, his friend was inwardly 
laughing at him. He felt pleased at 
his departure, and said to himself, 
" With all his taste and fashion, he is 
but a poor ladylike creature." 

In the afternoon Musgrave came 
again to see him. The hymn, and the 
fancies it had suggested, were seething 
in his brain, and he felt a little stronger 
interest than before in the clergyman 
who sat beside his bed and asked if 
he could render him any service. 
Hastings thanked him, and said, " No." 
He then closed his eyes, and added, 
** It seems to me very strange that I 
should be here now, with you sitting 
by me. The last time I was laid up 
it was by a wound received in a lion- 
hunt among the CaflVes. I was con- 
fined for three weeks in one of their 
huts, and attended by a copper-colour- 
ed girl, who had never seen another 
European. She sang to me the songs 
of her tribe in a low droning voice, 
and told me stories of their chases 
after the cameleopard and the rhino- 
ceros. She snoKo of their charms 
against sDake-bltes and poisoned ar- 
rows, and of the powers of their Ama- 
kiras or witch-aoctors. Then she 
brought me drink in a calabash, and 
morsels of broiled antelope, and fanned 
me with a fhn of leaves. Even now, 
when I shut my eyes, I can hardly 
help fancying that I am a stranger in 
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that Afncan villnge, and when I hear 
a step at a distance^ I have before me 
for a moment the image of that poor 
savage girl, though few European 
footsteps are as Ught as hers." Mus- 

graye seemed interested, and asked 
im about his travels^ which Hastings 
spoke of with eagerness and vivacity. 
While he talked it seemed as if the 
round green world were spinning un- 
der him, while he occupied some starry 
post, and looking down described each 
country at the moment ^hat the real 
map revolved beneath his eye. Cities, 
nations, landscapes, races of animals, 
seas of islands, fleets, caravans, and 
adventures, arose, and shifted, and 
passed away like dreams. 

When he paused, Musgrave looked 
upward and then at him, and said in 
a subdued voice, ** In any of your 
travels, Mr Hastings, did you ever 
find peace of mind ?*' 

He was silent for a minute, and 
then replied, — " No, I never sought it ; 
I should not know what to do with it if 
I had it. But I found ever- varying, 
never-ceasing excitement, and I sup- 
pose that is as much as earth can fur- 
nish." 

« As much indeed,** said Musgrave. 
'* For peace we niust look elsewhere.** 

*« To heaven ?** asked the other. — 



'< No doubt. But while in this state 
of existence I take the best that it caa 
supply, and that is movement, change^ 
exertion, enjoyment.*' 

*' If we have not something of hea- 
ven even here, I fear we can hope for 
but little of it hereafter. Peace and 
life are not at war with each other, 
but each in the highest sense requires 
and includes the other. Perhaps this 
is a kind of truth of which in all your 
travels you have not experienced the 
reality.** 

'* Certainly I have never managed 
to be asleep and awake at the same 
time.'* 

^ " Well, if I took your own illustra- 
tion, I should say that the true peace 
of the spirit of roan is not to be found 
when it is the slave of its dreams, but 
when it is the lord of its thoughts. 
And this is also the state in which it 
is most conscious of enjoying the 
deepest and fullest life. But I will 
not trouble you with disputing. I 
.only wish you would believe that there 
is one region of human existence in 
which you have not yet sufficiently 
travelled, and which is not the mean- 
est or poorest.*' 

Neither desired to continue the con- 
versation, and Musgrave soon again 
left Hastings to himself. 



Chapter III. 



That strangle hymn continued to 
float round the pillow, and the image 
of the clergyman perpetually returned 
to him. The traveller felt, that in 
Musgrave's deep and fervent sincerity 
of devotion, there was a kind of power 
by which he hq4 never before been 
influenced. So, in bodily sufiering, 
in mental disturbance, and in dbcon- 
tent at his own inaction, his life went 
on from day to day. Sir Charles Har- 
court sent him the books he had pro- 
mised, which were new and fashion- 
able novels, and took no hold of his 
mind. Musgrave passed with him an 
hour or two daily, and he never could 
shake off the impression made by his 
manner and language. When he 
found this image wearisome, he could 
npt rid himself of it as he had been 
used to do when any thing annoyed 
him, by shooting out into action, for 
he was confined by his ii\jured limb 
to the room he had been first placed 
in. Vexed and fretted at a stillness 



so unlike his usual life, he became at 
last thoroughly impatient. One day 
he gave vent to thb feeling, in words 
of something like displeasure, while 
speaking to Musgrave. The clergy- 
man's pale cheeK coloured slightly, 
and, as was his fashion, he paused for 
a moment before he spoke. He then 
said to Hastings that he feared his 
society was burthensome, and begged 
his paction if it were so, but assured 
him that he had been in the habit of 
visiting him only in hopes of being 
in some way useful or agreeable. The 
patient felt much ashamed at his own 
folly, entreated forgiveness, eamesUy 
thanked Musgrave for aU his kind- 
ness, and begged .him to continue his 
visits as often as might be convenient 
to him. Indeed, he added, hb host's 
company sometimes gave him a kind 
of strange obscure pleasure, such as 
he had never but once before experi* 
enced. 
" Nine years ago," he said, " I was 
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trayelling in Armenia, and the night 
fell while I was examining* some noble 
ruins on the banks of the Araxes, with 
the peak of Ararat in view before me. 
I secured my horse in a nook of the 
decayed and shattered buildings, and 
lar down beside him for the night, 
when I heard at a great distance the 
sound of men's voices singing a hymn, 
which, to my present recollection, had 
much the rhythm and tone of one that 
struck me in your hymn-book. The 
singers were, doubtless, monks engag- 
ed in their evening devotions. I rose 
and went a few paces in the direction 
of the sound to listen, when 1 saw a 
figure moving among the ruins, as if 
coming towards me, from the river. 
As he drew nearer, leaning on his 
staff, I saw by the moonlight that he 
much resembled pictures I have met 
with of Saint Joseph, the husband of 
Mary. When close at hand, he look- 
ed at me intently, and I felt that I had 
never seen so venerable a being. He 
then addressed me in the Armenian 
tongne, of which I had learnt some- 
thing j^om the Mekhitaristes of San 
Lazaro at Venice, and he said, • My 
son, thou seekest many things on 
earth ; but the one thing which thou 
needest thou seekest not ; else wouldst 
thou find it with less journeying.* 

« ' And what,' I said, < Father, is 
that? 

" « Peace/ 

" * Hast thou then found it ?' 

*' ' If I knew it not, then, like others. 



I should not believe in its exbtence. 
Farewell. Remember the measure of 
the divine song thou hast but now 
heard ; and remember me.* 

** He turned away, and in a mo- 
ment was hidden by a massive pier. 
The feeling that his presence gave me 
I have never since experienced till I 
met with you." 

Musgrave seemed much surprised 
and confused at this remark, but they 
parted for the night in very/riendly 
terms. It was now the close of the 
week which Hastings had spent in a 
bodily inactivity hardly ever known 
to him before. That evening he 
spent, hour after hour, in reviewing 
the innumerable images of the past, 
which floated before him, and some- 
times in forming plans for the future. 
At last it was deep night, and he 
heard the clock of the neighbouring 
church strike twelve. The last stroke 
had scarcely trembled away over the 
churchyard when he recouected the 
destiny to which he was subject, and 
saw standing before him, in the bright- 
ness of reality, the different beings in 
whose lot he had so lately shared — 
Edmonstone — Harcourt — Wilson — 
and, lastly, Hastings. As in none of 
these had he been perfectly happy, and 
as little in his last character as in any 
of the former ones, he remembered, 
at the same time, that the power of 
the'ring was not ended, and with little 
hesitation he breathed upon it, and 
named the name of Musgrave. 



CHAPTER IV. 



Musgrave went through the duties 
of his station with an exemplary zeal 
and devotion. But his heart was in 
his solitude, where in private study, 
meditation, and prayer, he cherished 
the mild and musing temper of an 
eremite. The world uiat he outward- 
ly lived in lay at a distance from his 
apprehension ; nor was he ever truly 
at ease and joyous but when he felt 
himself in an imaginary heaven con- 
versing only with visionary beings 
and the transfigured personages of 
sacred story, or lost in the flaming 
beatitude of prayer and praise. He 
was cespeoted, and even beloved by 
his parishioners, but as a creature of 
another race, a chance visitor to them 
from a different state of existence. 
Th^ thought of himlMS aft abettor 



and wiser man, with a true and warm, 
but ennobled human heart, than as a 
seraphic phantom breathing always 
some celestial air, and having, instead 
of life-blood, an Immaterial spirit. 

He performed, however, his Sunday 
duties with meek and graceful fer- 
vour, and the worst and most embru- 
ted of those who heard him at least 
carried away the impression that he 
was a sincerely good and godly man. 
The next day, as indeed almost every 
day, he spent some hours in vbit- 
ing different members of his flock. 
The cottages of the poor opened 
veiT various prospects of human life, 
which, as snch merely, had to him but 
little meaning. In all the best, as 
much as in the worst, he saw only H- 
lostratioQft of the futility of aU )iuman 
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efforUy except those which tend to an 
ascetic and mystical isolation. What 
interest thej excited in him arose 
from his hahit of regarding them, not 
iis men, but as embryo angela. He 
did not speak their language* nor en- 
ter into, though he compassioBated, 
their struggles and sufferings. The 
gross and violent heard his exhorta- 
tions like a faint aerial music, sweet 
and sublime, but remote from all 
which they yalned or dreaded. The 
better and more thoughtful were be- 
wildered, by feeling that they did not 
understand or sjrmpathize with him, 
and that all which they found in reli- 
gion of present sapport and comfort 
for their practical life, was to him but 
worthless, if compared to his ideal 
longings and meditative communion 
with heaven. 

After anothw day or two, he visit- 
ed the poor-house, where he found a 
motley collection of young and old, 
all more or less in some perverse or 
unhealthy state. Old age in all va- 
. rietlee of feeble, fretful imbecility ; dis- 
eases of many and hopeless kinds, 
palsy, deafness, dumbness, blindness, 
idiocy ; the mumed, the ulcered, the 
bed-ridden, the deformed, the doUng; 
orphans, whom love had never ap- 
proached ; widows, from whom it had 
forever fled away ; the broken in fof- 
tuse, once rich ; the loathsome, onee 
beautifol ; the relies, rags, ashes, and 
garbage of onr human life, still in- 
vested with ghastly hamaa semblances, 
all decayed and worn out; and se- 
pulchral shadows of what once was 
man, all stunted, abortive, and,^pi- 
sed modes of young existence; all 
these were here } and each a melan- 
choly portion of a hideoas whole. The 
old and iaiuitile were mixed together, 
bnt the aged feeeived no doteoos re- 
verence, and the children were re- 
gar^bd irith no tender watchfulness. 
There was a certain dnll tranquilly 
enforced by power; a clnll orderly 
suffioieney of physiesd necessaries pro- 
vided by rontine ; a dieciplnie and eco- 
nomy mreoted to no higher thaa an 
ontward end, a»d ammsUed by if^ af- 
fection. The w h o le was an smage ef 
evil of all kinds^ ee mpr seeed l^ kdeed, 
and firoeen, and benun^M by mere 
supei'flcial pressuro, leavteflf ool^ the 
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rage, hatred, horroiif and despair. 
Here sat an old man, once a wealthy 
farmer, whom drunkenness had madb 
a pauper, and whose only child, a 
daughter, had been betrayed bv po- 
verty into fatal oorruption, and had 
died an outcast. He looked dovra« 
ward with dim, inflamed eyes, still cm- 
cupied by the vision of an intoadoat- 
ing draught which he could no longer 

Enre. There the widow of a ^op- 
er, whom her fierce passions and 
irill had goaded to the grave, sat 
in sullen dignity, dressed vrith some 
pretension to superior refinement, and 
brooding on the injustice of the £Eito 
which confined her to such society. 
Scoffs and fury, when she happened to 
speak, were the burthen of all her 
language. She had hoarded for twen- 
ty years a single pound to purchase a 
handsomer funeral and better attend- 
ance than were provided* at Uie eoi- 
pense of the parish. Among thoee 
about her were the worn-out dradges 
who had toiled as the vrives of labour- 
ers now dead) and the men whose 
ehoioest reeoUectioBs were of years 
long gone by, when they ei\)oyed the 
night of peaching and the alo-house 
riot. There was the cobbler, disabled 
by incurable headach, and half-craaed 
by ill-health and fanaticism, whose 
sense of the woful present was every 
now and then brightened by a flashing 
dream of a golden and vermilioD New 
Jerusalem, and by the assurance of his 
ownimmeastirablospiritual snpericMrity 
to those who required moral conduct of 
a Christian, and who had ever been at 
lefaool. For he was a self-taught theolo- 
gian, and was even ingenious in his ab- 
■nrdity. Beside him sat the soldier, with 
one leg and one arm, whose gayeet 
phontioms were of the town be onoe 
he^ied to sack, and of nnstiBted bran- 
dy. Children, moping overaoneheari- 
cankered att^ipt at Ave and hi^y 
sport, slunk in eomen and BMne 
their preaenee known ehiefly by an 
oeeasioiial quwrel and riiriM. One 
woman, of seventy, who had a^ 
peared sinee ten years old deslitnte 
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mother. She died before she could 
be carried into another room. In the 
midftt^ however, of this strange and 
disordered societjr* some members of 
it appeared to enjoy all the happiness 
of which their poor mutilated natures 
were now capable^ and some eyes of 
the lighter and more joyous tempera* 
ments twinkled with unquenchable 
good-humour. 

In this dreary confusion, where it 
seemed that Orpheus might have 
sung, and almost that Moses might 
have legislated, in vain, the benevo- 
lence and faith of Musgrave glanced 
by and vanished without a trace. 
One glow-worm under the coal-black 



Tanlt of night, a six^le candle in the 
largestf deepest mme, is not more 
inelCectual. Some, indeed, derived, 
from his soft and delicate ministra- 
tions, a purblind sense of something 
like good- will towards them existing 
somewhere ; and even this was a bleat- 
ing. But he felt himself a wanderer 
into a region which he did not under- 
stand, and wliere he had no hope of 
ever finding a solid' resting-place for 
his foot. The butterfly among the 
rocks of Caucasus might as well have 
dreamt of sweeping dovm before its 
silken wings the crag on which the 
Titan groaned in v^in. 



Ghaftee V. 



Musgrave had twice seen Elizabeth, 
the daughter of farmer Wilson, in the 
first week after her return, and now 
towards the close of the second he sat 
again beside her bed. Maria LasceUes, 
who was now no longer a visitor at 
Sir Charles Hareonrt's, but living at 
her uncle^s bous^ a good deal further 
off, had found out ^ dying woman, 
and was with her when Musgrave 
entered, but then rose and went away. 
He found the sufferer penitent, re- 
signed, and hopeful, and he felt that 
8^ comprehended him better than 
most of those whom he conversed 
with. She had grown rapidly weaker, 
and nearer to her end, and he expeet- 
ed her very speedy departure from 
the body. She was propped np by 
pillows in the bed, and her mother 
sat beside her at the oppoeite side 
from the clergyman, and attended to 
all her wants. Musgrave had lus 
back to the window, through wbieh 
a bright evening light flowed in and 
fell upon her wasted haggard &ee, 
and up<m the shrunken hai^ that lay 
near him on the bed-clothes. She 
spoke to him of Maria, and aaid, 
*' That lady Is a great blessuig to ra« ; 
she reads aioid ta£s to me for hours, 
and her visits ar« like thoee of a yomg 
prophetess. She enters strtBgely into 
all 1 feel, though she can never have 
had any thing like it in herself. And 
when I say any thing of this kind to 
her, she only answers, that we have 
all much the same Uiings in our minds 
if we would attend to them properly." 

** It must be a great pleasure and 



advantage to you to have such a 
friend." 

<' Oh I indeed it is 80» sir. I think 
she has done me more good than any 
one 1 ever knew. Sh« sees so well 
what kind of help I want, and she 
always tries to make me feel how real 
and awful our sins are, and then points 
out how great is the Uessing of being 
relieved from the burthen of them. 
Oh ! she is a good young lady V 

Musgrave listened with much in- 
terest, but thought it right to turn the 
eonversatloB more direetly on Eliza- 
beth's own state. He expatiated on 
the hspinness of a future life, the 
perfect freedom fVooi sorrow and 
trial, and tho Inminens and ethereal 
kind of esiatence which is all we can 
imagUM of a perfectly spiritualized 
life in the unclouded presence of God. 
Sbe Ikteaed with seme pleasure. 
BuW though decked in expressing 
herself^ as the poor so oAea are^ by the 
fear of differing from theit superiors, 
^o felt in her heart that what she 
ehi^y wanted waa n«t c aee Mr^go 
■MBt of this kittd, hot tha wbteh 
should strengthem in her th« seiMo ef 
present victory even in this £fe over 
the paia of a^tal siifnlneee, and the 
tkxrp semMshiiDM ef maay previous 
ofllsras. So aalj ^ guessed, hut 
haidty dai«d t» say eve« to h e ts e lf , 
could she look forward cheerfully and 
on sure grounds to a better and 
nobler existence hereafter. She took 
the first opportunity which Musgrave's 
remarks offered of referring to her 
husband, and looked at hhn while she 
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did so with earnest eves, and spoke 
with tremblmg words. Musgrave 
had known him« but they had never 
been at all intimate. Her mother 
' left the room to procure some drink 
for her^ and while she was gone^ 
Elizabeth took from under her pillow 
a little packet of papers which she 
looked at fondlj for some seconds^ 
and then held out to Mnsgraye, saying, 
<' Take these and read tbem> they may 
be of some use to you, for it is neces- 
sary to your work that you should 
understand the thoughts and hearts of 
men. There are things among them 
tiiat you will perhaps make out better 
even than I, who so well knew the 
writer. It is very sore for me to 
part with them, now that I am so near 
the last ; but if they can do any good 
it is much better so. You will see 
that they are much frayed and stained, 
for I have read them over and over, 
and have never had them away from 
my bed. Oh I sir, before he died, he 
had far better faith and hope than 
you will find written there. Indeed — 
indeed — ^with all his faults he was 
very good, and at the last when he 
had suffered so much, and was so 
anxious about me — and our — baby — 
he was able, he told me, to trust that' 
all was, and would be for the best, 
and was content to do and suffer 
whatever might be the will of God. 
But I beg your pardon, sir, for trou- 
bling you m this way — only I know 
you are very kind, and none of them 
here can tmderstand such things as 
he thought of — Oh I no, they never 
could. He taught me so much, so 
many — many things, that I never 
should have known but for him, and 
with all my faults, he has made me 
see every thing so differently, some- 
how as if it were so much larger and 
brighter than it used to be— just as 
different as the inside of a book full of 
beautiful writing and pictures is from 
the cover outside of it. Oh I my own 
poor Henry I '* 

She now closed her eyes, exhausted 
and in tears. Her mother came back 
and said, *^ You know, dear, Mr Mus- 
grave is to give you the sacrament 



to-day, if you are well enough, and 
we ought not to keep him.** 

♦* Oh, yes, mother, quite well 
enough for that. I shall be very 
glad." 

The mother called in the others of 
the family, except James, who was 
away at work, and they all partook 
devoutly of the sacred rite. In ad- 
mimstering it to Elizabeth, Musgrave 
felt as if it were a meeting in a world 
of disembodied spirits. In her a new 
life seemed for a moment awakened, 
and she looked more intelligent and 
lovelier than he had ever seen her. 
When the others were departing, she 
signed to them not to go, and looked 
steadily at each of their faces. She 
then cast a long gaze round the room 
at all the things she knew so weU, 
the cupboard, and the chest of draw- 
ers, and the looking-glass that had so 
often reflected her girlish face ; and 
then at the apple-tree seen through 
the window, and the bright evening 
sky beyond. Her eyes turned again 
to Musgrave, as if thanking him, and 
reminding him of the papers; and 
then again fixed on her mother, 
closed, opened, and turned once more 
to the same wrinkled face, over which 
the tears were now falling. She said, 
" Dear mother and father, and all, and 
James too, if he were here, I wish I 
could tell you how I love you all, and 
how happy I am in the thought that 
you love me, and will learn more and 
more to love God.** -The flush deep- 
ened over her cheeks — faded — ^re- 
turned — faded -again — and her eyes 
grew dim, and her lips white^ — ^but 
5iey still murmured, *» I wish I could 
spread my arms and take up the 
whole world, and bring them to 
Christ.** She ceased to look or speak ; 
but soon again opened her eyes on 
her mother. " Kiss me, mother, I can- 
not speak, but I am quite happy, 
quite. I am going to my husband, 
and my poor baby, and God who is 
all in all. Good-by, dear friends — 
good — good-by. I shall never see 
Bumtwood again — ^but** — and she was 
gone from earth. 
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How hard a work is life I The 
system of things which I live in lays 
on me certain anceasing tasks, hat 
gives me no sufficient strength to ful- 
fil them. The strong gladiator drags 
me into the arena of struggle that we 
call the world, and then and there it 
strikes and bruises me, and compels 
me to fight, yet with the certainty that 
I must be overcome and die. This 
yery system awakens in me the feel- 
ing that I am fit for something better. 
It gives me a sense of peace, which it 
will not let me realise. Like a divine 
muse, it sings into my heart a song of 
mercy and hope, and at the same time, 
with the talons of a fury, rends and 
strangles me. 

I have been twenty-three years in 
this visible world. For seven, partly 
from the foolish affection of others, 
partly from their selfish carelessness, 
1 suffered evils that I did not under- 
stand, and my gratifications were 
slight and baseless. Yet, in looking 
back even on this early part, it wears 
a certain brightness which it never 
had in the reality ; pleasures, that were 
trivial in the enjoyment, seem in the 
retrospect sublime. Whence, then, 
comes the sublimity? It must be 
from my present self, from the crea- 
tive power of my feeUngs and imagi- 
nation. Yet this grandeur, which I 
am able to extend over the images of 
the past, when I would grasp and 
embody it as an actual good, fades 
and vanishes ; only the Distant shines, 
the Near is pale and gloomy. Thus, all 
we see of beauty and bliss is but the 
feast of Tantalus, which melts when 
we approach in the infernal ur. My 
boyhood was a time of strong and 
conscious growth. But I had the 
pains of the process, and never have 
known the «^aceM fruits of it. I 
then enlarged my knowledge of Na- 
ture and its forms, and increased my 
love of them. But that passion, ardent 
and tender at the first, and yielding 
many delightful hopes, has always 
ended in sorrow. The Nymphs have 
all in turn shrunk beneath their 
waters and into their caves, and left 
the enamoured boy to stare at the 

YOL. xuy. M(K ccLxxym. 



blank solitude. The enthusiasm of 
youthful hope and belief, kindled in 
the awakening consciousness by the 
shapes of Life and Reality, never 
finds a future adequate to its demands. 
It but enlarges the heart to hold a 
larger portion of disappointment. 
Now that I am a man, I have facul- 
ties, indeed, which enable me to discern 
the principles of things, and to embody 
these in lively images, and to devise 
lines of extensive action. But my 
heart is wearied and saddened by ill 
success ; I want a field of movement ; 
and languish without sympathy from 
those around me. • I have a, pupil 
whom I must teach, but who will 
hardly learn ; and employers or pa^ 
trons who regard me but as the menial 

Com of their favourite and costly 
se. They would not give a shil- 
ling to save uie servant*s Ufe ; but a 
hundred pounds to rescue that of the 
animal. 

' Verily it seems to me that the Life 
we know is all a delusion. We some- 
times pierce the covering, and find 
blackness and hollowness within. We 
are told, indeed, that inside this, in 
turn, there is I know not what trea- 
sure—a gem, a light, an eye, a magical 
remedy. But may not this, too, be a 
delusion ? Who knows ? I have seen 
a French sugar-plum-box with a pic- 
ture of a watch upon the cover, to in- 
dicate that there was a watch within ; 
but, on opening it, the watch was 
found to be of painted and gilt sugar, 
as false as the outward image. It is 
the cry of moralists, and the curse of 
our nature, that all fair things seen by 
man turn Uito clay, and lastly he him- 
self. 

The adaptation, so often trumpeted, 
of man to the system of nature, is, I 
think, at best but as the relation of a 
line to its parallel. Their very paral- 
lelism secures that they shall never 
meet. Man works on wheels, but 
these will not fit the grooves they seem 
designed for, and can only move out- 
side of them in the irregular rut which 
they have broken for themaelyes. 
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Human life has evidently desires 
that human life can never satisfy. 
What is the remedy for this evil? 
Apparently, none is possible. The 
very terms seem to involve a hopeless 
contradiction. It is indeed said, that 
faith in God helps us out of the diffi- 
culty, and raises man above himself. 
But when I ask my teacher what he 
means by the Deity, I receive either 
no answer or worse than none. One 
says, the Creator of all things. But 
this tells me nothing of the kind of 
Being who created all. The rat that 
lurks in the crannies of a castle, and 
is hunted and laid wait for daily, learns 
little to gratify its soul if told that the 
architect of the castle formed the rat- 
holes no less than the rat-traps, and 
even took pains to stock them with 
his progenitors. Another talks to me 
of the Life and Ground of all things. 
But this gives me scanty help ; for of 
all things I best know myself. It is, 
therefore, by looking within that lean 
find the most intelligible specimen and 
example of that All of which I am re- 
ftrred to the Cause and the Vital Prin- 
ciple. From'this quarter, then, — name- 
ly, my own consciousness of myself, — I 
must derive my view of the character of 
the Primordial Power. Now, it is my 
own consciousness which is sick, suf- 
fering, plague-stricken ; and it is from 
its miseries that I am directed to take 
refuge in that Divine Idea which is 
yet so plainly shown to be itself 
wounded with the same weapon and 
infected by the same poison. It is the 
very malady and desperation of all 
within me which leads me to seek help 
from something outward. If that Out- 
ward be but a repetition of the Inte- 
rior Existence, magnified in the con- 
cave mirror of the Universe, all its 
distortions and scarsy its blood and 
tears and steel-^Iked crown, are also 
reflected and enlarged there. If, again, 
I am sent to the Bible, I see, indeed, 
clearly enough that what I will not 
call the Jupiter of that Iliad, but the 
Fate of that high Hebrew Tragedy, 
would condemn and punish ^ne for no^ 
ieing other than I am. But how I 
shall become other, how be fashioned 
by that standard, seems to me as vain 
an enquiry as how the fiyihg-fisli can 
changB itself into the dolphin which 
pursues iti and so find refuge in the 
waters, Final^, miracles are no evi- 
dence to him who has no clear con- 
ception of the Being they are said to 



proceed from ; and even if they were, 
they would go to establish a system 
which, from the inconformity of my 
mind to its principles, leaves me an 
outcast or makes me a victim. 

I cannot recognise myself or my 
experience of life in the Sacred Re- 
cords. When I read them I find my- 
self travelling in an enchanted region 
that has almost nothing in common 
with my accustomed country. There 
is little in it that joins on to any thing 
pre-existent in me. I acknowledge, 
indeed, here a rich and nrofuse beauty, 
as in fairy pictures ; there, a dreary 
awful power, as in Druidical or Egyp- 
tian remains ; wonders, again, as un- 
prepared and incoherent as those of 
dreams ; lastly, gushes of human feel- 
ing and strains of thought which really 
seem to belong to the same nature as 
mine, but which stand in no close or 
necessary relation to the loftier, stran- 
ger, more oracular nortions. I can as 
Uttle enter into the old Hebrew*8 views 
of divine and human things as he, 
could he now revive, would compre- 
hend my fedings as to nature, art, and 
man. His world is, indeed, a land of 
marvels, many of them lovely and 
many expressive, but all shut up with- 
in a circuit of huge walls. It seems 
to me the chief of all confounding pa- 
radoxes that so many millions of men, 
in times and modes so difierent from 
these, should fancy the grey and thun- 
dering cloud of that old Eastern Theo- 
cracy can remain built up like a Cy- 
clopun wall in our ff eer calmer sky* 

In the family I five in there is no 
one who has the smallest notion that my 
opinions differ at all from their own 
and from those of tlie cjergynun of 
the parish. There is no one of them 
who could ever be brought to under- 
stand the Ipast portion of my views. 
Now il^ as I cannot but suppose, there 
are many other instances of the same 
entire misconception as to the charac- 
ters and (' 
daily, wli 
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all it knowSf provided it could ^so 
learn all it does not know. The com> 
n^oDi the public, the fkmiliar, is the 
product of chance^ interest, indiffer- 
ence, fVaud. The hidden and personal, 
that which he who possesses |t shrinks 
ft-om casting into tne open mud-pool 
of society, {s the growth of inward 
feeling and rejection, the winnings 
of earnest endeavour. We wrap up 
and conceal the sacre^ spoils that are 
stained with \he dear blood we ^lave 
8he4 in gaining them ; but we hawk 
in open oaskets the ppbbles, shelb, 
and weeds, which all may gather by 
the highwayside, or on the bare and 
trodden sand of the freouented b^y. 
The rush and throng of life are for 
ever driving back intp cells and nooks 
whatever would come forth of inde- 
pendent, genuine, peculiar. T|ie lighti 
easy, empty, popular, is received into 
the kindred element, is borne along 
with and swells the mass. Thus, pro- 
bably, what each successive generation 
has added to the world*s possessions is 
but the husks and scum of its exist- 
ence ; while whatever has been truly 
noble and severe was sunk and lost 
with or before its creators. Could the 
figures in the apparent picture of his- 
tory be suddenly effacedi and the glass 
they are painted on be made transpa- 
rent, so as to show the reality it now 
hides, how completely might our views 
of all things and ourselves be reversed 
and transmuted I We should see, per- 
haps, in many a family of those poor 
barbarians whom Csesar slaughtered 
by myriads, more dignityi sensibilityj 
genuine sense of natiu'e and power^ 
than in the accompllshedf radiant em- 
peror. Knowing how in myself what 
IS deep, arduous, and high-minded 
shrinks from view, and all that is imi- 
tative, hollow, selQsbj and sequacipu^ 
lies on the surface, or rather forms it, 
may I not believe that th^ UJui is tnM 
of the world and all its liif tary ? 

To-day is likely to be a memorable 
one for me. I was wandering soiDe 
miles from the house while mj fw^ 
was gone on a pleasure paftj '#itk ne 
family in another direction. At last 
I came out of a lane upon a farm- 
house with a little garden in front of 
it, in which a young woman was tying 
up the flowers. She had a lingularlv 
soft and quiet manner of moving, such 
as indicated a quiet and harmonious 
Ufof and gave her more the air of a 



lady thaii most ladles that I haye seen. 
I went up to speak to her, and asked 
where I was, and what would be my 
shortest way back, when I saw her 
face more c^stinctly, l)er mild features, 
and clear blue eyes, ^he answered 
me in a low sweet voice, gravely but 
pleasantly, when an old man came ou^ 
of the liouse, whom I found to be her 
father, and whom I remembered to 
have seen two or three times at my 
employer's, the squire's, where he had 



flitting before me, yet with her face 
turned towards mine, and with her 
bright and gentle eyes and calm smile 
lopking at me from between the treen 
and above the hedge-rows. I could 
not wal); steadily, but jumped and ^n, 
and every now and then stood still, the 
more clearly to recall her Image. I, 
who seldom am able to pray, caught 
myself exclaiming, — " O God I hast 
thou at last sent me a being whom 
I may loyoi and ^ho may one day love 

J l^ye no^ seen Elizabeth many 
times. Her whole life and culture 
have had but the two elements, the 
dofnestic aiid tlK9 Biblical. Yet to how 
pomplete and in4odious, nay, some- 
t}iaa9 hew high tm lyrical, a being 
has ihe aUai'\ad I She knows, indeed^ 
little ; but she has the most open, the 
freshest, and the truest sense for what- 
tyer ia Batiual aad worthy. While 
with her, and thhiking no longer of 
ipaciilatkms pr of nyself, I feel as if 
I had thrown off a ttifTand heavy ar- 
mour which I had worn for years, and 
been clad of a sudden in soft and lucid 
flHkan robes. Ob, how divine is the 
blessedness of loye 1 It leaves me no 
fbars and regrets. I feel that life is 
indeed a capaci^ for joy, and is no- 
thing else, AUheeiideaJuihutthe.'paiii 
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and struggle through which that ca^ 
padty is uofolded. She, without de- 
sigpniDg it, has opened my heart to see 
aud feel goodness and beautj in every 
thing around me. Nay, strangest of 
all, when with her I read the Bible, 
and when I see how its morality and 
devotion and multitudinous imagery 
have passed into and become portions 
of her heart, I seem to perceive that 
the Deity may be beheld immediately 
and acknowledged, as we discern and 
own what is excellent in a human 
being, and should feel it a villany to 
ask how we can prove such and such 
a pure and heroic man not to be a 
mere cheat and quack. Much, indeed, 
is still dark ; but I can now conceive 
it to be transitory and hopeful dark- 
ness, for what once was darkest of all, 
namely, my own being and affections, 
are now bright and benignant. I now 
know that to believe is nobler than to 
theorise, and to act more profitable 
than to murmur. I dare not complain 
of the seemingly inexplicable contra- 
dictions of Existence, while I am not 
guiding my own in the path which 



evidently opens before me. I cannot, 
indeed, see its termination, but I do 
see the portion nearest to me, which 
must, at all events, be first travelled ; 
and as I do not see the end, I know 
not but that it may issue in the solu- 
tion of all my difficulties. There b m 
road of action guiding me I know not 
precisely whither ; and there must be 
somewhere, though I know not pre- 
cisely where, an outlet from the laby- 
rinth of speculation. One, therefore^ 
of these mysteries may turn out to be 
the solution of the other. Nay, if all 
Life be not a hopeless, planless Chaos, 
1 dare affirm that so it must be. And 
that such and so darkly bewildered is 
not our mortal state, my hopes, my 
sympathies, my exulting joy, my sense 
of liberation, in the love of Elizabeth, 
are to me abundant proof. The God 
of the Bible and the God of the Uni- 
verse, I now divine afar off, may be 
known as One. But I am sure that 
to know Him at all, except by guess, 
I must resolve that He shall practi- 
cally be my God. 



Chapter VII. 

Henry* 8 Papers — Continued, 

t have lately been Interested by meeting with the following poem of Wal- 
singham:-* 

turn WOODED MOUNTAINS. 

1. 

*• Woodland MountainB, in your leafy walks 
Shadows of the Past and Future blend ; 
'Mid your verdant windings flits or stalks 
Many a loved and disembodied friend. 



** With your oaks and pine-trees, ancient brood. 
Spirits rise above the wizard soil. 
And with these I roam amid the woods ; 
Man may dream on earth no less than toil. 

3. 
** Shapes that seem my kindred meet the ken ; 
Gods and heroes gKmmer throngh the shade ; 
Ages long gone by from haonts of men 
Meet me here in rocky dell and glade. 

4. 

*' There the Moses, .touched with gleams of light. 
Warble yet from yonder hlU of trees. 
And upon the huge and mist-dad height 
Fanoy sage a olear Olympns sees* 
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5. 
" 'Mid yon utmost peaks the elder Powers, 
Still ansbaken hold their fixed abode, 
Fates primeval throned in airy towers. 
That with momiog sunshine never glowed. 

6. 
" Deep below, amid a hell of rocks, 
Lies the Cyclops and the Dragon coils. 
Heaving with the torrent's weary shocks. 
That around the untrodden region boils. 

7. 

" But more near to where our Thought may climb 
In a mossy, leaf-dad, Druid ring. 
Three grey shapes, prophetic Lords of Time, 
Homer, Dante, Shakspeare, sit and ling. 

8. 
" Each in turn his descant frames aloud. 
Mingling new and old in ceaseless birth. 
While the Destinies hear amid their doud. 
And accordant mould the flux of earth. 

" O ! ye trees that wave and glisten round, 
O ! ye waters gurgling down the dell. 
Pulses throb in every sight and sound* 
Living Nature's more than magic spell. 

10. 
** Lo 1 amid the visU sUU and dim, 
KnighU whom youth's high heart forgetteth not. 
Each with scars and shadowy helmet grim, 
Amadis, Orlando, Lancelot. 

11. 
*' Stem they pass along the twilight green, 
While within the tangled wood's recess. 
Some lorn damsel sits, lamenting keen. 
With a voice of tuneful amorousness. 

12. 
'* Clad in purple weed, with pearly crown, 
And with golden hairs that waving play. 
Fairest earthly sight for King and Clown, 
Oriana or Angelica. 

13. 
'* But in sadder nooks of deeper shade. 
Forms more subtle lurk from human eye. 
Each cold Nymph the rock or fountain's maid. 
Crowned with leaves that sunbeams never irj, 

14. 
** And while on and on I wander, still 
Past the plashing streamlet's glance and foam* 
Hearing oft the wild-bird pipe at will. 
Still new openings lure me still to roam. 

15. 
<* In this hollow smooth, by May-tree walled. 
White and breathing now with firagrant flower, 
Lo ! the fairy tribes to revel called. 
Start in view m &def the evening hour. 
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16. 
•« Decked in rainbow woof of gossamer, 
And with many a sparkling je^el bright, 
Rose-leaf faces, dew-drop eyes are there, 
Each with gesture fine of gentle sprite. 

17. 

*' Gay they woo and dance, and feast, and sing. 
Elfin chants and laughter fill the dell. 
As if every leaf around should ring 
With its own aerial emerald bell. 

18. 
•* But for man 'tis ever sad to see, 
Joys like his tliat ho must not partake, 
'Mid a separate World, a people's glee 
In whose hearts his heart tio joy cbuld wake. 

19. 
" Fare-ye-well, ye tiny race of elves ; 
May the inobn-beam ne'er behold your tomb ; 
Ye, our happiest childhood's other selves. 
Bright to you be always evening's gloom. 

20. 
** And thou, mountain realm of ancient wood» 
Where my feet and ihougbts have strayed so long. 
Now thy old gigantic brotherhood 
With a ghoatlier vasiness round me throng. 

21. 
" Mound, and Cliff, and Crag that none may scale 
With your served trunks and wrestling lioughs. 
Like one livbg presence ye prevail. 
And o*drhang me with Titanian brows. 

22. 
•• In your Being's mighty depth of Power, 
Mine is lost, and melted all away. 
In your fbrms involved I seem to tower. 
And with you am spread in twilight grey. 

23. 

In this knotted stem whereon I lean, 
And the dome &bovd of countless leaver. 
Twists, and swells, and frowns a life unseen, 
That my life with it resistless weaves. 

24. 

" Yet, O Nature, less li all of thine 
Than thy borrowing from our human breAsl ; 
Thou. O God ! hasi ihade ihy child divine, 
And for him, his world thou hallowest. 

25. 
*' Hark I a sound of mortal feet is nigh, 
'Tis the pattering of a youthful tread ; 
'Tis'^lhe woodman's daughter tripping by 
With a pitcher to her ilative shed. 

26. 
** There, betide the fearless child, I wend, 
And rejoice beneath a human roof; 
AnS our mingling nightly prayers ascend 
With the cottage smoke to Heaven tioof." 
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The effect of these papers on Mus- 

f rave's mmd was very strong. He 
ad hardly ever read any thing not in 
conformity with his own habits of 
mind and opinions. From all books 
beyond his fayoarite circle, consisting 
of such works as A-Kempls, Jeremy 
Taylor, Herbert, and Fenelon, he 
turned away with Indifference or di8« 
nke. His was a sort of unchanging 
moonshine ot the mind. Now he felt 
as if thrown into a dungeon, with a 
dim lamp burning on one side, and a 
single sharp ray of sunlight piercing 
on the other. Much that appeared in 
Henry's Papers he could not at all 
enter into. But he saw enough to un- 
derstand that his own previous world 
was a smaller one than he had ima- 
gined. Without losing his faith in 
the great truths which he had never 
for an instant of his life permitted him- 
self to doubt, he now felt the sphere of 
his conceptions suddenly and painful- 
ly enlarged, and an unexpected im- 



gortance given to thoufi^hts which had 
ardly before suggested themselves to 
him. He had not read Walsingham's 
Poems, and the one which he had now 
lighted on excited in him a new in- 
terest. It exhibited a composure of 
mind which he had fancied impossible 
unless connected with his own opi- 
nions ; and at the same time, having 
read very little poetry, he fancied he 
found in it a free and clear painting of 
many images, drawn from nature, and 
a stead V, untremulous, self- conscious- 
ness, which, as thus united together, and 
not derived exclusively from religious 
devotion, seemed to him very wonder- 
ful. It may thus become intelligible, 
that when the fated hour arrived, and 
Arthur could look back on Edmon- 
stone, Harcourt, Wilson, Hastings, and 
Musgrave as so many distinct selveSf 
he turned from them all, and hoped to 
rise on bolder wings, and command a 
wider air, when he eleoted to assuma 
the being of Walsingham. 



CUAPTEE VIII. 

Extracts from Marians Note^Book. 



Walsingham has now been here on 
a visit for two days. I am not sure, 
but I suspect, that he plotted to in- 
duce my aunt to invite him ; and al- 
though it seems absurd, I can now 
hardly help fancying that It was on 
my account he wi^ed to come. I 
cannot see him without interest, and 
a certain pleasure. But I find that 
this feeling Is alwajrs accompanied by 
dissatisfaction, and almost mr self-re- 
proach, when it is not Justi^d by an 
equal sense of reliance and reverence. 
His aympathies seem to me kind and 
right, and wonderfully impartial and 
comprehensive ; and of his talents and 
accomplishments, there can be, I sup^ 
pose, no doubt. But I cannot shake 
off the persuasion that there is some- 
thing wanting in him to gain my full 
admiration and esteem. 1 can ima- 
ine that a person who had ilever be- 
eld a complete Gothic cathedral 
miffht see a beautiful tower of such a 
building, massive and profusely orna- 
mented, and in which sol that had ever 
been begun was quite finished, and 
yet feel something to be wantinfi", 
though he might not be able to tm 
that It was the sky-pointing spire 
which ought to have crowned the 
tower. As to Walsingham, however. 



s 



it may be altogether a mistake of 
mines and no doubt it seems more 
probable that I am in error th^ he. 

Oh, how hard it is to keep one's 
life at once clear, full, fresh, and 
steady ! How I find mvself wavering 
into sickly fancies, indulging selfiso 
humours, repining at my situation as 
if it were not a necessary portion of 
my existence, and as if that were not, 
on the whole, a blessing. My God t 
strengthen me. The image of Arw 
thur has darkened, even saddened, my 
mind. But for how much hope, enerw 

gj, feeling, am I not also indebted to 
im. I look upon the stars or Into the 
calm depth of^pure waters, and I seem 
to know then tnot although here and 
now we are divided, there is some dis- 
tant imperishable world in which our 
0pint8 ever dwell together. Mean- 
while, the past lies wide and dark be- 
hind me. The future moves onward 
with swift feet, and its footsteps on 
that field of stiU smoking ashes are 
what we call the present. Dear, deal*, 
Arthur! though I cannot see you, 
nor even hear of you, some day of un- 
clouded revelatbn will surely cooe, 
when you will know how fopdUr and 
devotedly I compare your deep, though 
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often troubled, straggling earnestness, 
with this cold, far-glancing, many- 
sidedf self-idoUsing, consummate ar- 
tist. 

I am unjust to Walsingham. No 
man could so well understand and to- 
lerate all kinds ofcharactersi even the 
most unlike his own, nay, even the poor, 
foolish, painful, mimicries of himself, 
without a long and hard self-sacrifi- 
cing discipline. There is nothing 
which I find that he so thoroughly 
hates as the coarse, tawdry finery of 
the English upper classes, unaccom- 
panied, as it so often is, by any true 
refinement or sense of the beautiful. 
But I think, that when this better 
taste exists, he is inclined to overlook 
in its favour much of moral evil, and 
even a good deal of heartless selfish- 
ness. When this tendency of his 
breaks out I shrink away from him. 
But then again my admiration is re. 
called to him by his sensibility to every 
form of power and loveliness, by his 
insight into the real substance of all 
the kinds of human life we meet with, 
and his capacity of divining the his- 
tory of each, and rounding off its des** 
tiny into a clear and expressive whole. 
Sometimes, for a few moments, I seem 
borne upwards on his eagle wings, 
and feel long after as if ho had placed 
me on a mighty mountain-head, 
whence, in bright sunshine and keen 
bine air, I can behold ' the great and 
living mass of Nature and Mankind. 
Dare I ask myself whether I could be 
content to dwell with him upon that 
summit ? . It is too late to doubt whe- 
ther I shall ask the question. Arthur, 
forgive me I But I am clear as to the 
answer — No — Oh, No. May God for- 
bid I Rather let me live in the dark- 
est, rudest valley, where I may be 
strengthened and guided by one true, 
warm, wise heart ; where 1 should not 
only understand and mould to ima- 
gery all the befngs round me, but 
where they might feel that I loved 
them, and was struggling onward 
with them to do whatever good we 
knew, at whatever sacrifice. 

Walsingham puzzles me more and 
more. 1 cannot be mistaken as to the 
interest he feels in me, and the plea- 
sure he has in my society. I too en- 
joy the perpetual flow of animated and 
graceful thoughts which breaks from 
nim on all occasions, and with refer- 



ence to every little outward object, — 
a plant, a bird, a shower, a village 
wedding. Now and then he expresses 
in a few words a view which seems to 
throw a wondrous light over whole 
regions of one*s life. As this — a large 
mind, which cannot tolerate small 
ones, is smaller than if it could. Or 
this — when we feel strongly and mys- 
teriously as to the past, we should re- 
member that all which seems strangest 
in our consciousness may arise, not 
from the past that it relates to, but 
Arom the present that it subsists in. 
Or this — Rochefoucauld's maxims are 
a true picture, not of human nature, 
indeed, but of its selfishness. He 
works like a painter who paints the 
profile, and chooses the side of the face 
in which the eye is blind and deform- 
ed, instead of the other which is un- 
blemished. Yet the picture may be a 
most accurate copy. Or this — the 
wider the base of life the higher may 
we hope to raise the summit. Num- 
berless more of such remarks has he 
let fail in the three days he has been 
here, and chiefly when conversing 
with me. And yet there is nothing 
pedantic or sententious . in his tone. 
He is easy and playful, though earnest ; 
and these sayings, and others like 
them, have only come out as explana- 
tions of some casual remark which 
had interested me, and on which I 
had wished for more light. Yet this 
man becomes, on occasion, quite a 
different being, and one with whom I 
cannot sympathize at all. ; Thus, we 
had yesterday at dinner, and staying 
till to-day, Mrs , an airy, spark- 
ling creature, fond of admiration, very 
good-natured, and skimming through 
life like a butterfly. Walsingham 
seemed much amused by her, and 
paid her a great deal of attention. I 
am certain she could not in the least 
understand hini in his more serious 
moments. But the odd thing waa^ 
that, seeing him with her, no one could 
bave suspected him of ever having 
any serious moments. She was sing- 
ing, and exclaimed, ** What stupid 
words these are— I cannot sing them! 
and yet the time is very pretty : Do 
give me something better for it ? ** She 
held out her ivory tablets to him with 
a coquettish smile, and said, '< Do, I 
should so like it.** He took them 
from her laughing, and said, " Mind 
you promise to sing the lines,** and in 
ten minutes he gave her the verses 
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called SapphOf which, the next morn- 
ing, while I was out of the room, she 
copied, as a piece of mischief, into my 
Album. 

1. 

" By the noontide heat oppreas'd, 
Sappho in a cave would rest. 
Rose and bay tree hedged it round ; 
Violets covered all the ground. 

2. 

** But within the twilight shade, 
Lo I a lovely boy was laid, 
Who in deepest ealm reposed, 
With his Wings of purple dosed. 



*< Pleased, afraid, she knew not why, 
With a fond and dreaming sigh, 
Down she sank beside the child. 
Who, in sleep rejoicing, smiled. 



*' 0*er the imp an arm she threw, 
Ddntiest arm, of whitest hue. 
He towards her bosom crept. 
Though it seemed that still he slept. 

5. 
" To her beating heart he clung. 
Like a bee the flowers among ; 
And one throbbing music played. 
Through the veins of child and maid. 

6. 
'* On her eyelids, smooth and sweet. 
Sleep came down with presence fleet , 
How could sleep delay to rest 
In so toft and fair a nest ? 



** Then upon her soul arose 
Wondrous visionary shows ; 
Manly locks, heroic eyes. 
With a voice of songs and sighs. 

8. 
" In the wooded vale it seemed. 
That the new-sprung godhead beamed, 



Come to woo her from above, 
Veiling all his power in love. 

9. 
** How the hours had passed away, 
Dreaming Sappho could not say, 
But she woke alone, and found 
Evening floating o*er the grd(ud. 

10. 
" Weeping, drooped the lonely maid. 
And with inward moan she said, 
* Boy, a double res^was thine. 
For thou leav'st me nought of mine.' " 

Mrs — ran through this poem 
merrily for several stanzas, and while 
she sang there was a droll indefinable 
smile about the comers of her mouth, 
which I could not make out. But 
before she had done, she shook her 
pretty bright head, with all its fair 
ringlets waving round it, and said, 
"Oil can never get through all that.** 
She then gave him an arch glance, 
and ran off from the piano to me, 
^ying, " Dear Miss Lascelles, what 
bores Sapphos, and Madame de Staels, 
and all such people must have been. 
Do let us have some rational talk 
about fashions, and fiddlesticks, and 
any thing useful.** Walsingham took 
up a book, and hb whole look changed 
to one that would suit my notion of 
Plato or Pythagoras, and this evident- 
ly quite unconsciously. Mrs 

could not keep her eyes off liim long, 
and after a quarter of an hour she 
made some excuse for moving. I saw 
her pass near him and say something 
laughingly. But he looked up with a 
face of such entire thoughtful abstrac- 
^ tioo, that she started away as if she had 
seen a skeleton-head. He soon, how- 
ever, smiled, answered her, and then 
came away and talked to me about 
Albert Durer*s Prayer-book, which I 
was looking at. 



Chapter IX. 



Such were the terms on which Ma- 
ria and Walsingham stood together, 
when Mrs Nugent proposed that she 
and they sliould ride in the evening, 
after an early dinner, to a mined 
church a few miles away, from which 
there was said to be a very beautiful 
prospect. They set out more than an 
hour before sunset, and designed to 
return by moonlight. Mr Nugent, 



who was indolent, and cared nothing 
for any prospects but those ofihis own 
pedigree, rent-roll, and dinner-table, 
sud he had letters to write, and staid 
at home. Two or three of his guests 
also remained. But the riding- party 
set out in high spirits, followed by a 
single servant, and passed quickly 
through the green lanes till they be- 
gan to reach the higher and more 
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broken ground of heathy hiUs. Here 
they came to a farm-house> where Mrs 
Nugent> a notable visitor and adyiser 
of her inferior neighbours^ said she 
must go in to see the farmer* s wife> 
but would soon catch them by a 
shorter road than that which, for the 
sake of the view, was to be pursued by 
them. The others, accordingly, rode 
on. Maria knew that the good lady^s 
habits of delaying and gossiping would 
probably detain her longer than she 
expected. But she could not change 
her aunt's arrangements, and went 
forward without objection. 

« Not far," said Maria, " from the 

' point we are approaching lires the 
man we have before spoken of, the 
hermit Collins. I have seen him oilen, 
and, strange as he is, I like him very 
much. There is such thorough ho- 
nesty about him, as well as so much 
queer uncoutli kindness, that he inte- 
rests me extremely. He is the most 
marked and original figure I have 
ever heard of in modem England. 
Whatever is usual and commonplace 
among us seems to have influenced him 
only by contraries^ and called out no- 
thing but opposition." 

<^ All that,'* answered Walsingham, 
** is very foolish, or at least very im- 
perfectly wise. In every age there is 
good enough, if a man will but put 

' himself into harmony with it, to 
enable him to produce more good out 
of it. « If he does not, he defrauds his 
time of what he owes to it ; and above 
all, he keeps hb own mind in a per- 
petual aimless ferment of antipathy. 
Ricking out behind is not the way to 
move forward either for horse or man. 
And then what an absurd dream, to 
fancy that the good in any man has 
grown up so independently of all' 
around him as to have nothing out- 
ward with which to connect itself. 
No, no, we are not thrown down out 
of the sky like meteoric stones, but 
are formed by the same laws and 
gradual processes as all about us, and 
so are adapted to it all, and it to us. 
But, no doubt, Collins will fight his 
way through his present angry ele- 
ment to peace and activity. What 
employment has he now ?'* 

'* He minds his bee-hives. And to 
the few people he ever sees he talks 
quaintly and vigorously, I sometimes 
think wildly. But all he says has a 
stroBff stamp upon it, and never could 
pass &em hand to hand widiout ne« 



tice. After having heard him, some 
of his phrases keep ringing in one's 
ears, as if ho had sent a goblin trum- 
peter to haunt one with the sound for 
days and nights after. But I have 
always felt that he has more in his 
mind than ever comes out in the ex- 
pression, and, so odd as his talk is, J 
should hardly call it affected or con- 
ceited.'* 

" Ah! no doubt there must be 
much genuine nature there. But, 
although these vehement lava-lumps 
and burning coals of his may be no 
mere showy firework, and do shoot 
out from a hot central furnacei I 
would rather it were all so much cool 
clear water, pouring from an inward 
lake of freshness.'* 

" I can fancy him saying — the AH 
is right. There must be a Fire- God 
as well as a Water- God. If there 
were no fire forces seething and blast- 
ing, for aught ^ou know the fountains 
and flood forces would stagnate into 
slime. I heard him sav something 
like that when last I saw him.*' 

" All very true. But I stoop to 
drink of the stream, and I hasten 
away from the eruption." 

" In this case," replied Maria» 
laughing, " the eruption saves yon 
the trouble. It seeks no one, and 
loves its solitude.** 

In half an heur after parting from 
Mrs Nugent they had climbed a sort 
of pass between two hills, and theu 
turned to one side, so as to gain the 
summit of the ridge. There was then 
nothing between them and the sea but 
a wide and easy descent ending in 
level ground. Hardly a house was in 
sight for many miles. Broad tracts 
of heath, mingled with ftirxe and 
broom, all in full flower, and here and 
there with patches of timber, covered 
the long and weary fore-ground, which 
sloped away into fields and meadows, 
divided by hedgerows, and dotted with 
sheep and catUe. A small town was 
visible several miles off on the shore. 
The sea lay shining under a blood-red 
sun, which had nearly set amid the 
heat-red sky. Above the sun a dark 
cloud hung distinct atid swollen as a 
black mantle ; but the glarliig light 
blazed around the spectators, and illn- 
minated one side of the old church 
which stood about a mile from them 
on the same ridge as they. The pof- 
tioB of it towards the east looked cold 
and gloomy, while the hot light poor- 
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ed throufipli tiro or three windows^ and 
defined the whole dark outline against 
the sky. 

They had hardly gazed for a few 
seconds before the black cloud spread 
rapidly, with its smoking edges, over 
a third of the heavens, and some 
heavy drops of rain fell. Walsitgham 
looked at Maria, and she said, ** Let 
us make haste to the church ; there is 
no nearer shelter." She turned her 
horse in that direction, and riding fast, 
they reached the broken walls of the 
small green enclosure In which the 
ruin stood, before much rain had fallen. 
They pushed through one of the gaps, 
gained the porch, and dismounted. 
The door was not locked, and they 
entered the building, and tied their 
horses to an old iron atancheon In the 
wall. A stone-bench still remained 
under the spire of the church, on which 
Maria sat down, while Walsingham 
stood beside her. The eastern win- 
dow, at the other end of the church 
f^om them, was in a great degree 
blocked up by rubbish and ivy, but 
through it was seen the grey sky, with 
a streak or two of faint red. The 
western window, near them, was quite 
open, and between its shafts they saw 
the dark and stormy landscape, the 
sea, angry and labouring under the 
heavy sky, Yet kindled here and there 
with flamelike rays, and the broad 
fierce sun balancing for a moment its 
crimson orb on the perilous edge of 
the horizon. 

They gazed in earnest delight, but 
the sharp glare which struck upon 
Maria's eyes coknpelled her to rsdse 
■ her hand before her face, while Wal- 
singham stood confronting the violent 
and resplendent hour, while the glory 
upon his marble face was met by more 
than answering power from within. 
She looked at him with admiration 
fVom behind her hand, now tinged to 
a transparent pink ; and she thought 
that if, as she believed, his life were 
far too { 
mined, ; 
could n< 
nobler 
lightnin 
the thui 
sun sec 
flag at 
above tl 
intense 
came dc 
singhaai 



and seated himself beside her. ** This 
scene," he said. " is worth some in- 
convenience. I fear, had you expect- 
ed it, you would have stayed at home. 
It would have been an additional in- 
ducement to me to come here." 

" I should hardly have been allowed 
to choose, but I am not sorry fox the 
event." 

The wind rose high, and dashed the 
rain in noisy bursts about the ruin. 
The neighbouring old beech-trees 
roared. The sound of the sea was 
not audible, but a vague roll of white 
and black confusion showed its tumult 
even at a distance. A glimmer of tl^e 
sunset still played over it, though the 
sun was now drowned out. The 
greatness of the powers at work stirred 
and enlarged the two beholders with 
a grave joy. They felt themselves 
rise and expand with the strong ele- 
ments. 

" One feels now," said Walsing- 
ham, " what life there is in nature, 
and our feeling shows how deeply It 
b involved with our life, how insepa- 
rably its powers are one with those we 
wield and are conscious of. Almost, 
we dare to say, with every gust and 
peal, these efforts of the universe have 
their impulsions from our breasts, so 
mightily do sympathy and abounding 
imagination gush vrith them from 
within us." 

" The storm Is very grand," she 
said, «' but I feel as if I should yield 
to its grasp, and lose myself in its 
vastness, if there were not a sense of 
religion which the sublime struggle 
aw£^ens in me, but which raises me 
above it to God." 

He did not answer her directly. 
But soon she heard him repeating, as 
if rather to himself than to her, — 
Ye demon winds that fill the vault of 

And caves of eArth with uproar SibyUina, 
On whose dark bhuts the fates let looio 
their hair 
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tant depth a vessel reeling and crouch- 
JDg under the tempest. Involuntarily 
she grasped his arm. She had never 
felt so intimately attracted to him as 
when he laid his hand on hers, and 
returned her trembling pressure. 

" It is the hour," he said, " of the 
Spirits ; but I cannot wish it other- 
wise, or that I were away from here." 

" I feel that God is here, but 

as if he did not reach so far as that 
poor ship.** 

" He is there too," replied Wal- 
singham, in a voice almost as low as 
hers, " but most, doubtless, with those 
who believe in Him." 

The horses were uneasy and fright- 
ened at the storm ; and the poet said, 
after a pause, — " Those animals feel 
only apprehension. We can admire 
and enjoy the hour, so much nearer 
do we lie to the source of all things, 
at which, could we quite attain to it, 
all would doubtless appear in perfect 
harmony." 

" How noble," exclaimed Maria, 
" are these organ tones, so infinitely 
deep, of the vast air, while in the 
midst of them we hear so many bro- 
ken sounds, some even whispers, like 
voices of living hearts, filling the whole 
tempest, and modulating every breath 
of it." 

Her hand now lay calmly in his, 
and he could feel its quiet pulsation. 
His own beat more hurriedly — excited 
not by the tempest but by her. " Yes," 
he said, ** not only the ethereal powers 
are working with fresh energies around 
us, — ^but the spirits in ourselves, — and 
how many are there, each claiming in 
turn to be our true self, which no one 
of them is, but all of them together— 
are, awakened and busy in such an 
hour, strong with more than common 
life. Nor can they stir and throng 
without calling round them, too, the 
other spirits of the past and present, 
perhaps of the future, and of all be- 
ings with whom our hearts have ever 
held true communion . It is the graves 
themselves which are dead, and the 
dead live triumphantly around us." 

His sweet and steady voice flowed 
clear and low amid the clang and 
discord of the winds and rain, and 
wrought, with the hour itself, in the 
ears of Maria, like an enchantment. 
She pressed the hand which held 
hers, and looking at the other hand, 
said to him in a deep whisper, — " How 
that ring of yours glitters in the dark- 



ness! I too feel as if there were a 
wondrous life and spiritual presence 
around us. But for weeks past I have 
had something of this feeling, and 
more than ever since you have been 
staying with us. It is now a month 
since I have heard any thing of a dear 
friend, and his image has been haunt- 
ing me at intervals all the time." 

She felt his hand relax, and that he 
trembled while she spoke. She too 
now trembled, for never to any one 
before had she spoken of her love. 
But the previous idea still possessed 
her, for the potent strife of nature had 
elevated and freed her soul, and broken 
down many an old barrier of reserve. 

*' Often," she continued, " and 
especially when you are with me, he 
walks visibly %fore me, and turns his 
head as if to look at roe, but never so 
much that I can catch his eye. There," 
she cried, ** there — now he sees me I" 
and she drew her hand away convul- 
sively, and pointed into the darkness. 
A keen flash now came, and showed 
Walsinffham that there was no one 
where she had looked. The astound- 
ing thunder followed ; and Maria, at 
the same lime, fell back with a long 
sigh. Walsingham, too, was much 
agitated, for what he thus learnt of 
Maria's aflfections bitterly disappoint- 
ed him ; but he commanded himself 
sternly. Another flash now spread 
around them, and the thunder follow- 
ed so rapidly as to show how near to 
them was the explosion ; but before it 
was heard she had again opened her 
eyes, and both she and her companion 
saw once more, the fated ship, which 
now lay stripped and dismasted, and 
seeming to take its final plunge into 
the deep. They kept their eyes fixed 
upon the spot, but even when some 
fainter electric lights did play over the 
view, the sea was now invisible throQgh 
the black sheets of rain . The streams 
from the steeple above them and from 
the remaining portions of the roof were 
heard rushing down with a continuous 
uproar, while the rattle and the mur- 
mur of the rain itself spread all around, 
and the wind howled and bellowed as 
if the universe were given over to its 
wrath. Except during the moments 
of the lightning, it had long been pitch 
dark. Maria felt that she could speak 
more boldly than if she had been seen 
by Walsingham, and she said in a 
low voice, ** I have been talking very 
wildly ; but thb tempest had filled me 
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with strange and stirring thoughts, 
and I felt as if we knew each other 
better than I should ever otherwise 
have believed." 

*• Dear friend !" he answered gently 
and sadly — <' such hours as these set 
afloat much that was aground, and 
open much that was closed. What 
wonder, when such blasts are beating 
on the gates of our caverns, that they 
should burst open, and apparitions of 
long-hidden truth come out, and leap 
with inspired frenzy in the wide com- 
motion ? When the storm passes, the 
dark gates close anew, and the shapes 
sink back into their cells, perhaps for 
ever. To-morrow we shall wake as 
inhabitants of calm day-light ; the in- 
voluntary and painful disturbance will 
have ceased ; and the sense of what 
has been will remain as lasting joy and 
strength," 

Quiet passed into her bosom with 
his words, and she took his hand again, 
but scarcely had he received and re- 
turned this token of good-will, when 
they both were smitten by a fearful 
shock. Their eyes seemed seared and 
blinded, and4heir ears filled with an. 
overwhelming noise. The air they 
breathed was thick with dust, and tasted 
sulphureous. For some seconds the 
monstrous clamour continued and the 
racking bewilderment, till Walsing- 
ham exclaimed — *' Are you hurt?** 

" No — no," she answered, ** What 
is it?" 

" The lightning 'has struck the 
church ; but we are now probably 
safe." 

They were still nearly stifled by the 
dust, but they could see imperfectly, 
for they were no longer in total dark- 
ness. He looked up and saw a blaze 
high in the spire ; Maria, too, per- 
ceived the fact; but she became at 
once calm and steady, and said, — 
" What are we to do ? In the dark- 



ness outside we could not find our 
way, and if we remain we may be in- 
jured by the flames and ruins." 

They looked again, and saw that the 
flames had spread wider among the 
old wood- work, though the rain hissed 
on them loudly. Walsingham gazed 
for a minute fixedly upward, and then 
said, — " We are in no danger. You 
must continue here in this recess, where 
nothing falling from above can hurt 
you ; and there are, I think, means of 
obtaining help. See here I and he 
pointed out to her the rope of tho 
church-bell still hanging near them. 
This he seized, and began to ring it 
with all his strength. The loud alarm 
boomed out through the storm, while 
the crackling flames blazed and smok- 
ed around the spire, but had not yet 
reached the bell-rope." 

He paused in his work after a time, 
and said, — " I wonder how it happens 
that this bell is left here, when the 
building is otherwise so entirely aban- 
doned." ^ 

" I think I have heard," replied 
Maria, " that the parish to which the 
church belongs, but which has now a 
more modern place of worship nearer 
tho village, holds some lands on con- 
dition of having this bell rung for an 
hour every St Peter's day, and that it 
is never sounded at any other time of 
the year." 

He now began to ring again, till at 
last the rope caught fire and was di- 
vided ; and soon after, the bell became 
heated, and cracked. ** So much," he 
said, " for the parish tenure of its 
lands." He now placed himself be- 
side her, and in a few moments they 
heard, through the abating storm and 
the increasing sound of the fire, a hu- 
man voice and tread, and then a man 
carrying a lantern appeared amid the 
smoky gloom. 



Chapter X. 



" What friend," cried the voice, 
*^ are you that have taken possession 
of the old tower ? A pretty beacon 
and clamour you have raised I " 

** We were driven here," replied 
Walsingham, " by the storm, and the 
lightning has struck the building. 
There is a lady here who wants your 
help." 

The man came on, guided by the 



voice, and when close to them, held up 
his lantern to see their faces, thus, at 
the same time, partly showing his 
own. " O ! Mr Collins," said Maria, 
*' this is a strange scene that yon find 
us in." 

It was the friend she had spoken of 
to Walsingham who now stood before 
them, his hat dripping with rain, which 
fell over his long and loose grey hair* 
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** What?**— he answered,—" Maria 
LascellesI Why you are even a 
gayer creature of tne elements than 
any comDlimeptary younff gentle- 
man could have supposed, if you 
have chosen such an evening for a 
pleasant ride. And yfho is this with 
you?" 

'' Mr Walsingham, whose name 
you must have often heard." 

Collins looked at him with a sharp 
glance of cold curiosity, and said, — 
" Well, you are as odd a pair of wild- 
ducks as ever took wing through a 
storm. But what must be done now ? *' 
He looked up at the burning spire« 
and said, " We shall have half that 
wood- work and stuff up there down 
about our heads in three minutes ; but 
the rain must be near over now ; it was 
clearing off fast when I came in here. 
Unless you want to be found by half 
the village, whom that clatter you were 
making with the bell will set swarm- 
ing", to say nothing of the bonfire, you 
had best be off with me to my house. 
I can manage to shelter you for the 
night, and 1 suppose you can provide 
for yourselves in the morning. They 
thanked him for hb offer^ and Maria 
said she would not accept it, but that 
she really felt weak and ill, and feared 
she should not be able to ride home. 
They placed her on her horse, which 
Collins led, carrying the lantern, and 
Walsingham beside her leading his, 
and ready to support her had she re* 
quired it. 

The house to which Collins took 
his guests was about half a mile from 
the churchy and be led them there by 
steep paths and over ground soaked 
with the heavy rain. But the sky was 
now fast opening, and the moon shone 
bright. Maria loolped silently at the 
sea, but no ship was to be seen upon 
its broken and shifting surface. Before 
they reached the place of their desti- 
nation they passed a cottage, where 
they procured a man to go on Wal- 
singham*s horse and tell Mrs Nugent 
of her niece*8 safety. Turning away 
from this spot, they had the church in 
view. The spire, a mass of red and 
yellow flame, sent up a column of 
black smoke into the clear sky* and 
the moonbeams now fell upon that 
dark aerial structure. While ikej 
gasedf the buil4in^ &11 with an fmdibJii 
crash* An explosion of flame, spar]^ 
and smoke flew upwards, and then Uie 
conflagration gradually sank doyrut 



and was hardly perceptible, except 
from a dull discoloration above it in 
the sky, and from the light through a 
small window in the lower part of the 
tower. 

In a few minutes more they arrived 
at the house of Collins, which, before 
he came to it, had been that of a mere 
labourer. It consisted of only three 
rooms, two below and one above. The 
upper one was usually his bedroom, 
the outer of the lower ones his parlour 
and kitchen, and the other the cham- 
ber of the old woman who was hid 
only servant. Walsingham secured 
the horse in a shed, while Collins 
showed Maria into his cottage. He 
drew a seat for her beside the fire-place, 
and busied himself in kindling a fire, 
while he sent the old woman up stairs 
to prepare his room for her use. Wal- 
singham soon came in| and the three 
sat round the fire. 

Collins was a man hardly of middle 
age, and of rather low stature. That 
which struck you at first as most re- 
markable in his appearance was the 
bright glow of his complexion, and 
the silver grey of his long and floating 
hair. He had rather small and dark 
eyes, which did not fix with keenness, 
but seemed most frequently averted in 
abstraction. There was, however, an 
air of quietness and resolution about 
all his actions. His head always look- 
ed firmly set ; his hands tense, as if to 
gripe or clench. His feet seemed 
rooted where he set them down. Ill 
health, or grief, or natural character, 
had added a strong cast of sadness, 
and even of harshness to his counte- 
nance; and there was something so 
earnest and vigorous about the wuole 
aspect, as to give the notion of a cata- 
piut kept ever loaded to discharge its 
weighty missile. This often came in 
the shape of some rude and sudden 
phrase, violent and picturesque, but 
abo luminous as a burning arrow. A 
broad and rough kindliness, and an 
adamantine honesty, were apparent at 
first sight, and gained increased value 
on better knowledge. He had lived 
in educated society, had travelled, and 
read much. Butt two or three years 
before the present time, be had come 
tp the spot wher^ he now lived, hired 
a cot^g» with SL tolerable garden, and 
ther^ established a great i^umber oi 
bee-hives, the inhabitants of which 
drew thfir firagr^t honci^ chiijflj ftom 
the hca^y nmM9 of their n«ignlHyor- 
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inc: hills. He attended to them him- 



elf. 



self, and appeared to derive from them 
his principali if not his only support. 
Many of his hours be spent in wan- 
dering alone over the hills. But it 
was a pleasure to hinr to meet with any 
casual strangerSihoweTer squalid their 
wretchedness. He also spoke without 
reluctance to persons or the highest 
class of society who happened to fall 
within his reach. But if he found 
them barren and worthless he swung 
them off impatiently, often with some 
grim jest» and, shaking bis bentbrowf^ 
went upon liis way luUen and thought* 
fnl. 

On the present occasion the wolf* 
man, as he might himself have said» 
had on his sheep*s clothing, and seem- 
ed cheerful and hospitable. He de- 
sired his ancient helpmate to prepare 
tea, and fry some slices of bacon ; and, 
with this, and bread and honey from 
Collins's hives, they had a meal which 
suiBced to refresh them. 

** What can have taken yon,** said 
Collins, ^ to the old church at such an 
hour of such an evening ? Did yon 
wait till it wis pitch dark in order to 
see the view the better ?** 

** Darkness," answered Walsing- 
ham, *^ is sometimes well worth see. 
ing. We, however, wanted only to 
view the sunset fWmi tiio ohnrefay and 
proposed to return by twilight and 
moonlight. Bnt die storm overtook 
ns, and, no doubt, also detained Mrs 
Nugent at the faroi-hoiise, where she 
bad stopped behind as for a few mo- 
ments. We were, of course, giad of 
' the shelter afforded by the ruin. Wliat 
we should have done at last, but for 
you, I cannot iraagkie.*' 

'< Oh ! the darkness would not have 
ate yen \ and a night in the eld churoh 
in such weather would have been a 
foretaste of a kind ef dim and bleak 
gfaostland, much like, I suppose, to 
that which we shall all one day visit. 
As it is, no doubt the ringing of the 
bell will be attributed to an evU spirit 
by half the county. I myself was ra- 
ther in hopes of finding some huge 
skeleton, or demon, hard at woric puTi- 
ing the rope, and was rather disap- 
pointed at seeing only you." 

" Ay," said Walslngham, ** it 
would make no bad tale. Strepose we 
spread the rumour: — A nameless fiend 
amused himself with ringing the bell 
till his burning hands sot tne rope on 
fire» which communicated with the 



wood- work 5 and when Mr Collins 
and a crowd of country people came 
to see what was the matter, he burst 
out at the top of the spire in an erup^ 
tion of flame and smoke, gave a laugh- 
ing yell as he vanished, and, at the 
same moment, the building fell in, and 
all the inhabitants of the old church- 
yard were heard to groan in their 
graves, while Miss Lascellcs was ob« 
liged, bv the smell of sulphur, to use 
her smelling-bottle. But after all, Mr 
Collins, 1 doubt whether any appari- 
tion you might have found and invited 
home with you, would have enjoyed 
your supper as much as we.*' 

'' No ; 1 suppose not. And, in fact, 
my surprise and disappointment were as 
foolish as that of a farmer, some miles 
from this, who received an anonymous 
letter, telling him that in the middle of a 
certain wood, on such a day, he would 
find something far more strange and 
precious than the crown jewels — a spe- 
cimen, indeed, of the most wonderful 
thing on earth. He went, expecting 
a busiiel of diamonds, or Fortunatus*s 
purse, or something equally unlike 
turnips and clover, and was much asto- 
nished and puzzled at seeing only a 
poor little chubby baby. Yet the let- 
ter- writer said true enough. I do not 
know that even I have much right to 
complain on the present ocoasion.'* 

** Them I am sure we have not*" 
said Maria ; ** bnt I am afraid jrom are 
very wet — aad she glanoed at his hat, 
which lay on the floor beside him." 

** Ohlmyoldhatissoakadalittio. 
So many (|ueer miats and vapours must 
rise up in it firom one's brains, espe- 
cially when one has happened to look 
into a newspaper or a fashionable no- 
vel, that it need not fiinch firom a few 
aerial clouds descending on it. It is a 
sort of temporary firmament between 
the storms and clatter ef one's iioad 
below, and the other oaprioious wwto oy - 
ology up above. And so Metaphysics 
are only the Moore'e Almanac of our 
brain-weather. Many a system, in- 
deed, in the Almanac of a past year is 
falstf ed by the event, and reprinted 
with a fresh date, as if it would be va- 
lid for the next twelvemonth." 

He langfied a short sardonk Iaug%, 
and then fise^ his eyes upon the fire^ as 
if he liad uttered sis oracle and was 
content* ■ ■ 

wotdd bo "UBfli^^^^^HjI^^^^llMa 
history of eoiml^^ ^^ 
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ten on that principle. Their picta- 
resque varieties and diverse uses have 
often been noticed by travellers^ artists^ 
and so forth. But the relation of the 
head-garment to the thoughts would 
give a new point of view." 

" Well/* said Collias, with a tone 
between defiance and jesting, " there 
are many odd facts to be noted on that 
matter. As the land-shells of Ma- 
deira are altogether different from 
those of the neighbouring island of 
Porto Santo, so the Portuguese popu- 
lation of the one place wear a small 
funnel-shaped, or unicorn cap, and 
the same race in the other adorn them- 
selves with a flat bonnet." 

"Ah I" said Walsingham, with 
bland seriousness, *' remarks of that 
depth and originality recall the famous 
Pythian verses of Nathaniel Lee, the 
Trophonian prophet : — 

' Methiokfl I tee a hieroglyphic bat 
Skim o*er the xenith in a tlip-ihod hat.' " 

Both Collins and Maria now laugh- 
ed loud and merrily ; and the Recluse 
said, " Well, no one can deny that the 
whole of man is included between bis 
hat and shoes. In these mysterious 



integuments are concealed the extreme 
boundaries of his Being, which, though 
certainly finite, philosophers aver to 
be all but infinite.** 

** Or,** said Walsingham, " as we 
may express it in Orphic song : — 

Oh I wondroui powers, ye thoee and hat. 

That bound our human span, 
How idly uget pusxle at 
• The limits set to mani 

Thus does the conversation of poets 
and moralists, when they have not the 
fear of a pompous public before them, 
often become mere doggrel and absur- 
dity, and yet suits for the time both 
the men and the occasion. Such talk 
helped on the hour till Maria bade 
them good-night, and thanking them 
both, and especially Collins, for his 
kindness, left them to themselves. She 
retired to think, to remember Arthur, 
to shudder at the image of the lost 
vessel, to pray, and then to sleep. In 
the mean-time Collins made more tea 
for himself, Walsingham having had 
enough, and drank it by bowlsful, 
without milk, and sweetened with hb 
own honey. 



Chapter XI. 



<« That,** said Walsingham to Col- 
lins, *' was a striking event of which 
we have been witnesses at the church. 
But I should like to have observed, 
unseen, the demeanour of the people 
when they reached the burning edifice, 
as I suppose a crowd of them soon did. 
There is much to attract and awaken 
one in the thought of a living world 
startled by the conflagration of a 
neighbouring world of graves and 
ghosts. But it ought to be painted 
on both sides. I mean both from the 
point of view of the actual beings re- 
garding this convulsion in the realm 
of the past, and from that of the ruin 
and its graves impersonated and spirit- 
ualized, and brought face to face with 
bodily ijortals. One might round the 
whole ihto a little Grecian tragedy, 
the action consisting of the efforts of 
the men to save the buildings, and 
their lamentations over memorials of 
their ancestors, and the Chorus being 
a band of spectres, with the grey old 
founder of the church, clothed in his 
pall of lead and years, leading the 
grisly tlroop, and wailing and admo- 



nishing through the tempestaont and 
fiery air." 

" Why,** answered Collins, « do 
any thing of the kind? It might be 
worth while to know what really hap- 
pened. But what we should gain bj 
tdung the mere name of the real event 
and appending a fiction to it, I do not 
see. When I am not in a very fero- 
cious humour I do not mind seeing a 
soldier, for I know what he and his 
dress are, and mean. But some lord 
or linendraper coxcomb, in the mas- 
querade dress of a soldier, is a thing to 
be drifted, as soon as possible, down 
the great sewer of perdition. The 
uniform, on such shoulders, is but a 
red rag thrown into the kennel ; and 
the biped is but the fleshly eSBgj of a 
maQ a good deal more offensive than a 
wax one at a puppet-show. Now so 
I hold it to be with your supposed 
poem. By all means give us as much 
truth as possible, even though the dose 
is ever so bitter. But lies; whether in 
verse or prose, are an abomination 
under the sun, and above it too, if 
such pests are known there, which for 
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the sake of the raper-solara, I hope is 
not the case. Truth, man ! truth is 
the only true poetry, if the business of 
poetry is to move the feelings, which, 
for aught 1 see, might as. well be left 
unmoTed. But bread and meat, which 
we do want daily, are facts. Ambrosia 
is doubtless a foct too — for the gods. 
But for me, a man, it is a fiction. 
Bread and truth are all man wants ; 
and a loaf b only an eatable lump of 
truth fitted for the body, as truth is the 
inTisible, but no less substantial, bread 
of the spirit. Tea, too, is truth in its 
way, and very good for a thirsty throat. 
TaJk to me of nectar by the hour, but 
my mouth would still be dry, and I 
should wish you drinking it at Olym- 
pus, or any where away fh>m me. 

« * What is truth ? ' sud jesting Pi- 
late, and would not wait for an answer. 
But 1 stand in his shoes^md wait in- 
stead of him." 

-** Truth is every thing that is. 
Every thing is truth ; and every no- 
thing is lie. Destiny for ever spins 
things — realities. But man is the only 
beast I know of that spins nothings— 
fictions — poems. So he tries to 
swindle destiny and his own fellow- 
beasts. But destiny spins on un- 
swindled, and leaves him to die like a 
starved spider in his own cobweb. 
Honesty b the only true religion ; all 
else is mere superstition, more or less 
poetic — that b, more or less false." 

*' A compendious creed, and that 
sounds as if it would have saved Aris- 
totle, Quintilian, Strada, and the 
Schlegels a good deal of trouble. But 
look closer. All that I, too, want is 
Truth, but Truth made intelligible and 
efiectual for man. In order to thb, 
what is essential and characteristic in 
an image or feeling must be separated 
from what is accidental or futile — I 
mean, from what must seem so to us— 
for, doubtless, nothing really b so, — 
must be divided from the endless, un- 
manageable All, which would only be- 
wilder us. That b, it must be mark- 
ed out as a distinct Whole by itself, 
with its own beginning, progress, and 
conclusion. Now, if this be rightly 
done, we shall have the essentbl 
Thought filling its own circle, exclud- 
ing all that b extraneous to itself, and 
taking in and embodying from with- 
out whatever is necessary to its own 
completeness and evidence. All thb, 
however, b quite as true of a history, 
or a theory, or a speech, as of a poem. 

VOL. XUV. NO. CCLXXVin. 



But herein b the difference, that the 
poem b not meant to convey know- 
ledge or produce conviction, but to 
excite a state of feeling at once lively 
and harmonions. That the feelings 
may be lively, the poem must have 
energy, distinctness, glow ; that thej 
may be harmonious, it must have 
consbtency and completeness, and 
must lead to the apprehension of a 
peaceful order supreme over all con- 
fusion. But it may have all these re- 
qubites, and themore be a good 
poem, and yet be far from a literal 
representation of the fact, event, 
thought, or emblem, which suppliea 
the pretext for it. If yon rightly 
weigh all these conditions of a poem'a 
existence, you will see, I think, that it 
may and often must admit free and 
marvellous dbplays of fancy, l^g^d, 
superstition, and syml>olic neeroman- 
cj. In a word, it must boldly say- 
To produce an impression equivalent 
to that which thb actual, but super- 
abundant, overwhelming world woold 
produce In a mind capable of embra- 
cing it as a whole, I will shape a 
worid of my own, no less vivid and 
coherent, but rounded in a smaller 
circle, readily intelligible to man, and 
delightful to him, as free from the 
baffling, confounding immensity of 
that in which he lives. Every thing, 
therefore, which we borrow from the 
actual for the uses of poetry, must be 
translated not transferred, its form 
and colouring modified, from that 
consbtent with and dependent on the 
appearances of the actual world, to 
those required by the unity of the 
imaginary creation. Such seem to 
me the laws required by the slightest 
song ; and yet adequate to explain 
the Odyssey, Hamlet, and Herman 
and Dorothea.** 

" Well, a very pretty scheme. But 
in my notion a mere jugglery. The 
moment yon separate a part of human 
exbtence from t^e great All it be- 
longs to, and seek to shape it into a 
minor, dependent, and analogous, but 
distinct world, wMch,as I understand, 
b your notion, that moment yon lose 
all law and measure of truth and 
falsehood. A feeling, an image, an 
event b true that b real, genuine, not 
when detached, but only when con- 
nected with its original droumstances 
and atmosphere. Suppose, whilo the 
clay of nature is yet soft and plastic, 
I break off a finger or an ear from 
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the great image ; this In, no doubt, a 
real part of the whole. But then the 
fractional edge recalls that it is only 
a portion^ and ought to be replaced 
in its former position. But if I again 
knead it up and round it off into a se- 
parate work, betraying no riolent dis- 
location^ it ceases to be any thing but 
a fiction of my hands. I cannot make 
it a small total, recalling in minuter 
linesy and representing the great one» 
because the g^reat one is too vast, and 
I see it only in part. An Iliad was 
Tery weU, because those for whom it 
was written believed it all true, read 
it as history* and had no more doubt 
of Jupiter and Pallas than of Achilles 
and Agamenmon. To us, who have 
looked at the wrong side of the pup- 
pet-show, it has lost half its yalue. 
But remember, besides, that the free 
extemporaneous Homeric rhythm is 
Tery unlike our modem metres. To 
me it seems that the very fact of writ- 
ing in artificial, elaborate yerse is a pro- 
elunation of a design to be absurd." 

'^ Verse ought to be, and to have 
Ae OTi^nce of being, the spontaneous 
and only suitable utterance of lively 
and delightfbl emotion. If not, doubt- 
less it is bad and a trick.'* 

*' Almost all I know of, indeed, is 
•o. As for the yerse of Homer and 
Shakspeare it is only prose f\ised and 
fluid. But almost dl else is prose 
pinched, twisted, filed, scraped, and 
notched into arbitrary forms, in hopes, 
not of producing any independent 
feeling, but of awakening some echo 
of the feeling which the authentic 
melody of words begets. But, in 
fine, explain it how you will, all fic- 
tion in Terse or prose is to me abhor- 
rent. I hate straw-men, snow-men, 
rag-men, colossal dolls, bronze king^ 
and dukes, and all the sons of scare- 
crows. I loathe your modem ro- 
mance which sets up its tawdiy wooden 
Highlanders and calumettea Indians 
at the door with i^ keen an eye to 
gain, and to the public*s gross cray- 
mgs, as the ke^r of a snuff-shop. 
We haye not too much thought and 
enerffT among us for actual life, and 
it is idiotic to waste what we have in 
aimless sympathies, and to spend our 
days in tracing out the baby-house 
labyrinths of songs and sonnets. What 
would you think of a man who, when 
his ship was sinking, and the only 
chance lay in working with every 
sinew, should begin to fiddle on the 



deck, and set the sailors off in an in- 
sane dance ? We, and the world too, 
are in just this need, and the poets 
help us as littie." 

Walsingham answered calmly,— 
" I do not remember that the seamen 
in the Greek story were much the bet- 
ter for throwing Arion overboard.** 

'' Ah ! I suppose in that tale some 
poet was pleading his own cause and 
that of his brethren. In this matter, 
however, we shall not agree ; but I 
do hold most firmly to the belief that 
the task of life is a hard, stem. Spar- 
tan work — to climb with bleeding 
feet among rocks of ice and lava. We 
must have done, once for all, with cob- 
webs and rose vapours, election rib- 
bons and rockets, flummery and finery 
of all kinds. Sentimental sighing 
has no business in a worid where 
there are so many heart-broken- 
groans. The will is the foundation 
of a man. He should stand up — speak 
out — hold fast — stamp his thoughts 
in strong words — and leave lies, songs, 
fiatteries, fancies, and all other mental 
sillabub whatever to womanish and 
sickly stomachs. Then when he stands, 
as I often do, alone upon the bare 
hill-top, and thinks of the laws, max- 
ims, amiabilities, decencies, and re- 
putations that make up what we call 
our country, and which are but one 
great fermenting mass of falsehood, 
let him rejoice that he dares keep bis 
own soul pure and in arms, and 
breathe the air of heaven which has 
not yet been all filled with the reek 
of men's vanity and voluptuousness. 
For in our smooth, delicate, moral 
days, even conscience has been made 
nothing more than a kind of voluptu- 
ous self-indulgence. O ! for some 
rode old John Baptist or Wickliffe, 
to go through the land, and cry, 
Wo I Wo 1 and make our feeble 
busy men of talents and notoriety, 
and European reputation — Heavea 
help theml-^skip at his voice like 
grasshoppers from before the tramp 
of a rhinoceros." 

*« Why should not he who so 
strongly conceives also perform ?" 

<' O ! a man may fancy indeed that 
his arms are long enough to reach 
the stars ; but when, in trying even to 
raise them above his own head, they 
have been heavily beaten back and 
crashed by the demon of the air, he 
must be content, for a while at least, 
to rest, and nurse his pangs. Bnt 
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yoUf you for whose pipings and mad- 
rigads the irorld has smooth and fa- 
Yourahle ears, yon, had you the heart 
of a man instead of the fancy of a 
coi\jurer> might indeed find or make 
the sad hour for speaking severe 
truths ; you might inspirit and shame 
men into the work of painfully build- 
ing up for themselves new^ and graver, 
and more serene hopes, instead of 
lulling them into a arunken dream 
with wanton tors and music.** 

Walsingham shook his head, but 
not angrily, and said—'* One builds 
Cyclopian walls, another fashions 
marble carvings. Each must work 
as he can. But remember that the 
Cyclopian walls, though they stood 
indeea, and stand, became useless 
monuments of a dead past, and the 
fox and the robber kennel among the 



stones. The marble carvings which 
humanized their own early age are 
still the delight of all humane genera- 
tions.'* 

" Ay, but those marble carvings, 
for those who wrought and revered 
them, were most holy realities. Our 
modem poems and other tinsel work 
are, for us, as mere toys as musical 
snuff-boxes or gauze flowers.** 

*' To him who regards them as mere 
toys they are indeed worthless, nay, 
dangerous. That which he handles as 
a squib he may find burst between his 
finders as a bomb. But of such men, 
and those who work for them, there 
need be no discourse between us." 

*' Of such men I fear there must 
be discourse between us, if we are to 
discourse at all, and in speaking not 
forget ourselves.'* 



Chapter XII. 



They bade each other good-night, 
and lay back in their chairs at opposite 
sides of the fire. Collins went to 
sleep. But Walsingham sat revolv- 
ing the conversation that had passed 
and his present position. He thought 
that he saw most distinctly the fallacy 
of his host's views as to poetry ; and 
judged from this evening s experience 
that he was not a very acute reasoner, 
so far, at least, as reasoning is carried 
on by analysis. He also regarded 
him as narrow and partial in all his 
feelings and aims, viewing many 
things with undue violence, and* with 
undeserved indifference turning from 
others. The mind, he said to him- 
self, of this recluse resembles a smith's 
forge, with its small glowing light, its 
deep imaginative shadows, Uie strenu- 
ous image of the workman, and the 
weighty and colossal processes to 
which the whole is devoted. " Well,** 
he thought, '^ let others forge crowbars 
and ploughshares, nay, even weapons 
and armour; enough for me, in my 
sunny chamber, with vine-leaves round 
the windows, to mould graceful figures, 
or even to engrave the small and un- 
obtrusive gem.*' His mind, however, 
did not rest here. He could not escape 
Arom the feeling that, after all, there 
was in Collins an earnest though rug- 
ged and painful force of some kind, 
whether of wiU, or feeling, or imagi- 
nation, which bore down the poet. 
This energy but half understood it- 
felfy and was unaccompanied by any 



sense of the graceful, the harmonious, 
the complete, without which life to 
Walsingham appeared so bare and 
empty. It was a character which^ 
in its dim but broken strength, and 
large though interrupted outline, 
seemed to him more imposing than 
any other he had known, than atM that 
he could find in himself. His curio- 
sity and his sympathy with the myste- 
rious were awakened, and were excited 
the more by his ignorance of the pre- 
vious history which, in spite of fervid 
longings after a high course of human 
action, had thrown Collins into this 
solitude a brooding aimless hermit. 

Now, as was his custom, he began, 
to collect and arrange all he knew of 
the man, and the recent circumstances 
that had brought them acquainted. 
But here his thoughts were turned 
into a different direction, for, with the 
events of the evening, the image of 
Maria recurred to him. He recalled 
his previous feelings of admiration for 
her ; his delight in her pure, imselfish 
elevation of heart ; his own intellec- 
tual superiority, which had enabled 
him to see over and round her opi- 
nions ; and the coldness and weakness 
of his faith in invisible realities, com- 
pared with her devout and practical 
reliance. The unspeakable lovelinesa 
of her whole being presented itself 
anew to him ; and he reflected with 
how much pleasure he had been able 
to give her fresh knowledge, and to 
set her mind in movement in new di« 
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rections. For while his suggestions 
and ideals rooted themselves in her, 
and re-appeared in gentler and more 
attractive forms in her demeanour and 
language, she had seemed to him a 
nymph-like Grecian girl, catching 
new hints of ^melody and themes of 
verse from a sage master, hy her 
voice and instrument, her sunny beauty 
and lyrical glances lending to them 
roundness, fluency, and a thrilling 
sweetness. Lastly, he reviewed the 
singular hour that he had spent with 
her in the ruined church, and was 
conscious of a mingled rush of pain 
and joy while he revived for a moment 
the free and mounting flight of heart 
with which they had seemed to live 
together in the tempest and rise upon 
its wings above the ordinary restraints 
of custom and reserve. It was a less 
selfish train of emotion, more eleva- 
ting and enthusiastic than he had al- 
most ever experienced. But along 
with the remembrance of it came that 
of the discovery of her secret affec- 
tion, though for whom he could not 
divine. From this he would fain have 
withdrawn his attention, for he habi- 
tually endeavoured to turn away from 
all painful considerations. But the 
facts were too recent, and she was 
still too near him. A few Teet and a 
thin ceiling were all that divided him 
from the sleeping girl. Love with 
hb torch lighted the poet*s imagina- 
tion up the dark stair. He seemed to 
see the beautiful and animated head 
now reclined in still unconsciousness 
on the pillow ; the delicate and benign 
hand and rounded arm escaping from 
the folds designed to hide them ; the 
smooth eyelids, with their dark lashes 
closed, and the fhU, half-parted lips. 
Over all the enchanted picture of his 
fancy, he viewed the silent dream- 
world opened to her spirit, with 
many images, of which his own was 
one, blended in the front, and a dark 
and fiery cloud of destiny, like the 
smoke of that night*s conflagration, 
opaque to him, though for her trans- 
parent, hiding the main and central 
figure so incomparably dear to Maria. 
The hour of twelve came. The 
clear picture of the lady in her cham- 
ber vanbhed, the long and busy past, 
with its prominent and struggling 



forms, broke at' once upon him. He 
had now before hb eyes together, 
Arthur and Sir Charles, Wibon and 
Hastings, Musgrave, and Wabing- 
ham. The student, the baronet, the* 
farmer, the traveller, the divine, the 
poet — each seemed to him perfectly 
distinct, yet as to each he had a train 
of evident remembrances, and each 
he fancied was himself. So might he 
have stood in the midst of many large 
mirrors, each bright and speckless, 
but each of a differently coloured 
glass, a blue, a red, a green, a golden, 
an amethyst, a white, and seen him- 
self, hb own form, face, gesture, and 
expression of countenance reflected in 
each of the surfaces, but with the dif- 
ference of colouring. But again it 
seemed that the difference overbalan- 
ced the identity, and that he beheld 
only so many several figures, passing 
for the same one man by wearing a 
mask the fac-simile of hb face. As 
the hour glided on, the various forms 
^w less and less dbtinct, though hb 
mward recollection of their hbtory 
was still clears He now turned his 
eyes upon the sleeping countenance 
of Collins, with its lK>ld and harsh 
lines still full of melancholy and ener- 
getic meaning, and with hair so pre- 
maturely grey shading the furrowed 
brow and beating temples. All the 
impressions of the evening came upon 
him with redoubled power. He saw 
in that face a long inscription to which 
he required the key. Even without 
its help he knew of a concentered zeal 
and torrid vigour, narrow perhaps in 
its objects and experience, but having 
a depth and genuineness of life found 
in few among mankind, and especially 
rare in profusely accompli^ed and 
refined periods and classes. He said 
to himself— I understand and can paint 
a thousand modes of human existence, 
from the hero and the sage, to the 
damsel, the child, and the rude barba- 
rian slave. But there b one charac- 
ter that seems to lie beyond me wrap- 
ped in its own dark electric doud. 
This, too, shall now lie clear under my 
gaze and be wielded by my vrill. 

The ring did not refuse its func- 
tion ; and Walsingbam slept in utter 
oblivion. 
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▲FPA1S8 IN THB EAST. 



Evert body knows that our empire 
' in the East is entirely one of opinion ; 
tiiat the vast realms of Hindostan have 
been won by the sword, and mnst be 
maintained by the sword ; and that it 
depends upon the chance of perpetual 
success, not merely for its prosperity, 
but for its existence. Forty or fifty 
thousand Europeans, including ^^e- 
and- twenty thousand soldiers, are there 
to be found scattered among ninety mil- 
lions of Asiatics, directly subjected to 
their empire, and a still greater num- 
ber in the tributary and allied states. 
How so small a body of Europeans 
should erer haye succeeded in acquir- 
ing and maintaining an empire at the 
jdistance of eight thousand miles from 
the British islands, over so immense a 
body, most of them hardly inferior 
to the European race in hardihood 
and valour, trained to discipline, and 
supplied with military implements of 
war fully as powerful, will be a sub- 
ject of never-ceasing astonishment, 
and is not rightly appreciated by this 
generation, only because, like any 
other prodigy with which we have long 
been familiar, it has ceased to be 
an object of present surprise. But 
ono thing is perfectly plain, and must 
bo quite obvious even to the most su- 
perficial observer, — that such an em- 
pire can be mdntained only by the 
most consummate wisdom and firm- 
ness on the part of the local govern- 
ment — ^by the msdntenance of a power- 
ful European force, and by the most 
eedulous attention, both to the material 
interests and the rights of property in 
the immense mass of our Oriental sub- 
jects. Even if no external danger 
threatened ; if no northern power was 
at hand to take advantage of any weak- 
ness in our Indian administration, and 
no northern diplomacy to combine the 
Courts of Central Asia into a power- 
ful league against us, still, common- 
sense has long demonstrated to every 
man capable ofthinking and acquaint- 
ed with the subject, that our Indian 
empire stood on the most precarious 
foundation; and that by disaffection 
among the native troops, almost be- 
fore the alarming tidings could reach 
the British shores, the splendid fabric 
might be levelled with tne dust. 



What, then, has been the policy of 
die British Government ? Have they 
employed the precious ^ears of peace in 
our Eastern dominions m increasing our 
European force — augmenting our na- 
tive militanr establbhment — concilia^ 
ting the affections of the native sol- 
diers — strengfthen'ng our frontier to- 
wards the north and west, and secu- 
ring ourselves by alliances among the 
powers of Central Asia ? Have we 
established a powerful fleet of armed 
steam-boats on the Indus, and ren- 
dered that great river, seventeen hun- 
dred miles in length, the true frontier 
of Hindostan against European or 
Asiatic power, an impenetrable bar- 
rier to bostile^rms ? Have we esta- 
blished military camps on its shores, 
and erected forts to support the ope- 
rations of the frontier troops, and 
established a national force capable of 
supporting those in front in case of 
disaster? Have we conciliated the 
affections of the inhabitants in our 
rear, and secured the attachment of 
the native troops by liberal allow- 
ances and retired establishments held 
safely ? Have we promoted industry 
through Hindostan by opening to it 
the unfettered market of the British 
Empire, and won the hearts of all 
classes by the impartial administra- 
tion of the revenue, and the steady 
security given to existing land rights ? 
Alas I we have done the very reverse 
of all these things; and in order to 
enable our readers to form some esti- 
mate of the infatuation which, for the 
last ten years, has pervaded our In- 
dian Councils, under the influence of 
the parsimonious, niggardly ideas of 
the masses at home, we shall subjoin 
a slight sketch of the steps which 
have been taken to injure our mag- 
nificent Eastern dominions during the 
disastrous era of Reform, which will 
probably excite some attention from the 
evident approach of the time when the 
effects of our policy and the strength 
of our empire tnere are to be put to the 
test. 

We possessed, fifteen years ago, two 
line of battie ships, and several strong 
frigates In the Indian ocean, having 
their principal station at Bombay— 
a force amply sufficient to have se 
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cured our predominance in the Per- 
sian Gulf, and rendered certain the 
co-operation of Mushat^ and all the 
povfers on the shores of Persia and. 
Arabia. We have sold off, or dis- 
mantled, the whole of this fleet, in 
order to make a show of reduced 
expenditure. The India Company 
have not a ship of war of their own 
in the Indian Ocean, and whatever 
ships we may send there will form a 
deduction from the naval strength of 
Great Britain. We had till very 
lately just three weak battalions on 
the Indus, and the nearest troops to 
support them in the rear were a nun- 
drcd and fifly miles distant. While ne- 
glecting thus our foreign defences, we 
have still more ruinously weakened our 
internal resources. We have reduced 
the European native force, which, in 
1827, was 33,000, to twenty-five regi- 
ments, mustering little more than 
19,000 men, and the native army, 
which in the former year was 260,000, 
to 155,000. All this we have done 
in the full knowledge of the truth 
emphatically impressed upon our Go- 
vernment by our greatest command- 
ers in India, even at the moment of 
their most signal triumphs, that, with- 
out an adequate proportion of Euro- 
pean troops, which should never be 
less than a third or a fourth of that of 
the native soldiers, it was impossible 
to expect success in India, and that our 
empire in the East, on the appearance 
of the first European power, would be 
seriously endangered. 

Nor IS this all. In addition to this 
diminution of the numbers of our 
military establishments, we have taken 
steps still more decisively calculat- 
ed to alienate the afiections of those 
whom we retained under our stand- 
ards. Forgetting that there can be 
no inherent loyalty in a black Mus- 
sulman, or Hindoo, to a white Chris- 
tian, and distant Crown, we have done 
much to dissolve the firm bond of union 
that has hitherto held us together— 
that of permanent self-interest. In- 
fluenced by a blind and false spirit of 
economy, the Indian Government have 
successively reduced the allowances, 
retired pensions, and other advantages 
accruing to the ofScers, European and 
native, as well as privates of the na- 
tive army, so that not only has the at-r 
tachmont of those actually in the ranks 
been seriously weakened, but the dis- 
position to enlist imder the British co- 
ours, throughout the whole peninsula. 



been cHiled and diBconraged to a most 
alarming degree. 

Serious as are the dan^^ers that 
threaten our Indian possessions from 
these measures of reduction and eco- 
nomy, there are other internal changes 
which are, perhaps, still more c^a- 
mitous, because productive of dis- 
content more deep-seated and evils 
more incurable. The error com- 
mitted by Lord Comwallis of Intro- 
ducing European ideas of feudal pro- 
perty into the East, and holding, con- 
trary to all Asiatic principle, that the 
zemindar or collector is the real pro- 
prietor, instead of the nrot or culti- 
vator, had been attended in many of 
the provinces where it has been estab- 
lished with the most disastrous conse- 
quences, and led, in some districts^ 
to the great impoverishment of the 
inhabitants. The land-rent, consti- 
tuting two-thirds of the whole reve- 
nue of India, has fallen off two millions 
of late years, from the impossibility 
of extracting their ouitprents fh)m the 
cultivators, ruined by oppressive ma- 
nagement The perpetoal setUement* 
establbhed in 1792, could not, perhaps, 
be altogether abrogated, but reg^ua- 
tions should have been introduced to 
protect the cultivator; and yet nothing 
of the kind effectual has been at- 
tempted. So far from this, the power 
of judging in revenue cases, which 
constitute by far the most important 
in the Indian courts, has been vested 
in the European collectors of the re- 
venue. This is not only a dangerous 
proceeding, but it throws discredit 
upon the whole system of our Indian 
Administration. There is not indeed 
a more upright and conscientious set 
of men than the Company's civil ser- 
vants in India ; but human nature is 
weak, and it may easily be conceived 
what a host of contagions must assdl 
a judge, when, at the very moment 
when his regular income has been 
materially reduced by economical par- 
ings of late years, he finds himself 
entrusted with the decision of all 
questions between the Government 
and the people connected with the 
land revenue within his jurisdiction, 
and knows by experience that the re- 
gular remittance of a large sum quar- 
terly from headquarters is the best 
possible means of securing the favours 
of the dispensers of patronage on 
Vhich his future fortune depends. 
Then, a most alarming step has been 
taken of late years, which has spread 
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an indescribable panic thronghout all 
Hindo8tan> in calling npon all the 
holders of land, who had been con. 
firmed in their possessions by the East 
India Company in former times, when 
the civil Government of Bengal was 
first assumed by their functionaries 
to produce their titles. Great p^ 
of these tides cannot now be pro- 
duced> having been given in to be re- 
gistered in terms of the regulations of 
the Ck>mpany, and neither correctiy 
regbtered nor returned to the owners 
by the registering officers. The sub- 
sequent acquirers have often no regu* 
lar title to produce at all. Neverthe- 
less they have all been recentiy called 
upon to produce their land rights, un- 
der the penalty of the property re- 
verting to the Government, if they 
can show none such. The peril of 
such a proceeding, afiecting so nume- 
rous a class as the' Indian ctdtivators, 
is obvious : it is the same thing as if 
Louis Philippe were to commence a 
general reduction of all the titles of 
the whole revolutionary proprietors in 
France. Nevertheless this dangerous 
step has been adopted by the East 
India Government over a vast extent 
of their possessions, at the very time 
when they were destroying their navdi 
establishment, reducing their military 
one-half, and shaking the fidelity of 
the remaining half by the impolitic 
reduction of their military allow- 
ances. 

No man of sense ever imagined that 
the Russians would set out from the 
extreme point of their own frontier to 
march across Persia, Cabul, and all the 
intervening countries to the Indus, 
fighting idl the way, and without 
either alliances, fortresses, magazines, 
or stores to facilitate their advance. 
The way in which it was all along 
foreseen Russia would act, would be 
to go on step by step, consolidating 
her power by successive acquisitions, 
and taking care always to precede 
her legions by subsidiary treaties and 
alliances which might enable her to 
march through all the intervening 
country as through her own domi- 
nions, and pour at last, with an ac- 
cumulated force, upon the northern 
provinces of Hindostan. It is in vain 
to say that it is impossible for the Rus- 
sian troops to march down from Rus- 
sia to India, when the British troops 
are preparing to march up from Ddhi 
and Agrah to Cabul and Candahar^ a 
distamcB of 2000 milei. If any per- 



son will look at the map he will find 
that, if our troops arrive in these re- 

gions, they will nave gone more than 
alf way 6om Calcutta to the shores 
of the Caspian, from which the Russian 
troops have to set out. They are set- 
ting out avowedly to anticipate the 
Russians in the possession of Cabnl^ 
and in all probability to asabt the 
Shah of Herat in his resistance 
to the Russian guile and Persian 
forces. 

After all, however, it may con« 
fidentiy be predicted that it is not in 
Central Asia that the British and Rus- 
sian powers will first come in contact. 
The decisive point lies nearer home ; 
Constantinople is the glittering prize 
which is destined to bring these two 
mighty empires into collision. In faot^ 
such is the importance of Constantin- 
ople, both in a political and commer- 
cial point of view, that it may safdy be 
said to be the gvite to India, as well as 
the key to all the political influence of 
Central Asia. Marshal Marmonthas 
declared, in his late interesting and va- 
luable travels, that such is the strengUi 
of Constantinople, arising from the 
impregnable fortifications of the Bos- 
phorus and Dardanelles, by which 
alone it can be approached br sea» and 
the extraordinary difficulty of bringing 
any considerable army either over the 
Balkan, or through Asia Minor by 
land, that whichever ]^arty first gets 
possession of it, will, in sil prolMdn- 
hty, be able to maintain it against the 
utmost efforts of the other. No one 
can doubt that if the Turks were to 
admit an English fleet through the 
Dardanelles, and Admiral Stopford 
were to anchor with an adequate fbrce 
off the Seraglio Point, all the efforts of 
Russia womd be unable to achieve the 
conquest of Constantinople. Everr 
tiling, therefore, in this great struggle 
depends upon priority of occupation, 
and we deyoutiy hope that the firm- 
ness, both of the IMvan and of the 
English Government, may lead, ere 
long, to results which will arrest the 
haughty supremacy which Russia has 
so long exercised m the east of En- 
rope. 

But whfle the great contest, which 
every man of sense and foresight has 
long anticipated, is now drawing to a 
crisis, let us consider what prepara- 
tions England has been making to 
meet the struggle. That the strug- 
gle was approaching, and that, too* 
rapidly, mis been long manifbsi to 
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every person of ordinary intelligence, 
unless England was prepared to re- 
linquish all pretensions to her former 
maritime power. Without going far- 
ther into detail, it is sufficient to say 
Uiat the seizure of the Vixen, and the 
treaty of Unkiar-Skelessi were such 
blows at her maritime power that no 
nation could possibly submit to. In 
the case of the Vixen, Russia took up- 
on herself to nrodaim and enforce a 
maritime blocsade of the coast of 
Gircassia, when that country was nei- 
ther a part of the Russian dominion, 
nor were its harbours blockaded by 
any force siifficientto make the enter- 
ing in a [matter of danger, which is 
the only principle on which a favour- 
able blockade can be justified by the 
law of nations. But gross as was 
this outrage upon the British flag, it 
was nothing to that which took place, 
when, by the treaty of Unkiar-Skeles- 
8i« the Dardaneltee were declared for 
ever closed to the British men-of-war. 
The pretension thus assumed by Rus- 
ria, and acquiesced in by Turkey, of 
declaring the Euzine a Russian lake, 
and permitting no ship of war of any 
otiier nation to enter it, excepting the 
Turiush and the Russian, was so per- 
fectiy monstrous, that nothing but a 
conviction of the infatuation of Eng- 
landat the time could ever have induced 
Russia to make the demand, and no- 
tiiing but the most violent paroxysm 
of political madness could ever have 
induced Enp^land to acquiesce for one 
moment in its establishment What 
right had Russia to assume to herself 
the conmiand of the Dardanelles and 
the Black Sea ? Had not Austria an 
equal interest with her in the naviga- 
tion of those waters — Austria, who 
possesses three-fourths of the course 
of the Danube, and to whose empire 
that mighty stream is the great artery 
of the state ? Had not Gircassia and 
Persia an interest on account of the 
multitude of tiieir rivers which empty 
themselves into the Euxine, and the 
numerous harbours which crowd its 
eastern shores ? Had not Great Bri* 
tain, and France, and HoUand, and 
idl the maritime powers of Europe a 
decided interest to navigate the Eux- 
ine with thefar ships of war, in order to 
protect their merchantmen, or the 
' mercantile establishments which may 
be canring on business on the shores 
of the Blade Sea ? England has long 
possessed a greater maritime power 
{baa any other country in the world ; 



but did she, even in the days of Chat* 
ham and Nelson, ever pretend that no 
ships but those of France and Eng- 
land should pass the Straits of Dover ? 
What would the world say if Eng- 
land were ever to conclude a treaty 
with Spain, ;by which no ships but 
those of England and Spain should 
pass the Straits of Gibraltar, or with 
Denmark, that none but British or 
Danish ships should pass the Sound ? 
Russia would ha?e been the first to 
exclaim against such a treaty as an 
unheard of violation of her neu- 
tral rights. The thing is so perfectiy 
monstrous, that it won*t bear a mo- 
ment's argument. It is of itself an 
ample ground for entering into an al- 
liance with the Turks, founded upon 
the principle of restoring an equal 
navigation of the Euxine to all na- 
tions; and if Russia considers that 
as a reason for declaring war, upon 
the ground that it is a violation of the 
treaty of Unkiar-Skelessi, it must be 
manifest to all the world that she has 
lighted the flames of hostility, in order 
to support a monstrous and imprinci- 
pled violation of the rights of other 
nations. 

How, then, it may be asked, did 
Russia gain this enormous advantage ? 
How did it happen that Turkey, 
whose animosity to the Muscovite 
power, inflamed by wrongs, and enve- 
nomed by religious hatred, should 
have thus consented to a treaty which 
placed in the hands of Russia the g^tes 
of her capita], and all but placed her. 
neck under the foot of her redoubtable 
enemv ? The answer is obvious. It 
was the supineness of England, occa- 
sioned by the total absorption of the 
national thought in political passion, 
and the culpable weakness of her Ad- 
ministration, bent upon nothing but 
revolutionary advancement, which was 
the sole cause of this enormous advan- 
tage being gained by the Russian 
autocrat. The circumstances are well 
known which led to this woful result. 
AH Pacha, the ruler of Eg^pt, revolt- 
ed against the Ottoman sway. He 
defeated the Turks in several encoun- 
ters, and brought the empire to the 
brink of ruin in the decisive batUe of 
Koniah. The rest shall be given in 
the words of the Edinburgh Review : 

'* There is much resaon to sinpect th*! 
the revolt of Ali Piacha, like many others 
of the same kind, was leeretly insUgated 
by Russia, with the intention of inUrfering 
on one side or another, as ehaace and the 
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fortuoe of war should deddo. The Smltan 
appKed to this country for aid. But this 
applicmtion cmme in the form aod at a time 
when it was hardly possible for oar Go- 
vernment to comply with it. For it was 
in October, when the late Parliament, 
though not yet defunct, had closed its la- 
bours, and could not,wilh any decency ,haTe 
been re-assembled, and when there was 
no possibility for the new Parliament to 
meet till January. The Government, 
therefore, would have been rash and in- 
-^onsiderate, which, without the power of 
soon acquiring the sanction of Parlisment, 
should have complied with a request that 
would instantly have incurred a very large 
expense, and incurred the hazard of a ge- 
neral war. H'e had also other important 
mattera on our handa, Portugal and Bel- 
gium demanded the strictest attention, 
while our fleele occupied the mouthe of the 
Scheldt and the Tapue,*' 

Here, theD, is the ezplaDadon of the 
extraordinary advantage gained, and 
monstrous usurpation then made bj 
Russia. We were so busy advancing 
the cause of revolution in Belgium and 
Portugal, and had our naval forces so 
completely engrossed in blockading 
the Scheldt, and in enabling Antwerp 
to display the tri-coloured flag for tha 
son-in-law of France, that we had not 
a man or a gun to spare to prevent the 
Dardanelles from falling into the 
hands of Russia ; that is to say, we 
were so much occupied in sacrificing 
two old alHes in our close vicinity, to 
revolutionary ambition, that we were 
compelled to let a third old alfy, 
. holding the keys of India in its hands, 
fall a sacrifice to the power which had 
so long openly coveted our eastern 
possessions. 

And what are we doing now, and 
what is the circumstance that consti- 
tutes the strength of the Russian and 
the weakness of the British arms at 
thb moment ? Why, we are labour- 
ing to undo the work of our own 
hands ; striving to regain the power 
Toluntarily offered to us, at that time, 
by Turkey, and surrendered by us to 
Russia; and endeavouring to regain 
that commanding position then pressed 
upon us by our ancient ally, and 
refused by our infatuated rulers. 
It is the treaty of Unkiar-Skelessl, 
extorted by the -Russians from the 
Turks, as the price of the ddiverance 
of Constantinople from the Egyptians, 
which is the barrier, and the only bar- 
rier now which prevents us from as- 
suming an impregnable position in 
front of the Bosphorus. We hare 



recently concluded a treaty of com 
merce with Austria,- and no one can 
doubt that under this treaty of com- 
merce are veiled, or to it have been 
added, secret articles of a political cha- 
racter. In truth, the earnest desire of 
Austria to take the lead in opposing the 
ceaseless usurpations of Russia on the 
shores of the Black Sea, have long 
been known to all the diplomatic circles 
in Europe ; and it was nothing but the 
fatal revolt of the Barricades and the 
accession of England to the revolu- 
tionary cause in 1830, which prevented 
the formation of a powerful league 
between England and Austria eight 
years ago, which would have effectu- 
ally arrested the progress of Russia in 
the east of Europe. Mettemich la- 
boured incessantly at that period to 
form a league of the European powers 
to oppose the advance of Russia in 
that direction ; and the Duke of Wel- 
lington was cautiously, but firmly, 
proceediug in the attempt to organize 
such an alliance, when all these salu- 
tary plans were blown into the air by 
the sudden wheel which England then 
made to the side of revolution. De- 
cisive evidence is to be found among 
the State Papers, quoted in the Port- 
folio, of the efforts of Prince Metter- 
nich in this respect, and of the fact 
that it was the resistance of France 
alone, at that period, which prevented 
the formation of a league for its ac- 
complishment In a secret despatch 
from Count Pozzo di Borpfo to the 
Russian Government, dated Paris, Dec. 
14, 1828, it is sUted, « The malevolent 
intentions and the hostile preparations 
of the Court of Vienna against Russia 
are facts known to all Europe. The 
Imperial Cabinet has penetrated them 
in their commencement and followed 
them in their progress, and the servants 
of the Emperor have signalized their 
existence and combated their effects. 

It was after having inundated the 
public with distorted or exaggerated 
statements of supposed reverses of 
the Russian army, and of the success 
and superiority of the Turks, that 
Prince Mettemich proposed to the Ca» 
binct of London to act in concert with 
him in order to form a league, into 
which France and Prussia would be 
drawn, with the view of interfering be* 
tween Russia and Turkey ; and to im- 
pose peace upon his Biajesty the Em« 
peror. 

" You are aware, M. le Comte, that 
according to the plan of the Chimcel- 
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lor of the Conrt and tbe State, the 
Duke of Wellrngton waa to undertake 
the task as regards France, and to 
guide her to his ends, while the former 
was to he answerable for Prussia.*' 

And, after enumerating the yarious 
steps taken by Mettemich to achieve 
this object, Pozzo di Borgo concludes — 

" Such is, M. le Comte, a faithful re- 
cital of all that I have gathered upon this 
new attempt of Prince Mettemich, and 
upon tbe mode and the expressions. M7 
opinion is, that, seeing the intimacy 
lAiich exists between the Cabinets of 
England and Vienna, Prince Ester- 
hazy has concealed nothing from the 
Duke of Wellington and Lord Aber- 
deen, but that both have felt the in- 
conyenience and impossibility of car- 
rying such a plan into practice when 
France has declared that she will not 
concur in it." 

Austria, boweyer, was not discou- 
raged ; and it was entirely in conse- 
quence of the formidable military pre- 
parations of that power, joined to the 
energetic remonstrances of England 
under the Duke of Wellington's Admi- 
nistration, that the conquest of Con- 
stantinople by the Russians was pre- 
yented sifter they had crossed the Bal- 
kan. It appears by a note presented 
by Count Krasinsky, the French En- 
voy, to Mettemich, dated 6th June* 
1829, that the military preparations of 
Austria at that period were of the 
most formidable description. He 
stated: — 

*' The Landwehr is revived, the 
number of individuals exempted from 
this service restricted, and that it is 
assembled during two months in au- 
tumn. In the course of last year ekch 
regiment of cavalry has received from 
250 to 400 additional horses ; this year 
orders have been given to purchase 
horses for artillery and waggons. 
Even in the capital, workmen of every 
kind are rigorously enlisted, in order to 
complete equipments and saddlery for 
the military magazines. In the arse- 



pear, then, that theie objeots have ano- 
ther destination. The greater part of 
the general officers have been assembled 
at Vienna for several weeks back, and 
have had conferences. The same thing 
took place in 1809, before the opening 
of the campaign. Tins shows the 
intention of taking some very import- 
ant military measures." 

Every one knows what was the remit 
of these demonstrations. Russia wasar- 
rested in her career of conquest ; and* 
notwithstanding the passage of the Bal- 
kan, real independence was preserved 
to Turkey by the peace of Adrianople. 
What, then, placed the power of the 
Porte finally under the dominion of 
their northern enemy ? Nothing but 
the infatuation of the Wlug Goveni- 
ment in 1834 led to the point-blank 
refusal of any assistance to the Orand 
Seigneur, and to the oonseqnent pro- 
stration of Turkey into the arms of 
her immortal enemy. 

And what was the boasted enter- 
prise in which we were engaged at the 
time when Turkey was thus reduced 
to extremities, which prevented ns 
from sending a single frigate to extri- 
cate Constantinople from the grasp of 
the Russians ? It was the blockaoing 
the Scheldt when Antwerp was be- 
sieged by Marshal Gerard. And ob- 
serve what was said of Antwerp, as a 
point qf hostiUhf agaimi Great Bri* 
tain, by the person in tiie world who 
knew best how it should be attacked. 
" Napoleon," says Las Cases, '< at" 
tacked the utmost importance to the 
possession of Antwerp. He had form- 
ed for it the ttiost gigantic nrojects \ 
he was accustomed to say that AsU* 
werp alone was worth a province, a 
little kingdom He was attached to it 
as one of the most important of hii 
creations. He had done much for 
Antwerp, but nothing to what he in- 
tended to have done. By sea he 
wished to have made it a point of aiof • 
t<d attach against England ; by land to 
have made li a point dtqfpui in ease of 
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England^ under the Whig Admmb« 
tratioDy was unahk to save CkmstanH^ 
nopie, the key ofLuiia,from the gram 
of Russia, because she urns compktehf 
engrossed in restoring Antwerp, this 
great outwork of Napoleon against the 
independence of England^ to France, 

All these consequenoes, which are 
now developing themselves with such 
rapidit7> and are staring us in the face 
in every quarter of the glohe, were 
at that very period distinctly fore- 
told in this Journal; and we may 
point with no small satisfaction to 
the article on Foreign Affairs, in Oc- 
tober, 1834« for a complete prediction 
of the consequences of the conduct 
of England, and of the Rusdan 
seizure of Constantinople. The al- 
liance with France was the great 
9pecific relied upon at that period, as 
a sure preservative against all dangers 
from any quarter whatsoever. Are 
we now so perfectly sure that we can 
rely upon that power ? Have the re- 
volutionary transports of France and 
England cemented an alliance which 
is destined to be of eternal duration ? 
Are we ^uite sure that France would 
join us m the event of a war with 
Kussia? Is there no foundation for 
the whisperings of a secret treaty re- 
cently concluded between the courts 
of the Tuileries and St Petersburgh ? 
Is Admiral Stopford supported by the 
French as well as the Turkish fleets 
at the mouth of the Dardanelles? 
Whatever may be the issue of these 
combinations, we point to the follow- 
ing passage in Uie article above al- 
ludea to in this Journal, in October, 
1834, for decisive evidence that We 
at least did not share in the general 
infatuation, but distinctly foresaw the 
occurrence of the period now in the 
course of accomplishment, when this 
country would be comjpelled to endea- 
vour to regain, in the face of the most 
serious disadvantages, the place which 
she had lost in the scale of nations. 

** For a few years, indeed, when the 
throne of LonU Philippe is as jet unetead j, 
and it ii materiel for him to have the 
broad shield of England thrown over his 
head, he may conrt our alliance and flatter 
onr Miniiten ; but with the cessation of 
fuoh dangen, with the advent of times, 
when he can give a free vent to the real 
inclinations and wiihes of his people, can 
there be a doubt that he will fiUl in with 
the inextinguishable French hatred and 
Jealousy of this eountry ? But FhAce and 



England, we are told, are now nnited in 
the bonds of interest as well as affection ; 
theirs and theirs only is the cause of re- 
presentative governments; of regulated 
freedom against Asiatic despotism; and 
in the common dangers of both from the 
tyrants of the earth, is laid a permanent 
foundation for their ftiture alliance. Are 
we so very sure, then, that France is to 
remain true to the colours which she ori- 
ginally hoisted? Is Louis Philippe so 
very desirous to stand by the principles of 
the barricades ? Has his conduct to his 
republican allies, who seated him on the 
throne, been so very tender and merdftd ? 
Are the dungeons of St Bliohael filled ex- 
clusively with the supporters of legiti- 
macy? Was it with these that he main- 
tained the dreadful fight in Paris, in June, 
1832, and in Lyons, in November, 1831, 
and April, 1834 ? Are there no appear- 
ances of the monarch of the barricades 
disavowing his origin, and seeking to go- 
vern by centralised influence and military 
force, and quietly taking his seat, amidst 
the ignorant and senseless applause of our 
journals, among the despotic monarchs of 
Europe ? Is not this the natural and in- 
evitable result of a revolution which has 
destroyed all the property and religious 
feeling of the influential classes, and left 
a state composed only of military despots, 
dvil employis, peasant proprietors, and 
calculating shopkeepers? Is there no 
danger that this, our only powerful ally, 
will speedily leave us, and join the north- 
em potentates in a crusade to destroy our 
maritime power ? And if so, are we to 
look for aasistaace among the plunderers 
of Brussels, the murderers of Biadrid, or 
the church robbers of Portugal ? Or are 
we to be * left alone with our glory ? '" 

In truth, however, the prodigious 
stride made bv Russia, when by the 
treaty of Unkiar-Skelessi, she im- 
posed upon Turkey the condition of 
allowing no ships of war to pass the 
Dardanelles except those bearing the 
Russian and Turkish flag, could never 
have been submitted to by the rest of 
Europe, if the balancing power, and 
the policy of nations, had not been 
entiroly subverted by the ruinous 
effects of the accession of England to 
the movements of the revolutionary 
party in Europe, under tlie influence 
of the Reform Administration. The 
lonp^ established jealousy of Russia, 
which, ever since 1815, had formed 
the leading principle of the cabinet of 
Vienna, gave way to the more press- 
ing alarms of revolutionary attack 
from France and England. This fact 
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is universally Imown ; and if it "i^ero 
less notorious than it is, it would be 
completely established by the publi- 
cation of various State Papers in the 
Portfolio, the authenticity of which 
has never yet been called in question. 
Among the rest, in a memoir of the 
state and projects of the Germanic 
Confederation, drawn up in 1834, 
under the direction of a Minbter at St 
Petersburg, it is stated, ** the prin* 
ciples upon which every state reposes 
— the relations of friendship and poli- 
tical alliance — have experienced in our 
day a remarkable change. France 
and England, naturally at enmity, 
are now in alliance with each other. 
England quits her most ancient and 
most faithful ally, Holland. Austria 
abandons Switzerland, and Prussia 
becomes the ally of Russia, Won- 
derful political phenomenal Since, 
on this account, the States no longer 
follow the policy which their geo- 
graphical position and natural inte- 
rests point out, but are influenced in 
their alliances by principles of theory, 
the political balance upon which the 
European system has for so long re- 
posed has become sensibly weakened, 
and in its place there has arisen a sys- 
tem of political counterpoise in that 
which concerns the principles of state. 
By these means the predominance of 
<me great power has been consickrabfy 
facilitated:*^" To this may be add- 
ed, that whilst Prussia has gained 
Russia as her new ally, and France has 
gained England, Austria ?uu lost her 
natural ally in England, and, in order 
not to stand entirely alone, has been 
herself compelled to join the Russo* 
Prussian alliance. By this, however, 
the outward political position of Aus- 
tria has become one of extreme dis- 
comfort, and this of itself might call 
forth the first difiPerence between Aus- 
tria and Prussia. For in the same 
manner that England will feel the un- 
natural policy of Lord Grey in all its 
disadvantageous consequences, so deep- 
ly as to tear to pieces the coil of Tal- 
leyrand, and wiU again separate her- 
self from France ; so Austria wiU as- 
suredly abandon the Russo- Prussian 
alliance, and reunite herself to Eng^ 
land. Notwithstanding this, the greater 
profit wiU still accrue to Russia, since 
Austria will be more easily coerced 
by Russia than Prussia by England,*' 
In truth, as Chateaubriand has well 
observed, when France and^England, 



like two enormous battering-rams, 
began shaking every state in their vi- 
cinity with revolutionary doctrines and 
mercenary attacks, the dangers of 
French propagandism were reviv- 
ed, with this additional circumstance 
of terror and aggravation, that Eng- 
land, which formerly stood foremost 
in the confederacy for the defence 
of European liberty, now was the 
leader in the attempt to partition and 
convulse all the lesser states in her 
vicinity. She first, under the inflaence 
of the liberal mania with which Mr 
Canning was so powerfully affected, 
insidiously encouraged, and then open- 
ly protected, the revolt of the South 
American colonies against the mother 
state — " calling,*' as he said, *' a new 
world into existence to redress the ba- 
lance of the old." She next took the 
Greek provinces under her special 
protection, and, in conjunction widi 
Russia at the battle of Navarino, de- 
stroyed that very Turkish navy which 
we are now using our utmost efforts 
to restore and improve, and that, too, 
without any declaration of war or 
cause of hostility against the Turkish 
Government. But, strongly as the 
hostile acts militated against existing 
treaties and the faith of nations, they 
had at least the apology of being dic- 
tated by a generous spirit, and direct- 
ed, to appearance at least, to the eman- 
cipation of suffering families of the 
human race. But for those which fol- 
lowed and which were directed under 
the influence of the Whig Adminis- 
tration, no such apology is to be found. 
We first dded in the partition of the 
kingdom of the Netherlands, which 
we were bound by the treaty of hernia, 
in 1815, to support, by immediately re- 
cognising the insurgent authority of 
Belgium, the people of which had not 
even a pretext for their rebellion, 
and then prevented the King of the 
Nethcrlandsfhim regaining his domin- 
ion over his faithless subjects, by inter- 
fering, along with France, to stop the 
advance of the Dutch troops, after they 
had defeated the ''brave Belgians** 
in two pitched battles, and he was 
already at the gates of Brussels to put 
down the revolt and recover his just 
rights in the next ten days. We then 
joined our troops to the arms of Louis 
Philippe to besiege the citadel of Ant- 
werp, the key of the Scheldt ; and re- 
stored that ereat stronghold, erected by 
Napoleon for our su^ugation, to the 
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rule of FrancGj and the sway of the tii' 
colour flag. We next showed our ad- 
herence to the principles of non-inter- 
ference^ on which the Liberal party 
professed they took office^ by support- 
ing! to the utmost of our power, the 
cause of revolution in Portugal ; nou- 
rishingy for two years^ a devouring 
civil war in the provinces of that king- 
dom ; and, at lengthy by the open in- 
terference of Admiral Napier, with a 
fleet manned with English sailors, beat 
down the power of our ally, and ulti- 
mately establbhed a revolutionary 
queen on the throne, without any other 
support but the revolutionary mania in 
some towns, and foreign bayonets. 
We were guilty, along with France, 
of the ofience of rousing the unhappy 
Poles to an uncalled for and ruinous 
resistance to Russia, and thereby at 
once quadrupled the sufferiugs of the 
vanquished people, and led to the in- 
corporation of Poland with the king- 
dom of Russia, and cut off the last 
remnant of Sarmatian independence. 
Lastly, we openly supported the cause 
of revolution in Spain, agmnst the 
will of four- fifths of the inhabitants of 
the country, bathed the kingdom for 
five years in blood, and all the unut- 
terable atrocities of a civil war ; and, 
finally, landed ten thousand English- 
men, armed with Tower guns, on the 
coast of Spain, and concluded this 
scene of interference and aggression 
by exhibiting to astonished Europe the 
spectacle of English soldiers routed 
under the walls of St Sebastian, and 
in the gorges of the Pyrenees, by bat- 
talions of freeborn Biscayans, strong 
only from 

" The might that slumbers in a peasant's 
arm." 

During the progress of these hate- 
ful and perfidious aggressions, we, in 
this Miscellany, strove repeatedly to 
rouse the public mind to a sense of their 
consequences, and to impress upon the 
people of this country the inevitable 
results which must ensue to them- 
selves, or their descendants, from the 
adoption of a policy, alike unprin- 
cipled in itself, adverse to the best 
interests of the state, and ruinous to 
the national character in the estima- 
tion of foreign nations. We repeat- 
edly pointed out the extraordinary 
impressions that would be produced 
by the spectacle of England, which 
had hitherto been more steady in her 



principles, and more faithful to her 
engagements than any other nation, 
suddenly taking up the cause of Re- 
yolution, and giving the example of 
a total disregard of former engage- 
ments, and a total neglect even of 
her own ultimate interest. Every 
one now sees that Russia never could 
have extorted the treaty of Unkiar^ 
Skdessi from Turkey, and haughtily 
dictated the exclusion of the Britbh 
flag from the waters of the Euxine> 
had it not been that England at the 
time, after the battle of Konieh, was 
engaged in bombarding Antwerp to 
restore it to the French, and Austria 
had been driven into the Russian al- 
liance in terror of the propagandism 
of this country. In those disastrous 
days of barricade transport and Reform 
enthusiasm, the Russian influence 
was by our acts and deeds brought 
down to the Rhine. No state could 
tell where the Revolutionary wedge 
was next to be inserted, or a devour- 
ing civil war excited, in order to find 
a vent for French Liberalism, or em- 
ployment for the turbulent enthusiasm 
of Great Britain. It is to this feeling 
that we owe the Prussian- Germanic 
league, which has struck so deadly a 
wound into the commercial interests 
of Great Britain, and the closing of 
the Dardanelles against the British, 
flag, and delivery of the key of Asia 
to Muscovite ambition. While we 
were blindly following the phantom 
of Revolutionary movements in the 
west of Europe, Russia was steadily 
pursuing her real interest in the east, 
and while we were surrendering Ant- 
werp to Louis Philippe, and were 
dreaming of an endless Uberal alliance 
of Constitutional monarchies, Nicho- 
las was stretching his hand towards 
Constantinople, Alexandria, and Ispa- 
han. 

Contemporaneous with our inces- 
sant attacks upon the peace and tran- 
quillity of other states was our reduc* 
tion in the military and naval establish" 
ment of the country* From the naval 
and imlitary returns of 1810, it ap- 
pears that Great Britain had then 
202 ships of the line, in ordinary and 
commission, besides 42 building, and 
1000 vessels of war at sea, while our 
land forces amounted to 300,000 regu- 
lars and militia, besides an equal num- 
ber of local militia in the British isles. 
When the Canadian revolt broke out 
we had just twenty ships of the line in 



Digitized by 



Google 



Affairs in the East, 



778 

commission, and 89,000 menj scattered 
over the world, to defend our posses- 
sions. Bj mat exertions, and by the 
terror of the immediate loss of our 
transatlantic empire, we have added 
7000 men to our army, and three ships 
of the line to our navy ; and by the 
last returns in October, 1838, we had 
twenty-four ships of the line, including 
three guard-ships in commission, and 
about ninety-six thousand regrulars in 
arms, of whom, about twenty thousand 
are in India, and twelve thousand on 
the shores of the St Lawrence. 

On the other hand, what haye the 
Rusnans been doing? There are at 
Cronstadt, constantly equipped^ man- 
ned, and exercised at sea, 27 ships of 
tiie line and 17 frigates ; and at Se- 
bastopol, in the Black sea, 15 ships of 
the Ime, and 22 frigates, mostly of 
44 g^ms each. And these great 
fleets are not distracted by the neces- 
sity of protecting distant colonial pos- 
sessions, but are all massed together 
at two points, with their troops con- 
stantly on board, and daily exercised, 
in the Baltic, at least, under the per- 
sonal inspection of the Emperor him- 
self, and capable of sailing in a body 
at a week's notice, upon any warlike 
expedition whateyer. 

Lord Minto says that the navy was 
neyer in a more respectable condition, 
and that we could in a short time, if 
occasion required it, fit out 20 ships of 
the line for defence of the Bntish 
shores. According to the best ac- 
counts we hate been able to receive, 
there are 75 ships of the line that could 
be fitted out, after a long time, for sea, 
besides 13 building — the poor remains 
of 244 ships of the line which crowded 
our harbours thirty years ago. But 
granting that there are 75 ships of the 
Une in the Britbh harbours which 
could be fitted out in process of time, 
are there stores in the arsenal for their 
equipment, or could mbn be got to 
MAN THEM ? Thcro Is the yital point. 
The Queen's stores notorioiisly never 
were at so low an ebb as at this mo- 
ment ; the Reform Administration 
haying, in order to make a show of 
economy, and an apparent reduction 
in their navy estimates, sold ofiP the 
• stores, or ceased to repair them when 
reduced, by the waste of time, to an 
unprecedented degree. But suppos- 
ing the stores got, where are the men? 
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Will the Reform Parilament lay on 
the house-tax — a tax on spirits — and a 
five per cent property-tax in order to 
augment the pay of the navy, and in- 
duce merchant seamen to enter into 
it ? Will the ten- pounders re-enact 
the tax on beer and spirits to save their 
country ? There is the vital point of 
the case. We cannot get crews for 
the fleet without money, and we can- 
not g^t money, even for the most vital 
purposes, firom the class to whom we 
have chosen to surrender political 
power. 

Suppose the men got, and, by the 
greatest efforts, twenty ships of the 
fine fitted out for sea, what sort of a 
jumble of crews will be assembled ? 
Indomitable courage, indeed, will 
never be awanting to the Anglo- 
Saxon race ; nautical skill cannot be 
unknown to those who have navigated 
from Indus to the Pole ; patriotic ar- 
dour wiU burst forth the moment ^at 
an enemy's fleet is seen approaching 
the British shores. But indomitable 
valour will not give discipline to a 
man-of-war's crew. Nautical skill will 
not in battle supply the want of disci- 
pline and the habit of acting together. 
Patriotism will not, in the decisive 
hour, supply the want of preparation 
and organization. 

But Russia will not make this attack 
alone. Should Nicholas descend from 
his icy throne to dare the British 
islands, he will not come without ade- 
quate support on both his flanks. He 
may come supported by Denmark, 
Prussia, Sweden and Holland. All 
these powers are bound to him by in- 
terest, necessity, or the recent aggres- 
sions of England. Denmark has the 
double conflagration of 1800 and 1809 
to revenge. Sweden may not be back- 
ward to purchase the support of the 
Czar by uniting to his arms. Prussia 
is united to Nicholas by ties both of 
national interest and private con- 
nexion . Holland thinks of the partition 
of the Netherlands, the cruel oppres- 
sion of England, the bombardment of 
Antwerp. Who can say that in 
France, at such a crisis, ancient recol- 
lections would not prevail over mo- 
dem partialities, and the memory of 
Trafalgar and Waterloo not rise up 
in irresistible force to induce her to 
throw her navy into the scale against 
us? 
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What is become of satire — the 
good old legitimate sadre, for which 
our language is to fit ? Is the task of 
lashing the follies and vices of the 
worid delivered solely into the hand 
of the caricaturist and the dinne ? Or 
are all other vices allowed to take 
their course^ as of little importance in 
their eflTects upon society^ m compari- 
son with our great political sini, wnich 
defy the slowness of the structure of 
yersoy and are within the province pe- 
culiar of the daily press ? We cer- 
tainly cannot take another position, 
that we live in a most virtuous age ; 
we know there is a canting spirit going 
about with this daring assumption; 
and sometimes bold, and sometimes 
soft and insinuating, are the tones by 
which an acquiescence in our general 
virtue is demanded. But it is sheer 
wickedness and hypocrisy. Pretence 
and pretension, nearly silled, indeed, 
are tne great sins of the day, infecting 
all grades, all professions, and are the 
great masters in all the arts and 
sciences. We are, all of a sudden, be- 
come the wisest people the world ever 
knew ; so knowing, that all who have 
gone before us are fools ; and so good, 
that we can afford, seemingly, to cast 
off every principle in turn to play 
with, and it will fly back to us, as if the 
very centripetal force, or the attrac- 
tion of virtue was in our own selves, 
self-engendered, self-nourished, and 
self-promoting. The ages past are 
nothing to us ; and we should equally 
treat with contempt the ages to come, 
did we not look upon them as to be il- 
luminated by ourselves, and but a con- 
tinuation to perfection of our own ex- 
cellence. And yet satire, the good 
old satire, is neany dumb. And very 
properly dumb, say the sly knaves, 
that would have their own way with- 
out disturbance. Satan takes the 
shape of Demure Propriety, and walks 
about with pitch-plasters for every 
one*s mouth that would utter words 
that wither and burn. There is 
strength in real gpoodness ; there is in- 
dignation, the very birthright of vigor- 
ous nature, salutary to the soul, and 



throwing off fh>m it the pestilences that 
brood in the atmosphere of the eril 
world. The wicked know this well, and 
will suppress the honest feeling with 
every art. They threaten one with brute 
force, and endeavour to cajole another 
with lessons of pretended meekness ; 
and are open-mouthed against the 
whole clergy, with texts of Holy Writ, 
suggested by their master, if one in 
the duty of his sacred calling cry 
aloud and spare not. The low villains, 
that would set all things wrong that 
they may gain by the plunder, with- 
out religion or morality, have long 
known that the superior education, 
knowledge, and morals of the clergy 
must make them powerful adversaries ; 
to get them out of the field, therefore, is 
a great object. What would not the 
malignant press say should a priest 
publish a powerful satire — yet who so 

Sualified 1 The clergy dare not open 
aeir mouths on politics ; they must be 
excluded from every thing but their 
calling, as if their calling was not in 
every thing. For what human action 
is there that should not be conducted 
on religious principles? And who 
ought so well to search into, and know 
the hearts of men — and to mix where- 
ever duty, civil or political, calls 
them ? They are not to be disfran- 
chised. It is neither just to them nor 
gfood for society. Then the wicked 
think, and truly, that if the clergy are 
put aside from expressing strong opi- 
nions, so all those under their influence, 
too, are got rid of — all who would be 
thought, as well as all that are, reli- 
gious — and where, then, are the adver- 
saries to attack vice in the strongholds 
and in high places ? It is insisted upon 
that it is unchristian to use harsh 
names, and downright weakness and 
compliance is demanded, under the 
names of gentleness, forbearance, 
meekness, and charity. We are to 
forget that our Lord, who to us is an 
example in all things, called men hy- 

Socrites, and whited sepulchres full of 
ead men's bones and sll uncleanness. 
It would follow that St Paul was un- 
christian when he uttered the words 
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to the smitor, " thou whitcd wall ;" or 
when he quoted the Greek poet, and 
called the Cretans " liars, e^H beasts, 
slow bellies.*' But the scoundrel part 
of mankind have greatly succeeded in 
this respect, and have driven off the 
field, by their outcry, many a one cap- 
able of wielding the very battle-axe of 
legitimate satire ; and hence it is that 
every iniquity under the sun has the 
more play. Prose satires, indeed, we 
have, of a new kind, in our Reviews, 
but they are too general, and want 
that solemn burst of indignation of the 
old verse, and the bold positions and 
representations of poetry. They are 
rather appeals to reason than feeling, 
And are therefore subjected to a longer 
process of thought. They may abash 
fools — and almost knaves — for a time, 
but they rise up again and reply. Vil- 
lany should lie prostrate, scathed, an 
awful warning, with the mark of the 
single stroke upon its forehead. It is 
an evil sign when the solemn and in- 
dignant satirist gives place to the ca- 
ricaturist. There is something un- 
manly in the viewing lightly what 
seriously affects our interests. It is 
an evil sign to laugh at a lack of prin- 
ciple, to be amused with selfishness, to 
smile at errors which bring empires 
into peril. It has been said that we 
are a nation of caricaturists. It is no 
compliment. It were better that we 
had the bolder virtue than the simper- 
ing accomplishment. But even in 
this we are nowadays the tamest of 
the tame. We have H.B. the master 
of the sports ; and, while it nught make 
angels weep to see the antics men are 
playing, the grilled world is invited to 
be merry over the most timid drolleries. 
There is not the touch of strength in his 
hand. How different, how very differ- 
ent, were the productions of Gillray I 
His was a masterly hand, and dignified 
caricature — his was a power to be re- 
spected and feared. We should have 
thought Cruickshank had possessed the 
caricaturist's mind and genius. Does 
he think it beneath him ? If so, he 
greatly mistakes, while he dedicates 
his pencil too exclusively to the vul- 
garities of low London life. But why 
are we to look to the pleasantries of 
caricature, when there is such a de- 
mand for the utmost severity of sa- 
tire ? Good, strong, nervous, and in- 
dignant versification is the only satis- 
factory, the only complete satire^ and 



of that we have none. Prose has its 
more limited scope, and however for- 
cible against an individual, or an in- 
dividual case, 'admits not of general 
views, nor free play of illustration, 
and the complete summing up by art- 
ful arrangement. There is so much 
of the real spirit of satire occasionallj 
in Burke, that we could almost believe 
that he wrote great parts of his letter 
to the Duke of Bedford, with bis por- 
trait of the Leviathan of Royal favour, 
and parts of his French Revolution, 
particularly the display of the inso- 
lence of the personified Regicide, in 
verse, and originally intended for vcr- 
sified satire. We are not disposed to 
grant this spirit to Junius. His let- 
ters want imagery — bold, assuming, 
they tell wonderfully ; but are rather 
Invective than satire. It is the acQunct 
of poetry that is wanting. It makes 
the dullest reader feel the spark. << Si 
natura negat facit indignatio versus ;" 
who reads it, thinks he could similar- 
ly pour out hu indignation — ^he adopts 
it ; it is his own, and he repeats it ; and 
oh ! what a noble feeling is indigna- 
tion ! it is the lordly feeling of man- 
hood against all that is mean, low, 
contemptible. It is that which a very 
vile person never felt, and which a 
foolbh one could never express. We 
are not afraid of being thought para* 
doxical in asserting that it is an amia- 
ble feeling. That the gentlest, the 
mildest natures, the wisest, the best^ 
have it — dormant, indeed, until a wor- 
thy occasion calls it forth, and then 
out it bursts like inspired virtue. We 
would assert, that there never was a 
true poet without it. All poets are 
in mind and genius essentially satir- 
ists — they only want the occasion. 
Even the amiable Cowper could not 
resist the impulse, and in his gentlest 
subjects, where a minor poet would 
be all elegance and softness, he throws 
about his satiric lash with a vehement 
power. We confess, that when we 
read satire ourselves, we feel the bet- 
ter man — it flogs at once out of the 
mind all petty ^ing^, and bids energy 
and resolution do their best within 
us. Yet does it make us humbib, 
seeing that we are of a nature that 
needs so much correction, and so 
much aid to rescue us from things 
which in our better moments we ab- 
hor. And it makes us better towards 
men. It is the safety-ralvo— it is the 
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storm that clears the atmosphere of 
our minds, with one g^rand thunder* 
burst dispersing the ill-humours, and 
leaving the mind's sight clearer, and 
the heart purer and more tranquil. 
The rage of indignation has been ex- 
pended, pity has followed, and then 
forbearance, and then love. Never 
let us have fellowship, much less 
friendship, with men who walk in the 
world's ways without ever feeling one 
touch of indignation, for their tame 
souls can iiever»rise to any ecstasy of 
affection; and their benevolence is 
half affected, a simpering quiescence, 
to cover the little bilious bitternesses 
of disposition that lurk and make 
them uncomfortable within, and press 
upon and narrow the heart so that it 
cannot eipand to any manliness of act 
or feeling. Better to hear the war- 
whoop of a generous enemy than en- 
counter the smiles of an universal 
quietist. To smother indignation is 
to stifle virtue, and if we quell it en- 
tirely in young minds, we smother 
virtue in the very cradle as she is a- 
waking from her sweet sleep into 
healthy and active existence. How 
beautiful is it in youthfiil hearts, where 
as vet there is imcorrupted honesty ; 
and through feeling they acquire 
knowledge, and the wise nurse's wish 
is accomplished for her child — ^* Sa- 
pere et fan quse sentiat." , And then, 
where there is the bold, the open, the 



fearless expression, there is ever the 
gentler love, the affection better worth 
the cherishing. We have at this mo- 
ment the tenderer feelings, and haye 
the more enjoyed a volume of much 
sweet poetry, because we have been 
led to it through good wholesome sa- 
tire, and would recommend to all who 
would be thus rendered amiable, a vo- 
lume of good poetry, the better part 
of which, we think, is satire, f by 
John Kenyon, formerly of St Peter's 
College, Cambridge." The first piece 
is " Moonlight*'— and beautiful moon- 
light it is as ever illuminated lands of 
dream and vision. But pass it by a- 
while ; let the moon rise, and you will 
see the divine orb in her glory above 
the world, when you have seen a lit- 
tle what the world is, over which she 
would benevolently spread her veU, 
half of silver light, and half of dark- 
ness. Read first, <^ Pretence, a Sa- 
tire," and then, when honest Vir- 
tue has had full sway, and has dis- 
charged the peccant humours of your 
disposition, be vou amiable as you 
may — you will be enabled to rise in 
dream and vision of poetry, and meet 
half-way angels of the moon, and visit 
either world together in love and pu- 
rity. The process of the preparatory 
fib is not unpleasant — so enter we on 
" Prince Ercles' Vein." Our author 
makes a nice and happy distinction 
between Pretence and Pretension. 



" To seem, not be, our ever-anxious aim, 
Such ii our vice, beueath a doable name ; 
In turn by Folly nursed, and crafty Sense, 
And now Pretension called, and now Pretence. 
This seeks a vain display ; this seeks to bide ; 
And one firom Interest springs, and one from Pride ; 
Sometimes apart ; more oft, in holy tether, 
Like sovereigns leagued, they lule and rob together. 
*< But oh ! what type may paint each varying form. 
Shadow or light, the zephyr or the storm ? 
Prompt as aerial clouds that drift and wreathe ; 
Changeful of hue, as seas that roll beneath ; 
They take all colours, turn at every call ; 
Shift through a thousand shapes, and cheat in alL** 



Yes, one lesson does hold to the 
end, the great lesson, too early taught, 
to seem, and not to be. These lines 
bring to mind a scene, or rather two 
scenes in the farce of Humbug, which 
we ourselves saw. this year, eighteen 
hundred and thirty-eight, of our ad- 
vancement to perfection. — Had it not 
been for the ridiculous mixed up with 
them, the lamentable folly wonld have 

VOL. XLIV. NO. CCLXXVIU* 



left but a sense of melancholy. On 
Whit- Monday the large and populoni 
city of-——, was from one end to the 
other a pattern or picture of goodness. 
There was not a street in which there 
was not a school procession, with their 
banners and colours. The Sabbath- 
School of this district, the Sunday- 
School of that— the School of the 
Meetings the Tabemadef the Church. 
8d 
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Th^'^bUdreQy «11 schooled to look like 
oherubsi a^ masters, usl^r** auisU 
aot^, p^|tron«» and patrooessesy all like 
Sj^lits — men f^ tbe he^d trylpg with 
41 th^hr might to walk decently slowi 
irhoin husiness hftd habituated only 
to the trot— 4he black, clerical-affect* 
ed dress and denieimpur of men who 
h^ neyer t^ken orders hut in their 
trjjde^ — the constrained and demure 
looksr-the assumption of benevor 
lent and Jovp-smilw— the genera) 
acting ; the more apt of tlie young> 
little weU-t4»Hgbt bypocritesi aping the 
i^nntlmonion^ airs of the elders, 'f See 
bpw geo4 we are/* was legible in 
nyery forehead. It waf one holiday 
of gentleness and sweetness- '^ D^ub 
yourself with honey/* sftystbeproverb, 
f * ^ ypu will nevpr want flies/' The 
ma^im W4» known— acted npon^ and 
tb^ flies caught— and many a one that 
day> to use another homely proverb, 
tb^t '^ stole the goosp, gave away the 
giblets in alms/* So crowded were 
the streets you could not move a fln- 
gpF without touching a saint. It was 
4 general proclamation of virtun, 
'f See hov good we are/* There was 
not % rogue or knave to be seen, ex- 
cepting by shrewd observers. There 
was universal PretensioB, was there 
pretmiee? All walked in sunshine, 
•nd were pure. — What said the night? 
It did its best to cast a oharitable veil 
over this woxid of wickedness, but 
** Murder will out.** We walked the 
same streets, as well as the general 
turbulence would allow, the very next 
morning. The police were busy in 
every direction taking up the delin- 
quents of the past night and the pre- 
sent day. Away they went to the 
magistrate and to the prison in every 
street. How legible, then, was the 
proclamation, " See how bad we ve,*' 
— " and pray, Mr Simperer, whicj^ 
was the worst day, Wmt- Monday or 
Whit-Tuesday?** That day many 
were taught lessons pf hypocrisy-r- 
and that to make a display is quite as 



good as to possess a virtue. But what 
should we say, if we did but see the 
machinery that set all this goodness 
going ? The rehearsal of look, and 
walk, and speech— the littlenesses, 
the contrivances, the prgctising tbe 
putting-on that which wm ^ be lopked 
^it ^nd the general putting-off of aU 
simplicity of heart and njann^ra-r 
did we see «dl thisi we might well 
long for ^ lash and llber^ to na^ it, to 
flog the getters-up of it into their 
holes again: Oh, that we coul4 M 
least rescue the young from all ^ 
Pretence and Pretomdon/' 
** Tb«ir after ■ol« conoevn 
To live a lie, and all our Iom oal^am/' 

Eyen charity gets nothing now*ft- 
days without her setting up in aVanity 
Fair, and being niade \o put on the 
look of wo and penury, meekness <ind 
suffering ; and simpering, or sympa- 
thetic flower*girlS| unblushingl^ dress 
up her nakedness with tawdry trinkets, 
ticketed by cheats, to be stript off 
]|gain by dupes. let not daughter 
of mine so drop her modesty at the 
door of a Bazaar, as, under pretence of 
any charity wbateyer, to personate the 
shop-giri, to cheat the legitimate 
traoers in trifles, and to win tl^^ pnrses 
of ibps i they pay not for the articles* 
hut for ^e stare, ^ familiarity. 
^f But tbe puroos^** quotb the Lady Pa- 
troness I *? Wonlo you do evil that gopd 
may come, my Lady Display, then 
sell yonr mpdestJi and yourselves out- 
right-r^ too o^^o, by yeur trick*d 
up sales, and flimsy home-manofac- 
tunes, you drive to starving despera- 
tion the viHuous destitute, whom the 
legular tradeis is fiuicy- works were 
wont to employ 1 and now by your 
charity their virtaous maintenance is 
gone.^ Oh, PNtence and Pretension — 
ve are everywhere.— But to our sa- 
tirist ; and hdre we find a passage, con- 
firming and strpBgthening our poor 
prose. 



•* Vexed by bypocrisips, or chaibd by pride, 
* What walls shall guard us, or what ibadei shall hide ? * 
Whpre*er we turn, tor ever— ever nigh, 
FttbUcity pursues us as we fly ; 
At every hour, In each remotest place, 
Prescribes (he phrase, or modifies the Um ; 
Of pettiest hamlet, pettiest deed notes flo«ni 
And makes the country Ibstneiis as the town. 
80 now, when voral squires would meet to diui^ 
The oovity pMH mast vaoni the vast design ; 
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** And np( »loi»e, wb«ro roailAg fi^Mt gP99 roiuu}| 
Ib heard the pride-proclaimiiig tnimpo(*i IPDOd ; 
On Charity, scarce charity if told, 
It waits as 'mid the Phuiseef pf old f 
And if gorged we^th, with J)fttro»is|ng ftlr, 
Buy some sm^U pasteboard »( n §«rifiM* Fwr | 
Or keep his oldest frieua, bro^p 4pwn Iia4 gwy, 
Just one degree above inere pi^ish pi^> 
The ready newsm^q, qi^ pur ipod^st plaOi 
Makes known to HeaTen, < Th9 OWiMl^ UMAt ' 
So left bands learn each 9cti09 pf ^9 Fi{Sli(« 
And not a bii|h#| npw QOiM»ft|i (he Ugbt." 

Bat we must turn bapk ft pag9 or t))9 iniOr W0 tftka a liberty with the 

two— and see how i\^ bftr^r fflopd impu» lAit UM of tlw qootatian, anA append 

dentyanitrofmankindythiUsboidd be lb« epUheft '^ haneat^' to Terse; we 

whipped through the 9tr09t« b/ Avefjr think U more after the indignant burst 

satirist that ean hold tha Ush« Moitet of Juvenal's Une^^^f Ihcit indignatio 

our mild and amiable author to seise yeriiis.*' 

" To shew— to Mde — to seen what we are net, 
Some willing feigners — some eoastrain^d by lot^- 
( For who would eorabat naked needs BMist tdl, 
Whem others sheathe in visor and in mall,) 
Lo 1 here of half the virtnes, whieh we count, 
The mighty soeret, and the tvue amount. 
And feign thoy might from my poor comment free. 
Myself to critloiso enough for me, 
So each, snug-nestled in his horrowod riiln. 
Would cease to bawl for praise with sturdy din ; 
But when, flUse elaims not tim'rous to disouss. 
All damour forth, * For models look on Us,* 
Hero silent soom no longer I may mirse. 
And indignation vents the homMtt verso." 

Then forth far» the dutbor and |ha ou( of the tid^ mid flood of bumiui OS- 

$imm of sAtire in a spmewhAt spleoe- }stenoe« look egch other ia the f^Oj^ u 

t»c humour i being somewhat woary» muob as to wf$ '^ that's too bftd/* wid 

they take ^p omnibus as it passes-^ forth issues golden voraoi tbftt Aonoff 

awav to tbo bank-,plunge into the the busy muUUudebeodfft«d&rwbioh 

ipurky noon-Ut atmofphere of Lom- there ii little ehMoii of gettiflff imaU 

bard Street ; and a« poetry U pretty ohauge* The lOonbAOt*! pnoo ii a 

sure not to find any credit there« «iway b^pp^ su^eot ; td^ ^»rkii bii mmiiop* 

they oome, fuming from the '^ odours his piotuvesf hi* wtoes« end bii aU- 

of gain/* and find it is bad living upon abowinablo taste fti» oontjigted with 

the steam of Plutus's kitphen* The tbo simplioUy of Aldornao WUttiog- 

banker*8 chariot passes themi within ton andhis Cat, Such wo fUppOfO to 

an inph of grinding th^ir toesi splashes be the iotentioa of &o fbUowiag ooop- 

thorn with mud i they turn a oomer> lot -^-^ 

'* Are th^se, grave WhittingtOQ, re^tee^d 9Me I 
Are these thine ancient simple sons of tr»de ?" 

Whittington*8 shade, of coursei has nq voice in the mattoFf and aofWttw lutt ; 
but the author's friend B. speaks for the Catt who* in her immortality of pru- 
dence and renown^ has no oojeotion ocpasionally to dip her whinkwa m a bowl 
of cream. 

S.— <* I grant 'tis luxury ; yet the race who moil, 
May flghdy claim remission from their tot) ; 
Aad if excess ondnly tiiere he found, 
'Tis )mt degieei aad who sliallii the bemd.** 
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Very well put, and many the man that has been posed in his philippics, when 
he has been mdiscreet enough to ask a question, by as dmple a reply. But 
our author is a master of his weapon — the scholar armed. So he conjures up 
satire again to graduate offences. 

A. — " And 80 ihall Satire graduate each ofifencey 
Nor treat Pretenrion as she treats Pretence ; 
Shall merely imile to mark the smaller spot. 
Bat justly frowns indignant on the blot. 
She smiles when Balaam quits bis old resort, 
And City-friends, to leave his card at Court ; 
And smiles to see the new-bought blasonry 
Far flaming from his chariot flashing by. 
She frowns on knavish show, that yet awhile 
Tricks out some tottering credit, to beguile. 
Then bursts, at once, in ruin, wide and deep. 
Whence orphans pine and widowed mothers weep. 
She frowns on seals to broken contracts set. 
And the long file that glooms the last Gazette, 
Which honest Gripus reads with clenching fist. 
Then sends his own pure name to swell the list. 
She frowns on hollow scheme, on puffed-up share. 
And that late gulf, fraud-scooped, in Gresham's Square 
(The ravening Southsea flowed not more profound, 
A gulf, not greedier, cleft Rome*s forum ground). 
Round which in gamester strife, all England stood. 
City and Court — and all for England's good 1 
Nor closed we saw it, till those jaws between 
Pride, Conscience, Honour, all were tumbled in : 
All I for the chance some lucky hit affords 
To strut a Cr&sus, and to herd with lords.** 



These are stinging lines— bi(t for 
such a field, where facts are so redun- 
dant, do we not regret that they are 
too general : why not, in individual 
cases, drag forth the man by the throat, 
and bid the villain stand for his pic- 
ture? The satirist, if hb own pure 
feet tread not in the miry by-ways of 
trafiSc, where the air is so thick that 
Diogenes*s lanthom would not keep 
its light, and if it did would be of no 
use — make no discovery — ^let the sa- 
tirist, we say, go ask Uie first solici- 
tor he meets for a case to vent his 
spleen on. Ohl what an exposition 
of wickedness would there be if a truth- 
telling attorney would have the bold- 
ness and strength to give the world 
his diary. We will imagine an ex- 
tract, yet is it no imagination — a sketch 
from nature— we took it from the port- 
folio of a friend in the law, an eyewit- 
ness. iS>c«iie.— The sick-room of old 
- Lovegold. — He is pillowed Up in bed, 
very weak, with a look of anxiety and 
apprehension. Enter lawyer M., who 
is beckoned to a chair by the bedside, 
close to which he finds a table, and pen 
ink and naper. The nurse quits the 
room, when thus old Lovegold, in 
broken sentencesi and with a ghastly 



stare, afiecting at the same time a smile 
or rather grin of unbelief. " They 
tell me. Lawyer M., that Fm in a bad 
way, and had better settle my worldly 
affairs — they mean, make my will, you 
know — don*t believe but that I snail 
get about again, and it*s very awkward 
to be ill just now that I*ve much to 
do, a world of business on my hands 
at this very time. But shan't die the 
sooner for making my will, so I*ve 
sent for you.** WeD, instructions are 
given— Lawyer M. retires — makes the 
will — is reintroduced to the sick man, 
— ^witnesses procured — and the will is 
reg^arly attested. Lovegold and his 
lawyer are left alone. The solicitor 
is desired to recapitulate, and goes 
through, clause by clause, the several 
bequests, and enumerates the large 
amount of property. The sick man 
looks at tiie lawyer significantly, 
as taking a pride m the amount of 
wealth he had amassed. '' You have 
acquired,*' said Mr M., *' a very large 
property, sir.*' The sick man made 
an effort and raised himself up in bed, 
and spoke with increasing energy as 
follows, '' Yes, yes— thank God — I've 
done pretty wdl, pretty well— hey! 
yes I and hpw do you tmnk I've made 
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it all ? I tell ye what it is— I studied 
men — I looked in their countenances 
as I walked the streets, and I knew 
'em ; I knew their circumstances and 
looked out for bargains. I watched 
*em> and when I knew they were dis- 
tress'd I threw myself in their way, 
and learnt where their speculations 
lay ; what bills they had given, and 
when they would become due. Oh 
how I chuckled a day or two before 
that, when I saw their down looks — I 
knew how 'twas, how they wanted 
money, and to save their credit, and 
just at the right moment (with won- 
derful energy and clench*d fist down 

upon the bed), and then,— >d n 

*cm — I came down upon 'em, and got 
their goods for nothing." At these 
words he fell back and expired. 
Lawyer M., who told me the story, said 
he hastily put up his papers, rushed 
out of the house, and determined to 
give up business— but, like the usurer 
Alpheus, '* Jam, jam futurus mstl- 
cus" lost bis resolution ere he reached 
his office. And if he had become 
rustic, is there a charm in country air 
to purify all minds and hearts ; and is it 
certain that the good lawyer there, if 
free from sordid avarice himself, would 
SCO no examples of perfect deadness to 



good feeling ? Even there the *' auri 
sacra fames" spreads infection. How 
much of the heart is taken up by ob- 
jects of gain, and how little room in it 
is left for objects of love ! A wealthy 
farmer, the other day, whose daughter 
was recovering from a long illness, 
was asked, when a little warm in his 
cups (in vino Veritas), if she was bet- 
ter ; he thus replied, " She's well 
enough for what 1 do see ; she eats 
and drinks, and does nothing at all ; 
but then I never look at my daughter. 
If you had asked me how mv bidlocks 
were, that's another thing, 1 m always 
looking at them, they bring a sight of 
money in, and are worth looking after 
—but daughters, hang 'em, take the 
money out." Such is worldly wisdom, 
town wisdom, country wisdom. Fly 
to the country, ye town-sick, and you 
will fly back again, and acknowledge 
there is justice in this, " How shall 
the man have understanding whose 
talk is of bullocks." 

Leave we this for another vice. 
Our satirist lashes the mean, afiectinr 
the g7*eat, Servilios of our day, and 
the incidents are happily given — we 
long to kick the paltry puppy to whom 
he introduces ns. Thus Servilio, 



" Oo a low pony asked, as suits, to ride. 
Him late I saw, with pity for his pride, 
Strfdning, in vido, behind the spanking blood, 
And happy to receive his Lordship's mud. 

" For days his Grace's well-watched pathway trode, 
A bow perchance he wrests, or wins a nod ; 
Then, home returned, his own full pride he wakes. 
Bows like the Duke ; aud gives the nod he takes. 



« You meet Servilio with his only boy, 

A very dream of love I a living joy I 

* Why, 'tis a cherub every heart to stir ! 

Your own sweet child?*—* Sir Shnon's godchild, sir.* 

" Ignobly proud to tell the honour done. 
And happier in the sponsor than the son I 
Such are the tribe in Grandeur's skirts who nest, 
And soil, with reptile crawl, his ermined vest." 



Here he takes occasion to show how 
friendless are the great. Flattery ruins 
friendship— the palace gate of kings 
should bear inscription, '* No friend- 
ship enters here. The following 



lines, describing the lying in state of 
our second Charles, are exceedingly 
vigorous, and have much of the bold 
imagery and stem disgust of the Ro- 
man satirist. 



" His easy days Charles Stuart — ^not the First — 
Best of companions, if of kings the worst, 
Whiled gaily, with a witty, merry crew, 
Friends 1 nay, not courtiers— loving all and tmtf ! 
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Hirw tame, haw lotiog-^iell th^t protfaig boor 
Wlmi Death dhiill lay hk chiy-eold hand on Poir«^ ; 
Yea, «Yeii b«fer« halh eeaeed the death-bed kaeUy 
L«t many a kingly ceach^ deserted, teU/' 

'fbU 18 a solemn prepahttioii — mirth and jesi are alread/ gone^the cold 
YiwoAf the " clay-eold band" of death has set bia seal to a stera hard truth. 
Ifou sit luieasy as at a theatre of phantasmagoria. The magidan draws th« 
cttrtain«<4aid behold a picture to strike self-love and vanity aghaat« 

*' Hie <jtosi2ig hour hath passed, whieh, soon or late, 

Must pass o*er all ; a irionarch lies in sfaie ; 

In lonely state ; for love hath gone, and Sorrow, 

*T6 plan the cfdWnitig p^eant tot to-tnotrow. 

]^oW, let thy fantfy pierce yon gUtHnieriflg rodifl, 

fhat eoffifl's Otily giJafd one sof did gfoofli ; 

Mark how, (he pf owllflg nlght-rtrt scarce fbrtrid, 

The Vflrl6t sitOfee beside the ready lid. 

And What Mft dfeditts 1 Are they of kingly faaf«, 

A Wdepiug |>eop{e, aiid a World's aeelitltB ? 

Ah, nti I he dreatAS of um% contested graoe^ 

Trapping of phitue, hta per^uidte of plaee i 

Matters Ms greedy discontent, half knid« 

And gropes^ with sleep^tied hand, te doteh the shroud !" 

That is a fine conolUndti-^jrel is not all eonckided yet. 

** Yet, e'en for hini» deserted tlius who dies. 
Ere long shall statues gleam ; ^all columns rise ; ^ 

And epitaphs Servility sWl bring \ 
Who lauds dead Kingship, flatters living IGng." 

Mr Keftjroti is ft sdM^ar^ And who lowing^ ifonli'fist between olden times 

that is one will not occasionally and raodefn titnee, \kt» qniet content 

engraft the scenic characters of the of our more simple forefatners, and the 

Roman satirists into descriptions of ever restless, ambitious^ audacious, 

modern manners, proving, too, by their and pcdtry interference of every body» 

admirable filling in, that human nature every where, \»f we think, more happy 

is not materially changed, though we than any attempt of tlie kind we have 

are walking, or learning to walk, on the seen; and the versification is admi- 

stilts of scientific peffeetioii ? Tbe fel« raUy simple and fereible. 

A» — " The Bmok6, (he richCfS atid (he stftlbir of Rtime 
Right glad t quit ; cdfne, t-tffal httgs^s ! cdlHe. 
To sweet retrea(s, unddt&n(sL(f6atf how^fS, 
We wend us now ; to fields, and farms, and flowers I 
' God made the coiiMfy« atid Infttt ififlde the t#w%* 
Or true or false, so COWpef Wf ole it dowii } 
And fields, I weefl^ might boast a parer raee^ 
Ere cftnge of uatiflefA gnw On chaHgt of plaee, 
While yet broad Trent and Cumbrian mountains bold > 
Were real barrlefV, gaar^»ng laibllA Oldi 
Then if the goddtfMift #r the goedmaif'tf wlfe^ 
Sighed sore to t!6W ttw fitMnmA eity's Atrlfef 
Soon the rotigtt Waggcm stage aad qtMgmire «ead 
Stirred fond remembrance of the old abode, 
fi'en when andd the nughty city sety 
B'en there they gaaed, less wonder thaa regreti 
Till^ baek retamiBg firem the great event, 
The4r life's one pride, they died — at home— content. 



*' For such dull bliss our age hath too much wit ; 
Home, now no restlng-plaee, hot place to quit. 
In endless change we live ; in change we die ; 
Found scarcely one, of all life's flitters by. 
The turf to teaant wiMre his lathers lie* 
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Vot iKfid«tit tillage Itue, iMgHtraH, dMp, 

Thiinigh moM and wr6«thl]ig roots tliat krred to creep i 

Fdr chureb-way |>ath8, thrdngh meadowfl windering free ; 

Sweet recordf of tax old dTility $ 

By many a faded generation trod, 

Who simply sought their fiUher*s house of God, 

There, where !t rose, With bid grev toWer serene, 

From forth the elm-treeA on the yftlflge green, 

Ere town and cduntty yfet were clustered thick 

With triin new-filflgted chrtpels of red brick ; 

For these — fork fbrth new roads, like brancfafng t^i. 

And strong througil dach the living durfetit strdds. 

Till every pulfte from feverM dty's heatt 

Fires with fleree throb the realm's extremest pari. 

' When shall I see the eoantry once agiUn ? ' 

Thus sighed the Latian bard his ancient strain i 

But we— his silvan longings sbonid we share — 

Must a4k not When we shall beholdi but where* 

For now, as travels on mid wigwamed hiUa 

The civilizing power, thai taints or kills, 

Along each Bri^h valley's sweet approach 

Whirls in the dty with Uie whirling coach ; 

Cigarfl and waltaes ; latest caps ; last news 

Of Crockford's— Almack's— justicenrooms, and stews, 

And controversial preachefs^ and French shoes. 

lu vices roused, its roughness ill smoothed down, 

Each village now would ape the lordly town ; 

* ilustic' mere term for what no longer is. 

And all the land one vast metropolis.*' 



Ta7 



Thus does our author raise the hur- 
ricane of the mind> that^ liiekiljr> is 
" vox et prseterea nihil/* or away 
would go with a sweep of the whirl* 
wind the " clustered** aborinnations of 
"red brick** — the Pretence and the 
Pretension^the Hypocrisies aiid th« 
Hypocrites* — " like dust hefore the 
wind, and t^e angel scatteriflgp them.*' 
Then tranquillity wOtdd cottie again^ 
and retrieve the 

** Sweet records of an old civility.** 

But we are check*d — and, In 6ur zeal^ 
"know not what spirit we are of.** 
Man is, indeed, unfit to have the chsdn 
loosened that binds him to matter, con- 
fines him to narrow spots. Were we 
illimitable spirits, with powers illimit- 
able, and Will Action, what a world of 
ecmfosion dl 'vronld be 1 But even the 
mental storm is soon ^^AM. Limits 
ed as our sphere of action is, it might 
be all evil, were Will Of kmg durstionj 
But no further unintelligible pro^ng. 
Mr Renyon takes tb« teadof to the 
Courts of Law and to the Senate $ buty 
we think, too summarily dismisses the 
MUxik sheefi of httw and Patriottem. 
He is, however, never weak ; and We 
regfel that Che force Which he is ca^ 
paMe tr/^6Hingis tK^ mot^ dlftK^ted 
to expose the hollow poUtleirt itfaxlms 



and principles that modem statesmen 
have the audaeity to lav down, as if 
there was no fixed basis of morality 
on which to raise political structure. 
For example, what lying fiend was in 
the heart of the statesman who could 
tinblnflbiogly proelaim, as a political 
axlomj that if a Government, by re- 
moving the pressure of prejudicial 
laWs, enslbled Ahj party to make more 
of their property than they could do 
iinder exikitrg circumstances, the more 
that Would be made, the over and above 
what was now made, would not belong 
to th6 possessor of theproperty, but 
to the Government ? We do not pre- 
tend to give the words, but certamly 
the sense of a British Minister*8 pro- 
position. And where was British mo- 
ral spirit ? Did the Senate calmly hear 
it? It ^— the Reformed Senltte, tod 
Satire is dumb ! WhereUved the 9a< 
tirist who is to write " The Reform, a 
Satire?** There is not such a sub- 
Jed^ MrKtoyonwillilottryit. He 
drebmscribtfs his poWer ; he shuns 
personality. Though public actors 
play their tricks before him, he walks 
away, and druses np sticks and straws 
fbr human figtiresi and Whiflif thmit 
about and rails at thettt flObly t but be 
win not htMLf btaUd the iigU ibt«k 
l^ead, norbQmatooa«afe%y' Attd^ 
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perbapSf be has not the searching' tire jostice is at work; bat it wants 

knowledge of political events and cha- its powerful historian — ^the Age*s Sa- 

racters which snch a noble, such a tirist. Our author evidentlj turns in 

moral task would require. Retribu- disgust from such a banquet. 

*' Sick to the core of thin or deep Pretence, 

The attack, false motiv'd» or as £ftUe defence ; 

Of furious partisan, and dirty job. 

And bribing candidate, and greedy mob ; 

Sick of great names, wherewith all Europe rings. 

Of peoples sick, and nunisters, and kings. 

In soul I turn to scenes beloved of yore. 

And fret for Greeks and Catholics no more. 

*' Granta ! beneath whose mildly- cloistering bowers 
Swift years I passed, made up of idlest hours ; 
Ere yet on hearts, in flowing firankness bold. 
Unfeeling Time had fixed his freezing hold ; 
For still this pndse be thine, gone spirit of youth ! 
Thy very vices had their touch of tmth-^ 
Granta 1 for thee though wreath I never won, 
Granta 1 receive again thy world-tired son ; 
Pleased, as of old, by thy calm stream to stray, 
And where youth smoothly sped, dream age away.*' 

These are beautiful lines, and full of feeling. The character of the un- 
principled student is powerfully drawn ; his weU-timed assumptions of virtue, 
and just the degrees of it that may not at any one time shock society, but such 
as with facility may let him drop into the consummate hypocrite, are nicely 
marked in the picture. We cannot forbear quoting the latter lines of tlie 
character. 

** E*en when the bishop's mild ordaining hand 
Had stricter rule imposed with gown and band. 
Our deacon yet of strictness little smacked. 
Nor made he vast pretence to what he lacked. 

" But when his lot befel to settle down, 
A well-paid curate in a thriving town, 
Where Mammon and Devotion, each a pride, 
*Twixt prayer and pelf th' ambitious crowd diride. 
To his clear interests never quite a dunce, 
A change came o'er the outward man at once. 
You know him, now, by somewhat straighter hair ; 
And a strained look of sanctimonious care. 
Which, as must seem, no worldly thought distracts ; 
And a huge quarto pocket, stuffed with tracts ; 
And sermon sour ; and week-day talk austere ; 
Save when he holds some female follower's ear ; 
Such gifts to rich preferment needs must come. 
Or win a trusting wife with — half a plum." 

We do not quite discover the truth in the next character introduced— the 
gifted Hiero. The blighted promise is poetically and delicately expressed. 

'* So some sweet forest plant, bom for the shade, 
To richer soil, or sunnier skies convey 'd, 
Tho' there with stem to worthless stature grown. 
Offends with a coarse blossom — not its own." 

We have intimated that Mr Kenyota, be, a moral virtue, and would fling the 

though having full power to use the entire wrath and eneigy of his mind 

lash, is too sparing. If he could per- into a new subject, we think he mig^t 

suade himself that a stronger satiric do the world a benefit. The Satirei-^ 

boldness b, as we really believe it to Part the First, Pretence — of which wo 
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have given specimens^ may (and we 
tiiink the reader will agree with us) 
delight the scholar^ and somewhat 
more than amuse the general reader^ 
but wants the closeness, and — why be 
ashamed to say it ? — the personidity^ 
to benefit mankind, by making the 
vices portraits. But then he must 
have written anonymously — and why 
not ? Horace tells us that, when las 
father wished him to avoid a vice, he 
pointed out its personification in a liv- 
ing character; and, without doubt, that 



is the way to be truly forcible. We 
would not advocate the relinquish- 
ing forbearance in matters of private 
life. But public characters — ^wnat the 
arena of politics or courts of law make 
notorious — all this is public property ; 
and for legitimate use of satire there 
is enough for many hands. We be- 
lieve Mr Kenyon to be very sincere in 
the lines which conclude this first part 
of Pretence, for hb very satire is the 
offspring of amiability. 



" In my own doing*s spite. 
Little love I the satire which I write. 
Harsh drugs, though given but to drive ailments out. 
Will sometimes in the giver waie a doubt. 
And this the Satirist still must take in trust, 
K en those hate Aim who own his Satire just.*' 



The second part of Pretence, but 
for a few lines, might have borne an- 
other title. It is decidedly less satiric, 
and may be termed. Rambling Thoughts 
in a Library. Critical review of any 
particular books, ancient or modern, 
IS scarcely to be found in it. There is 
little of keen ridicule in it. All is 
even rather grave, of a reflective cast, 
and, perhaps, more indicative of the 
author's taste and feelings than the 
former. He is one of those who live 
much in a world of their own, and who 
are not always well pleased to be 
forced out of it. And when they are, 
they find themselves, with jarring ele- 
ments within them, not very fit for 
either. They are not angels that 
drive them out of their paradise, and 
they bear their discomforts with less 
composure, as with less respect for the 
agents that expel them. Hence amia- 
bility itself becomes satiric. All poets 
feel sensibly the incompadbility of 
things without and things within. 
Poetry, like *• true love, never did run 
smooth** — if it did it might stagnate — 
be dull— the interruptions make the 
waters musical and sweet, so the 
checks the world gives to poetical 



petual courtship, to that beautiful 
vision, which is the more loved, as it 
may not be theirs all the days of their 
lives. Yet is the poet*8 world, made 
of this world's materials, wonderfully 
worked upon by a combining, a se- 
lecting, and, to a far extent, a creating 
genius ; and if it be a world that man 
is gifted to make, it is a real one ; and 
many a time does it reflect a bright- 
ness of its own on that world which, 
though scarcely more real, is common 
to all, and gilds the path of life with 
the glory of exalted virtue and noble 
thought. Thought ! it is indeed not 
tangible to the hand like household 
stuff— but is it not real ? To deny it 
would be to deny reality to the soul, 
and to remove responsibility from 
man. He who has seen, and touched, 
and heard, though the organs were 
dead, would hear, and see, and touch ; 
for the power of sensation is not In 
them, but once communicated, through 
them, to exist in independent vigour. 
So it is that we recall, and dream ; 
and memory and genius, though invi- 
sible, are the living spirits of w heart 
and mind, and make up the better 
reality of life. And does not Mr 



minds keeps the passion alive, and they , Kenyon so think ? Doubtless be does, 
return, as they are allowed, with per- 

" And sweet 'twill be, or hope would so believe. 

When close round life it*s filling tints of eve. 

To turn again our earlier volumes o*er, 

And love them then, because we've loved before ; 

And inly bless the waning hour that brings 

A will to lean once more on simple things. 

If this be weakness, welcome life's decline ! 

If this be second childhood, be it mine !" 

GeniuF, memory, and affection were all at work in the 
following tme and touching lines. 
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« Wlio hM not loTOdi erewhile, to paote and look 
Oh elifldhoOd*8 reeord in aome old tctaooUbook, 
Naai« — or gHm portrait torawlod in ink — agen 
Awakonlng memories, which had slept till then ? 
What if the spirit shrank in sadden grief, 
When the eye lights on some remembered leaf, 
With parent, or beloved friend, once read^ 
The, now, for-ever-parted^-^r the dead ! 
Though for brief space the stroke be still severe. 
Not long we shun the Une that wakes the tear* 
But, stealing back to that love-hallowed page, 
WiUi its own balsam its own womid assoage." 

And where is friendship like the forgets his mondog tisitors, his idlers 

Soet*8 firiendship? It cherisheth the and loungers^ and sends his compli- 

▼ing and the dead — loving not less ments into the library to Horace or 

the present, conver8in|^ irith the past< Virgil, or Homers or Milton, or Shak- 

To him indeed there is no death that speare, according to the vein he would 

takes away ; does he not take Pisca* be in, and begs their arm to the forest 

tor with him to the hrooks, and what or the field, the glen or the moun- 

friend he pleases of all those said to tain. Nay, see if it be not so. 
be defunct, in his daily walks ? He 

« Now-^donbl J sweet snch refoge found with books ! 

To stray with mild Piscator up the fafrooks ; 

With Cowley nrase beneath the greenwood tree. 

Or taste old Fuller's wise simplicity, 

As if his Worthies, though removed their span, 

Bmack yet too strongly of the living man. 

Then backward turn to question Homer o*er. 

Or dream of storied ages, rolled before % 

Faint — glimmering now, like far-off beacon light 

O'er misty Ocean scarcely readjrfight." 

Now, then, has he a touch of the incompatibilities, and a vein of satlw 
blends with his high aspirations, and admiration of gifted powersi in What^Oevrt 
exercised — and the *' material world*' is whipped till the top spin, and sJj 
that are on it are giddy, mazed, and foolbh. 

*' To us the mere material world is all ; 

Our pride ; our tax ; our pleasure and our thralL 

Science, whom scarce the circling spheres may fold, 

Chained to a desk we hire to scheme for gold ; 

Drag from his heights Imagination down, 

To please, for daily bread, the modish town ; 

And daintiest Art, the dreaming child of grace. 

Wake from her dreafn f o paint some idiot face. 

Virtue herself, born guest of Heaven's high roof. 

Gift of the Godhead ; gift at once and proof; 

£*en hei', blind bigots of otir planet birth. 

E'en her, we fain would ffetter down to earth ; 

Just mark where Bat^Etpedience flits at height. 

And meanly, there, would bound her eagle-flight. / 

From such a world, all touch, all ear, all eye, 
What marvel, then, if proud Abstraction fly ; 
Amid Hercynian shades pufsue his theme^ 
And leave the land of Lock* k> goM and steam ? 

But thou art not of those who, henee and thenee, 

Glean for low endt their ple-nic eeraps of semft ^ 

A loAy thinkei', prond thy thirst to slake 

At truth's well-head, nnbribed, for truth'i own sake | 

Or art thou of the race still more unfit 

to w^stTe with the clans of Worldly Wit ; 

One, whom ere yet thy youngling tbou^^t etftdd itfU^ 
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To wield swMttefM, d» 4'mk W^-paiiiflflg ipetieli, 

Some unieen bt«t6iH<6 l^d imll riMtiy ft (ttiMMi 

Won from old batd, of MnglH ffctni «kmd Of itrfftto | 

And still, though turmolled 'ffiid fh« thlligft tllAt ftre^ 

StiU dost thod 16T6 to iliiMe on OMd ttd PiUf « 

And, faith otttWotUflg ftxM ftf nknm MMUhei 

The bretfarMf.bttid of dTeif ftge HhA diitie, 

To thy yooilf h«iftf i*i ftffi ef e«d of ttftiM 4^g» 

Nor stoop to think her tai nnf eal thing $ 

Oh ! prixe those drealos, oh ! i^nftrd thilt cf66d «f tWiM ; 

Bm gtnurd it Md within thy bc^sotti's ihrifle \ 

To cUsp, at sil«mt ere, nt ntiwatehtfd nttffA, 

But let not garish day deteet to scorn.*' 

Pretension has been krt off a little too eftsily ; btit As »he i« a tolntninoiuf 
and faftfaicmable irriter of the present day, and meddles In ftU inatt6f», and 
aU suyectA, the rcftdw will not be sorrjr to see hcf « little sniallljr snub* 
bed, and her pen split, so that her^aftef, ts domebody snys^ it nay m^ itn 
wide month and spe^ lessk 

** So fame is won. Nor only Poet's rhrme 

Must feed on flowers and flatter in sublraie ; 

But, like false head that froths on sickly beer. 

When drugs belie sweet malt and hop austere, 

Church briefs themselves with trot>es are mantUiig o^er, 

And htimble prose is humble prose no more, 

Yet strip, more oft, from each its flue brocade. 

How mean the mould of thought beneath displayed ! 

Thus, posset-stirred, old Jaimary pranks 

In youthful hose too wide for shroakcn shanks } 

Thus when, the booth witbovt, some bumpkin's eye 

Hath fed on pictured monster, ten feet high. 

Giant or huge Bonaasus, from his lair 

Hurling at enee three hunters high in air, 

Let in, his visage takes meet raelul toueh 

To find thai In and Out nnlike so mueh/' 

Oar author, in his rage at the pei^cfsiofi df th« Mtt«e*§ Aft, WOuld gladly go 
back to the days, ere writing Was known— Agds Well d^^rtbed. The allusion 
to Cadmus Is Clascal flnd good. 

*' So sped th' vnWriting age^Came Cadoras then, 
To leave in d«tfbt if wotse Us lettered pen, 
Or serpenU' leeth that grew to amM men/' 

He would not, howetef, be content to remain long id thow unlettered ages ; 
for of the revival of literAtufd he speaks With rapture. 

*' O matchless Uae of years, Whose generoue Urifls 
Reared man's reviving rtiad to p#Hiloi life< 
Then Petittrth's datlVe lay refined eo love | 
Then Angelo tk' i m p ttoow titfeel drove i 
Then Otades^ tluil stirred jrocng Raphael's breast, 
Spoke forth in eoloarsi elear as WMd% eipresi i 
And Learning, made 6e «oldly gaisfal art, 
Was Sacrifice! Ind «ffired from the heart.'' 

The teeming Press— no longer to b6 from thd^ bhf fit their birth, to the 

called MJAierva, for she was not proli- bliistiing chertib WiOi albums for 

fie— and ours bears not the mark of wings. We wonder not at our au- 

coming from Jove's head 1 1 — who can ihors praise of the Caliph Omar, with 

possiblv keep any pace witd tlie litera- whicb lie concludes his satire, and 

ture of our age ? Prolific Uteraturef with whteb we dote our quotations 

the litter of the Press I Monsters and from it. 
prodigies of every shape and ma»*^ 

** Come back, lo(n| tofiln^ fttiK ! taitk9 btdt Md lee 
The (f6dQ<» 6f tlt^ dooMAd-fitH tfee i 
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Count o*er it's mingled fruiti of joy and pain. 
Then say if thou wooldst plant it o*er again 1 
Thou too, wise Caliph Omar I who art said 
All Alexandria's OTons to hare fed» 
Visit our shelves once more. Where'er we look. 
Pamphlet on pamphlet, book bads out on book ; 
Turn wheresoe'er we will, new Yolumes sprout ; 
Some of fair promise ; most lack clearing out, 
Come, then, thou Critic-Caliph — come again, 
Nor decimate ; but take the nine in ten I 

B, Th» ground thus cleared, you plant your own instead. 
And shrewdly gain one chance of being read." 

Those to whom the roughness of quiet, and thrilling influence ; felt and 

satire gives no relish^ may walk forUi acknowledged in 
with Mr Kenyon into the soft moon- " The silent eye, 

lights and find a kindred spirit. But And silent pressure of each linked arm." 

they must bargain for the scene> for Even lovers are bard-hearted in the 

in his moonlight excursions he is ubi- broad noon, and have their little dif- 

quitous, and thinks little of a flight ferences of opinion. But the rising 

from the West Indies to Mola di Gae- moon and the quiet night give more 

ta. The tenderness in the following than reconciliation. But to those who 

linos is very exquisite^ it is evidently have never differed, whose all is love, 

engendered by love^ and offered in a and they all loving, what is such a 

Poet's worship to the moon ; and the scene and time as this ? 
moon repays the gift with her lucid 

" Such eve. 
Such blessed eve was ours, when last we stood 
Beside the storied shore of Gagta, 
Breathing its citroned air. Silence more strict 
Was never. The small wave, or ripple rather, 
Scarce lisping up the sand, crept to the ear, 
Sole sound ; nor did we break the calm with movement. 
Or sacrilege of word ; but stayed in peace, 
Of Thee expectant. And what need had been 
Of voiced language, when the silent eye. 
And silent pressure of each linked arm. 
Spoke more than utterance ? Nay, whose tongue might tell 
What hues were garlanding the western sky 
To welcome thy approaching 1 Purple hues 
With orange wove, and many a floating flake. 
Crimson or rose, with that last tender green 
Which best relieves thy beauty. Who may paint 
How glowed those hills, with depth of ruddy light 
Translucified, and half ethereal made 
For thy white feet to tread on : and, ere long — 
Ere yet those hues had left or sky or hill. 
One peak with pearling top confess*d thy coming. 
There didst thou pause awhile as inly musing 
O er realm so fair I And, first, thy rays fell partial 
On many a scattered object, here and there ; 
Edging or tipping, with fantastic gleam. 
The sword-like aloe, or the tent-roofed pine. 
Or adding a yet paler pensiveness 
To the pale olive-tree, or, yet, more near us, 
Were flickering back firom wall redculate 
Of ruin old. But when that orb of thine 
Had domb to the mid-concave, then broad light 
Was flung around o'er all those girding cliffs. 
And groves, and villages, and fortress towers. 
And the Our circle of that lake-like sea. 
Till the whole grew to one expanded sense 
Of peaoefldness, one atmosphere of love, 
Where the Soul breathed as native, and mere Body 
Sublimed to SpiriL ' 
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and too many are, would have made 
up two magnificent descriptions of 
sunlight and moonlight, but would 
never have thought of letting them see 
each other's faces — and who eyer 
paints this double aspect, which b yet 
so beautiful ? 



We should have preferred the termi- 
nation at " native**-^ the Body being 
sublimed to Spirit, if it be not rather 
in the vein of nonsense, is superfluous ; 
the soul, in its native atmosphere of 
love, expresses all that can reason- 
ably be meant by the addition. A poet 
less observant of the scenery of nature, 

<* We too behold thee, 
With nntired eye fixed upward ; scarce regarding 
( So deep the charm which thou hadst wrapped around ni), 
Where reddening lines along the eastward sea. 
Spoke of the Sun*s uprising. Up he rose. 
From o*er the regions of the near lUyria, 
Glorious, how glorious !— if less gladly hailed 
As warning thy departure. Yet, some time. 
Ye shone together ; and we then might feel 
How they, the ancient masters of that land, 
The dwellers on the banks of Rubicon, 
Who saw what we were seeing, uninstract 
Of wiser faith, had, in no feign'd devotion. 
Bowed down to Thee, their Dian, and to Him, 
Bright-haired Apollo I We too bowed our hearts, 
But in a purer worship, to the One, 
Who made, alone, the hills, and seas, and skies, 
And thee, lair Moon, the Hallower of them all !'* 

We cannot forbear quoting the last lines of this piece, because they give 
an interest to the whole that could not be without them. They are as 
the pearl in Dian's crescent— 

" Once more that tomb hath opened ! and She, who, 
Companion of my wanderings as my life. 
Thus far had listened to th* unfinished strain. 
Shedding fond tears to hear a sister's praise. 
Now lies in death beside her. Fare thee well 
Thou faithful Heart ! and Thou, dejected Song ! 
For now thy spell is broken — Fare thee well !" 



It is essential, or nearly so, to the 
poet to have a musical ear — many, 
who are not gifted with this efflatu 
numinis, still love to pour forth their 
meditations, and even their conversa- 
tions in a certain rythm. Mr Kenyon 
Erobably thinks in something very 
ke blank verse ; perhaps the struc- 
ture comes ready to his utterance. 
The poet himself, so gifted, is too apt 
to think aM his thoughts and reflec- 
tions so uttered, poetry ; when, with- 
out the dress which gave them the 
charm, they would be but passing 
and less observed notices. There 
are many pieces of moral meditation 
in the volume, which, though good as 
musical prose, and just in conception, 
yet lack the Muse*s stamp. Sentimen- 
tsJ writers are very apt to fall into 
this (we may call it) error, and mis« 
take the music of their thoughts for 
the very pith and marrow of sense, 
and perhaps invention. In the full 



feeling of his own heart the poet as- 
cribes the tale and elegy of the night- 
ingale's song to the unconscious bird ; 
so does he often fancy that he has ex- 

Eressed all he feels and thinks when 
e has given but the pleasing air. 
We venture to suggest this to the 
notice of Mr Kenyon, that, in any 
subsequent edition, he may revise some 
of these pieces, and more concentrate 
what is really poetical ; they would 
tell more forcibly. The above remarks 
are, however, not applicable to the 
last piece in his volume, " the 
Streams,*' which is poetical in its first 
conception, and in the execution ; it 
has something of the nature of narra- 
tive, current with the great moral-* 
and the poetry is preserved. The 
two streams are The Heathen Mytho- 
logy and Revelation, the course of 
both is diversely and appropriately 
marked, even from their fountains. 
«( Trom Siiua this, ard this from Hip- 
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)igbt#F graces of A« Mythology ^9 
le^ off with ^\ their charms. The 
Utter I998 of 'Uhii firpw Hipppar^fte/* 
tb»t 
'< WWkw^^u plinife flmig U«elf nader 
ground," 



ftnd tM 4o0^ of tho«« wbo ddifffat- 
ed iQ the loyous wprship ilong it* 
flowery banks, are v^ry h^ppy ill 04m» 
ceptiopi andflpeiy fioidtm^tedwitb lh# 
steady and solemn lapse of tb^ b^^ 
strejim into its etemal 001^ ir\mp 
ff |ro40 an()bof'4 baH».*' 



'* (Not by sacb febled forpis a^ Charon old, 

Bot by Aqgelic Natures piloted), 

Tb^* awaiting pilgrim^ o'er iu rough or smooth 

(For not to aU the passage was the same) 

Safely to waft ; wfali? firgm that very shore 

AU might behold whftt lovely regions rose 

Beyond in t|ie }ioriiK)n ; fair as clouds, 

The fairest ever hung in western sky. 

But not like t|ieip tp fede ; eternal dwellings 

Of Spirits who had ps^sed and landed there l" 



Of the nunor poems or pl^es^ as 
they are usually called in most poeti- 
cal publications, it is perb^p^ ^c^rcelv 
fair to speak in cen^urp ; 4q4 bPW sel- 
dom can we bestow much pr^i^ ! 
Many of them owe their pharm, xn 
the poet*s own estimatioiii tp assppi^* 
tions which attach them to his heart, 
but/ therefore, rempye them from his 
Judgment, We more particularly i|l- 
lude to all those which owe their per- 
haps too sudden birth to the early 
passion of love. We almost wish 
they were uniyersally held saere4 for 
the eyes of those for whom they were 
written ; and as they are commonly 
written upon the eyes« or t^ much 
about them^ we see no reason why 



they should be robbed of their pen^ui- 
slte. But if authors persist in sending 
them into the wprid, we do wish from 
our hearts that the mere judicious 
publisher? would impannel a jury of 
matrons to decide upon their proprie- 
ty, who might t»ke ^ retrospective 
view of all the exaggerations, oaths and 
promises, mA test tbem, as tbey would 
other sweetmeats, by their keeptn^f, 
with full powers to discard ) proyi4ea 
that such jury were under strict oath 
to declare that none of them were 
writtep to themselves. 

We should be happy to drink with 
Mr Kenyoi^ a gl^s or two of his fa- 
yourite — 



CHAMpaONB BOSE. 



" Praise who will the duller Uqupr, 
Juice of ForlugaJ or SpAio j 
Fill for me with Wghter — quipker— 
Fill for me wi^b {Ipse Champagne, 
See the glass its fo^m fipgiving, 
Creaming— heading — round the brim, 
Such, were old Anacreon living, 
Such should be the wine for him ! 
Plixir blest ! Bacchus and Flora, 
'Twas He proposed — 6h^ smiled compli- 
ance— 
Thee— a spell tost mortal sorrow, 
Thee devised in gay alliance. 
Full of the plan, they leapt delighted 
From leaiy ceuoh, where eaeh reposMi 



And while they plied their task wdtad 
(One gave the grapes> and ope the roses), 
Young Love stood near, with curious ey?. 
And heedful watched the chemic union. 
And smiled to think how, by and hyi 
The play of looks, the soul's communioQ| 
And the tied tongue's first liberty. 
Should thrive beneath that magic essence. 
And what, thou glorious alchymy ! 
What though thy primal efferveseenet, 
Like Love's, too bright — too dear to stay- 
Like Love's—- die almost in the 1 
Yet each I snateh, as best I may 1 
Ahl why are both so little lasttog.' 
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TRANQUILI^YTY IN IBBLiJfP. 



In tins papers of a few days since* we 
haye the report pf a meeting of tlie 
magistrals pf the county of Tipper- 
ary, whlch> as being ope of the most 
Popisb ppwties of Irelandf Mi of pourse> 
the fnpst lawlessi furious* and bloody- 
The magistrates, consisting of alt the 
princip4 weu of the county, with 
Lord Pououghqu>re> the LordoUqu- 
tepant, at their head, addressed the 
Viceroy for protection! represented life 
and property as wbeUy at the mercy 
of the TiUainp who bave beep let loose 
on tbem by tbe spirit of insurrection, 
^nd declare4 the county to be in a 
state verging op utter ruin. Thev 
came to this meeting generally anned, 
in some instanpesi with their arms 
visible. The Lord-I^ieutenant closed 
the meeting ^ early as possible, ob- 
serving that he did so, " thatgentlemen 
might be able to reach their homes be- 
fore nightfoU-** And this b the coun- 
try fqr wbich Popery pledged its pa- 
cipcatioQ* How can English com- 
merce or Epglish capital vepture 
there ? How w is sucb a state of so- 
ciety at this mqmept from open war ? 
Even this formidable question is scarce- 
ly left dubipus, The Dublin Evening 
rest, the Goverpmept organ in Ire- 
land, propouncps that the crisis has 
come, and fiercely recompiepds ** Agi- 
tation." We baye in it, of late, lopg 
and laboured appeals on tbe thep^e 
^" We must agitate." " The natjpn 
must be agitated anew.** '' Agi^on 
must go through the Island.*' 

May not we qf (his island, beipj? 
plain men, yenture to as)(, what is 
the object of ^ tbis labour qf agi- 
tation ? There is no such w^nt of 
either feelings or tongue in the Irjsh 
peasapt, that, if he is agp^rieve^, be 
cannot comprehepd his ipjury, and 
spe^k of it loudly. In England, if 
we find any thing to complaip of, we 
complain i if nothing, we hold our 
peace. We ^A, why the same pro- 
cess may not e^t in Ireland ? Why, 
if the peasaPtry aro the ipost sufier- 
ipg, pnhappy, bri)ken| and so forth 
Wio op eartPi as the orators inform 
ps, do tbey require all this agitation to 
mal^e them say so ? Why, if their 
ehaipf still oUnk on their legs } and 
. why, if they feel tbemselvet deprived 
^ o/Ii(Wi ana )hnib4 b«nd ip ibot ip Ae 



links of l^ritish iniquity, ficp. &Cm 
cannot tbey be hsft to say sopmtbipg 
of this for themselvesi without being 
assembled by plap^4« ppd pows' 
horps, apd g^ered pp ppmmP09| and 
marched by platoops iptq pi^rkpt 
towps, and listening to tbree hoprs' 
harangues, merely to Iwow M^ftt tW 
are desperately upbappy? Wesbpuld 
tbipk, that to make this dispoyery, 
they might be trusted to tbeir own 
ideas of dispopjfort. Apd tbat vbeFe 
they did npt complain until they wpre 
ordered to do so, tbe ppb^ppipess wgs 
not of a very severe species. Ip sbpr^, 
that the man is not much hurt who 
does pot feel it, and tbat there is a pop- 
siderable prpbability of bis Pot lepl- 
ipg much wberp be says DOtbing P^ 
tbe subject. 

We admit tbat this sUencp nrppld 
be by no means to the advaptage pf 
tbe O'Copnell dypasty. If tbe pp- 
pulace do not riot, what becomes of 
the rent ? If orators dq pqt itipemte 
4nd maddep the ppuntry d^y by day, 
what becomes of murder imd robbery 
night by night ? ^pd, if robbprv apd 
murder we no more, wbP c^ oowbt 
that the death-warrant of tbe p»rtj^ 
is sigppd ? Therefore " agit^te< ^j- 
tate* w^atPi'* is tbeir polwy wA 
their proyerb ; hprry tbropgp the 
Und, spmp^Ping the pepple fpom 
tbeif wprl^f ftn4 4efr»«4wg tb«m pf 
their wages, apd swear to tbem by the 
Virgip, ^nd aU their pther gpjs andgod- 
dessps of wood apd stone, tbf^t tbev aw 
tbe mo»t wretched of human beings, 
however they may not baye fouwd it 
opt for tbem^yes i that tbe chief want 
^f tbe Irish peasaut is to bp ^le to 
vote for * Popish piember 5 pr, ip prp- 
oess of time, to be a member blpiself ; 
apd tbat,upti! B^ot, Trippnial Pwlia- 
ptentstapd Hepeal we gwped, be ouf^t 
pot tp lay his bend op bis pillow, gr the 
pikeoutofhishftprtr The b«Wg««W> 
wboyopiferate all this sapguiuavy false- 
bpodi Iwow ip ibeir apula tbat the ef- 
fect is, apd wiU be, the ip^nite riot* 
mischief, apd misery which oyersprpad 
tbe Popish provinces of Ir^and* But 
what is it all to them? Tbe word 
still is <f agitate, agitate, agitatOt*' 
ff Thisi'* said the Duke pf WpUinfftcm, 
In his pablio rebuke to ope of tbe 
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the ears of the rabble but rebellion ; ** 
and common sense will say the same^ 
whatever noble Lords in their folly, or 
an^^ other miserable hunters for popu- 
larity and contemptible echoes of Mr 
O'Connell may think it. Even allow- 
ing that such men can have no wish to 
see a rebellion, yet the mischief is the 
same ; the peasantry catch the word, 
it is first their rallying-point, then 
their war-whoop, and then come as- 
sassination, burning, and massacre. 

We say solemnly, with full con- 
^nction, and not widiout the deepest 
regret, that it is most dangerous and 
most foolish to believe any Papist, 
let him pledge himself by any oath, 
however voluntary, formal, and dis- 
tinct, upon any public subject which 
he may find it desirable to violate. On 
this we have the most fatal evidence. 
Of course the Papist, in the ordinary cir- 
cumstances of life, may be trustworthy. 
Nor do we doubt, that even on public 
matters, 'there are many Popish in- 
dividuals of honour and manliness 
who will preserve their honour ; but 
it is not with gentlemen that we 
shall always have to deal in these 
matters, it is not with gentlemen that 
wo have to deal at this moment. We 
have hourly proof that they will fly 
out into the most open contempt of 
every obligation on the first opportu- 
nity. All may go on smoothly in 
smooth times ; but let the emergency 
come, let^the struggle be imminent, let 
the rabble of Popery be called into the 
contest, and from that hour all obliga- 
tions disappear like chaff before the 
wind. The most solemn oaths are 
laughed at, and we are laughed at too 
for the shallowness of being duped by 
such notorious, habitual, and disgusting 
perfidy. What must in fact be the utter 
scorn of the validity of an oath amonr 
a set of low adventurers like the Popish 
tail, headed by a low adventurer like 
their present leader, and with this rule 
of their Church held up before their 
eyes — ** No oath, contrary to ecdentU'- 
tical utility, is binding?'* 

In the original, Juramentum contra 
utilitatem ecclesieuticumprtestitum non 
tenet. {Decretal, Lib. xi., tit. 24, 
cap. 27.) "Ecclesiastical utility" 
confessedly meaning the interests of the 
Church. Let, then, the Protestant 
see what a boundless latitude is here 
given for perjury of every shape and 
shade. The " interests of the Church** 
may extend to every thing belonging 



to public and private life. The Pop* 
ish labourer, who takes land on the 
condition of paying hb rent and 
tithe, has only to find himself safe 
from the actual grasp of the law in 
refusing either, or both. The 
priest comes to him, when his rent and 
tithe are ready, and tells him that to 
pay the Protestant clergyman is against 
the good of his church. " But it is the 
condition of my lease,** says the i>ea- 
sant, " I made the promise voluntarily, 
and I am bound by the condition.** 
** Are you a true son of the Church," 
says the reverend father, " a worship- 
per of the Holy Virgin, and a worthy 
subject of hb holiness the Pope ? If 
you are, see thb decree. No oath 
against the interests of the Church is 
binding. In the name then of the 
holy motherChurch, I absolve youfrom 
any sin on the subject. Keep your 
money in your pocket.*' Requests of 
this order are too palatable not to 
bo easily complied with. The pea- 
sant keeps the tithe ; he is summoned 
before the magbtrate to pay; he 
shoots the bailiff who summons him. 
A night or two after he bums the 
clergyman*s house. He then becomes 
a member of those hordes of night- 
marauding villains, whom the Agi- 
tator calb " herecUtary bondsmen,'* 
and who are ordered to recollect, that, 
" who would be free himself must 
strike the blow'* The work of night 
soon puts an end to the labour of day. 
Hb farm goes to ruin. He b unable 
to pay his rent. The landlord, after 
many a day of sufferance, is forced to 
eject him, he serves a return to the 
writ, in the shape of a letter, " order- 
ing the landlord to prepare his coffin.** 
The letter is followed by shooting the 
landlord in the face of day, shooting 
the tenant who had been put into the 
farm, shooting the magbtrate who 
had signed the writ, and shooting the 
vritnesses who have seen him shoot 
the magbtrate. Thb would seem 
monstrous in New South Wales, in 
Caffraria, in the American forests; 
but it b the every day work of Ire- 
land. It exhibits itself on the face of 
the Government Gazette week by 
week. The grave has scarcely closed 
on the mutilated remains of Mr Keefe, 
a highly respectable man, a land 
agent and maltster in Thurles, em- 
ploying sixty men daily, who was 
thus murdered, and more than mur- 
dered^ savagely mutilated, onuhe4^ 
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battered and torn, as if by wild beasts, 
and not by men. It is but a short 
time since Mc^ Stony, a roan of for- 
tune and a magistrate, who gare much 
employment to the peasantry, and 
bore an estimable character, was coolly 
attacked, while going at six o'clock in 
the evening to dine with a neighbour- 
ing gentleman. A fellow walked up 
to him with a lantern, which he held 
to his face ; in the instant after thus 
making sure of' their nutJif another 
ruffian fired a carbine at him, which 
left him for dead, miih Jifieen slugs in 
his body. And for deeds like these 
the priests give absolution, even 
if the murderer should not seek it. 
Every peasant is ordered to attend 
confession once a quarter; and in 
what instance do we ever hear that 
absolution has been refused? No, 
the blackest villain is as sure of get- 
ting it, on paying the proper fee, as 
the purest girl of fifteen. And this 
is Popery^ practical, working^ real 
Popery ; and this is the horrid super- 
stition, which, with all its horrors, we 
see forcing itself into England, abso- 
lutely controlling the legislature, and 
leading the wretched Cabinet exactly 
wherever Mr 0*Ck>nnell, in his inso- 
lence, commands. 

It is now Radical and Revolutionist, 
and clamours as loudly as the loudest 
Republican in England, France, or 
America, for the Ballot, Universal 
SuflPirage, Short Parliaments, and all 
the other notorious instruments of the 
fiercest and most latitudinarian demo- 
cracy. Yet, what is this but a new 
pertidy, a more scandalous attempt to 
delude, a more wilful and sanguinary 
allegiance to the father of all false- 
hood. The nature of Popery is 1^- 
ranny, it hates freedom in every form, 
it commands spiritual and bodily 
prostration before the most unreason- 
ing and unmingled despotism that the 
world has ever seen ; yet now it 
clamours for more than freedom, 
for the madness of freedom ! In 
what other spirit does it stimulate the 
populace into this frenzy than to 
work the downfall of the Constitution 
by the populace, and then clasp the 
exhausted lunatic in its chain ^ In 
the name of our endangered religion, 
in the name of our scandalized liberty, 
in the name of our insulted God, 
we must resist thb tyranny. Life 
would be but one long disgrace, one 
consummate misery, one hopeless 
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captivity, if we suffered Popery once 
to be the law of England. And why 
shall we say that it will not be thus 
law ? Look to what it has done in 
Ireland already. By the snpineness 
of the successive Cabinets of England 
since the middle of the last century ; 
by the poverty to which they doomed 
the Irish Church, and which para- 
lyzed all its efforts ; by the egregious 
impolicy of relaxing the penal laws 
with one hand, while with the other 
they actually thwarted the means and 
desires of the clergy to spread Pro- 
testantism through the people, and 
thus render their new liberty safe ;— 
The Papist thus obtained power with- 
out morals to use it ; was released from 
the civil restraints, rendered of old 
essential by his spirit of rebellion, be- 
fore any attempt was made to extin- 
guish that spirit of all evil ; and thus 
•what was meant as liberality was turn- 
ed into license; what was meant at 
reconciliation was turned into reTcnge | 
and what was boasted of as securing 
perpetual fidelity, has secured nothing 
but a sullen, Tenomous, and unap- 
peasable thirst of rebellion. 

Or, let us take the contrast between 
the Papist soliciting privileges and the 
Papbt possessing them. Who ever 
heard before 1829 of a Popish demand 
for Ballot, Universal Snff'rage, or the 
other mixtures of nonsense and atro- 
city which compound the Republican 
creed ? No ; all he asked was to haTe 
his humble share of the Constitution 
as it was. His plea was " faith long 
proved** to that Constitution; his 
pledge was " sincere, indisputable^ 
and voluntary allegiance*' to the ex- 
isting order of the country ; his oath 
was to the most solemn avoidance of 
all trespass on the rights, titles, and 
property of the Established Church I 
The Legislature was forewarned that 
this was all a desperate system of arti- 
fice ; that the supplication was for a 
surrender ; that the humility was hy- 
pocrisy ; that the Toice of the beggar 
outside the door would be turned into 
the roar of the robber within. ^ The 
forewarning was supported by history* 
by reason, and by scripture. It was 
disregarded. And noio : we are fight- 
ing in the last ditch of the Constitu- 
tion! 

The documents proTmg the pledges 

of the PapisU are as numerous as then: 

▼iolatbns. Let ns confine ourselves 

to one, the petition presented to both 

8k 
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Houset in 1805. We give a few ab- 
Btraets of this loDg> laboured^ and in- 
controvertible bond. It begins by a 
declaration of their perfect allegiance 
to tlie Protestant throne ! 

*' That your petitioners are stead- 
fastly attached to the person, famify, 
and government of their most graci- 
ous Sovereign (George IIL)^ and 
that they contemplate with rational 
and decided predilection the admir- 
able prinoiples of the British Consti^ 
tution.'' So much for those who now 
canifot exist without Universal Suf- 
firage» &o. They then state their re- 
verence for an oath. 

<< Your petitioners most humbly 
8tate» that they have solemnly and 
publicly taken the oaths by law pre- 
seribed to his Majesty's Roman Ca- 
tholic subjects* as tests of political and 
moral principles, and confidently ap- 
peal to the sufl^rings which they have 
•o long endured, and the sacrifices 
which they still make, rather than vio- 
late their consciences by taking oaths 
of a religious or spiritual import con- 
trary to their belief ; as decisive proo£i 
of their profound and scrupulous re- 
Terence for the sacred obligation of an 
oathr 

Now, let UB advert to the argument 
which, more than all the rest, imposed 
on the Legislature. The Papbt con* 
tlnually appealed to his refusal of the 
oaths required by the Test and Cor- 
poration Acts, and from this argued 
bis fidelity to oaths of all kinds. Now, 
the Test and Corporation Acts de- 
Boanded not the Papist*s oath tiiat he 
would abtain from doing any injury 
to Protestantism, but that he algured 
the fundamental doctrines of Popery ; 
in other words, demanded that, before 
he could be admitted to public office, 
he should prove that he was not a Pa- 
pist, and this was done by abjuring 
the Pope's supremacy and the doctrine 
of transubstantiation, and receiving 
the holy sacrament in. the manner of 
the Protestant Church, to confirm 
the fact of hb being a Protestant. 
This was notoriously an oath which 
would bring down the censures of the 
Romish Church on him, and which, 
therefore, no Roman Catholic, how- 
-ever careless of oaths to the safety of 
Protestantism, could dare to take. So 
^t the Papist actually has the ef. 
frontery to expect that, on the mere 
strength of his oath to the Romish 
Xhuroh (which he dares not violate 



without terror of her censure and 
eternal ruin), we are to rely on his 
oath to Protestantism, which he must 
violate, if he is true to his own Church, 
and which that Church fully allows 
him to violate. The rule bemg, that 
t« no oath contrary to the interests of 
the Church of Rome is binding.** 

To proceed. The petitioners de« 
dare, uiat they pledge themselves to 
disclose, denounce^ and put down all 
conspiracies and treasons, which may 
be found against the king and his sue* 
cessors, und further remind the Legis- 
lature, ^* that ther have solemnly 
sworn that they will not exercise any 
privilege to which they are or may 
become entitled, to disturb or weaken 
the Protestant religion or Protestant 
Gov&'nment in Ireland.'* And this 
part of their bond they keep, as we 
see, in the daily record of murderings 
and burnings, and the utter refusal, 
by the open authority of their bishops 
and leaders, of paying any part of the 
revenue due to the Clergy ; the out^ 
ery for the total extinction of the 
Church property I And this is the way 
in which rapists boast of keeping 
oaths I The petitioners, ^' to make as- 
surance double sure,** in fact, to dupe 
the Legislature still more thoroughly, 
added this declaration .*— - 

" Your petitioners most explicitly 
declare that they do not seek or wish, 
in the remotest degree, to injure or en- 
croach upon the rights, privileges, 
immunities* possessions, or revenues 
appertaining to the bishops and clergy 
of the Protestant religion as by law es- 
tablished, or to the churches commit- 
ted to their charge, or to any of them, 
ihesole object of your petitioners being 
an equal participation, upon equal 
terms with their fellow-subjects, of the 
full benefits of the British constitu- 
tion.** Need we go further than this, 
or ask a deeper and more contemptuous 
condemnation of this atrocious system 
of falsehood, than to compare what 
the Papists are every where doing at 
this moment in the British empire, 
with what they have been swearing 
these fifty years ? 

But they never want a subterfuge. 
They tell us that their foreign univer- 
sities have allured the doctrines of 
murdering kings whom the Pope has 
excommunicated, and of not keeping 
faith with any whom they call here- 
tics. But what are the deckurations 
of their universitiei worth ? Not the 
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weight of a feather. Haye the true 
authorities, the Pope, or the Pope and 
a council, abrogated tiiose horrid laws ? 
Notasyllable. They boast that the kwi 
of Rome areinunutable — andsuchthej 
muat be, so loDg as Rome pretends to 
be infallible. But what sajs the histo. 
nan ? We quote Hallam, (Hisiory of 
the Middk Agef) :— <" Two principles 
are laid down in the Decretals— that 
an oath disadvantageous to the church 
is not binding, and that one extorted 
by force b of slight obligation, and 
m^ be annulled by eooledastical au- 
thority.*'— «« As the first," savs Hal- 
kuB, <' of those maxims gave the most 
unlimited privilege to the Popes of 
breaking all faith of treaties which 
thwarted their interest or passion, a 
prmlege which ihq/ continuaify exer* 
cueck so the second was equally con- 
yenient to princes weary of obserying 
engagements towards their subjects or 
neighbours. Thus Edward the First 
sought at the hands of Clraaent the 
FifLh a tUspeniatioH from his oath to 
ebserye the great statute against ar- 
bitrary taxation." He adds, as to the 
deposition of kings who mifht happen 
to have provoked the wraSi of Rome 
-i-** In the Canon Law it is expressly 
declared that subjects owe tw aUU 
giamce to an excommunicated mo- 
narch.*' Of course, if it should please 
the Pope to be bribed by Russia or 
Franee to excommunicate the British 
Sovereign to-morrow, from that mo- 
ment no PafMst woidd be bound to 
pay him any allegiance whatever. 
The Popish law, always superior to 
the law of the land, would bind him 
to revolt; and it would wholly depend 
upon his mere sense of convenience or 
personal safety whether he should or 
should not be a rebel. 

It is to be remarked that to this pe- 
tition are appended the names of all 
the more stirring Roman Catholics of 
the time— Lords Shrewsbury, Fingsi, 
Kenmore, &e., with Daniel 0*Connel1, 
Maurice O^Connell, Ellas Corbally, 
and many others. 

In the very teeth of all these decla- 
rations we find the whole Papist body, 
now that they have gained all that 
they could gsin by fkkebood, trying 
what they can gain by force ; and we 
find them enlisting degenerate Pro- 
testant officials in their cause. It was 
only in the last month that we find an 
individual, combining in his person an 
Irish Marquisate> an English FeeragOy 



the Lord- Lieutenancy of an Irish Pro- 
testant county, and the office of a 
Lord of the Bedchamber to her Ma- 
jesty, adding his name to a Papist re- 
quisition to Mr Ellas Corbally (a Pa- 
pist, and, we presume, the signer of 
the petition just quoted), as High-She- 
rifi^of the county of Meath, to convene 
a meeting for the ^* total abolition of 
tithes in IreUndl** 

In the personal instance of this very 
trifling Marquis we should not take 
the trouble of adverting to any opi- 
nion. The Marquis of Headfort*s 
opinion upon any conceivable topie 
beyond his ovm ringlets or the polish 
of his boots, must be utterly unimpor- 
tant, and perfectly worthy of his at- 
tainments. But the Marquis of Head- 
fort, as a Privy. Councillor, a Lord- 
Lieutenant of a eounty, and one of 
the Household, does, by virtue of his 
offices, though by them alone, exer- 
eise an influence which renders him 
aeconntal^e to his sovereign aud his 
country. But if we are to be told, 
** he has only signed a petition and 
exercised a judgment, and what man 
has not a right to sign a petition and 
exercise a judgment?** What non* 
sense b all this ! If any man signs a 
petition, for instance, in favour of any 
act of immorality, who can doubt the 
immorality of the petitioner's mind, 
or doubt that, with all his right to pe- 
tition, he stamps himself as an ofiend- 
er ? Suppose a prelate of the Estab- 
lishment signing his name to a petition 
for the acknowledgment of Socinianism 
(and we may see that, too, before we 
are much older), who can doubt whe- 
ther the petitioner, with all his right 
to petition, ought not to be divested 
of nis mitre ? Or, if we find that 
a man loaded with high responsi- 
bilities to the constitution, respon- 
sibilities which we may well won- 
der to have found settling on so weak 
a head, should put his name to a peti- 
tion demanding the overthrow of a 
chief organ of the Constitution, what 
are we to say ? Is the cloak of peti- 
Uon to cover the instrument of of- 
imce ? Is the petitioner to be declared 
a true and loyal subject, because he 
perverts a great right into a great 
wrong? 

But we shall volunteer for him the 
only apology that can be made — he 
perhaps knew nothing of what he was 
doing. He perhaps looked upon his 
duty as Priyy<«Couneillor; Lonl-Lieu» 
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tenant^ and Lord of the Bedcham- 
ber, as simply comprehended in em- 
ploying the best /mef/r, and exhibit- 
ing the most permanent smile in the 
neighbourhood of St James's ; in cul- 
tivating potatoes and rabble populari- 
ty on his Irish estates during the re- 
cess, and in keeping his places by 
hanging on at Mr O'Connell's skirts 
at all seasons, and being dragged 
through the mire by that master of 
marquises, petition in hand. 

All this may be the fact, and in that 
case we shall do the Marquis a favour, 
by enlightening him as to other facts. 
The Queen of England holds her 
throne on the simple tenure of that 
principle which the plunder of the 
Cimrch in either Ireland or England 
would inevitably abolish. The sove- 
reign of England must be a ProUstant, 
Tiie sovereign's even marrying a 
Roman Catholic would be fatal to the 
diadem. This is the language of the 
Constitution, of the laws, and of the 
express oath taken by the sovereign 
at the coronation. By the Church 
that Constitution was made in 1668 ; 
by the Church it has been sustained, 
and with that Church it will fall. The 
sovereign is personally, as well as po* 
litically, sworn to uphold in all its 
rights, properties, and privileges the 
Established Church of the United 
Kingdom. We have no fears that the 
present sovereign will forget the prin- 
ciple, or forfeit the pledge. And we 
must believe that such uninformed 
Lords as have still to learn this will 
thank us for communicating the know- 
ledge, for apologizing for their absur- 
dity, and for awaking them to the dis- 
covery, that to sign petitions for the 
extinction of the only property of the 
Church is to sign petitions for its 
ruin, and that the ruin of the Church 
would, by law, reason, and necessity, 
be the ruin of the Constitution. We 
recommend the Act of Settlement, 
and the Coronation Oath, its im- 
mediate offspring, to the perusal of 
this noble lord and his coadjutors 
equally in need of the lesson. 

The meeting, which the requisition 
called, took place on the 24th of Oc- 
tober, Mr Elias Corbally, the Papist 
High Sheriff, in the chair. This peace- 
maker, depository of public authority, 
and loyal subject of a Protestant 
Queen, whose oath binds her strictly 
to preserve the Established Church, 
began by these perfectly plain-spokcil 
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words — ** I atii glad that the county 
Meath has thus come forward to ex- 
press its sentiments manfully on the 
subject, and to show the world that 
the people of Ireland will never be con* 
teni until that hitherto bloody and de» 
tested impost (Tithes) be extinguish- 
ed both in name and nature. ... I 
wish to try the Voluntary system for 
the support of the clergy, and I wish 
to exclude the Bishops from the House 
of Lords, It is then, and then only, 
that we can expect to enjoy peace. 
Until the Bishops are put out, we can- 
not expect to have any question use- 
ful to this country carried through tho 
House of Lords." 

So much for the benefit of making 
Papists High Sheriffs, or any thing 
which can give them the official power 
of doing mischief. This is one of 
Lord Mulgrave's men, and one of 
Lord Plunkett's manufacture. He is 
evidently entitled to the highest fa- 
vours of both those distinguished 
peace-makers. He was succeeded by 
a Dr Mullen who, in the discharge of 
his double functions as patriot and Pa- 
pist, recommended that minbters 
shoidd be impeached for not having 
carried the •* Appropriation (or 
(Church robbery) Act long ago." 

The Lord of her Majesty's Bed- 
chamber, sworn to the maintenance 
of the Church as much as of the State, 
then spoke, among othei* desultory 
matter, as follows. After acquainting 
the meeting that " his principles in his 
boyhood were just the same as they 
are at thb moment," which we fully 
believe, his principles being exactly 
those which we might expect from tho 
nursery, the natural products of 
brains which neither time nor expe- 
rience could ever mature, he pro- 
ceeds with his rambling and rapid ha- 
rangue. 

" I have always considered the Titbo 
question as intimately connected with 
the civil and religious liberties of this 
country. And the settlement of it 
should have been made a portion of 
the Catholic Relief Bill in 1829.*' 

Thb trifiing lord, of course, does 
not know, or is not capable of com- 
prehending, that the positive declara- 
tion of the whole Popbh body was 
not merely that they never would, on 
any possible occasion, resbt the pay- 
ment of Tithes, but that, moreover, 
they fully acknowledged the right of 
the Church to their Tithes; and, abovo 
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ally they ZTgued, tbat emancipation 
would act as a direct security to the 
Church in the possession of those 
tithes ; that the act of 1829 would in- 
stantly extinguish all the jealousy 
which ezbted against their collection^ 
that " jealousy having arisen wholly 
in consequence of the denial of eman- 
cipation." And the Govemment at 
the time, accepting thb declaration 
as the great and indeed the only se- 
curity — the purchase money of eman- 
cipation the Papists now in a body 
refuse to pay ; just as any single vil- 
lain may refuse to pay the price which 
he had himself set upon a commodity, 
and finish the argument by putting the 
money back again into hb pocket. The 
Marqub talks of himself as still a Pro- 
testant, and therefore he has not, yet at 
least, any of those happy privilege 
which give such ease of heart to the 
O'Connell generation. After having 
thus, witha ridiculous simplicity worthy 
of no one on earth but himself, lament- 
ed that the Bill of 1829 did ngt extin- 
gubh tithes ; in other words, that the 
very and only consideration on which 
the BUI was built was not abolbhed 
by the Bill itself—so much for the 
commonsense of thb Lord of the 
Bedchamber — hb Lordship proceeds, 
with consbtent absurdity — ** This was 
always my feeling, and indeed, I 
think, the earnest desire of the Roman 
Catholic portion of the community, 
as well as of the liberal Protestants and 
Dissenters.*' The Lord of the Bed- 
chamber evidently does not Regard 
the Dissenters as Protestants ; proba- 
bly with him they are Pagans or Ma- 
hometans ; but such difficult questions 
are not to be allowed to ruffle the 
smooth front of a courtier. He 
totters on — " I think it monstrously 
absurd, as well as being penal in the 
extreme, that Catholics should be 
forced to pay for the religious support 
of Protestants." We have already 
given this very childbh personage 
credit for blundering by the necessity 
of hb nature ; but we cannot go to 
the extravagant length of supposing 
him ignorant that the Papbt does not 
pay for the Protestant clergy; that 
the fiftieth part of a farthing in the 
pound would be fifty times more 
than the Papist has ever paid to the 
Establbhed Church ; that the land b 
Protestant ; that every Papbt, like 
every other man, has a deduction al- 
lowed in hb rent, equivalent to the 
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tithe which remains payable on the 
land ; and that the Pupbt, with all Ins 
clamour, would look upon it as the 
worst day he ever saw, when, instead 
of paying that tithe direct to the cler- 
gyman, whom he cheats in every pos- 
sible way, and whom he calculates on 
cheating, he were to pay its equiva- 
lent to the landlord, whom ho cannot 
cheat at all. The Lord of the Bed- 
chamber knows this, for it is impossi- 
ble that he should not. We advise 
him, for the comfort of his conscience, 
to turn Papist wholly, and without 
loss of time. 

One sentence more. He proceeds — 
^' It cannot be, that citnl or religious 
liberty exists in a country where a 
system of tithes exbts, be they modi- 
fied or constructed as they may." Of 
course he has never heard of a coun- 
try called England, or has never 
discovered that ** a system of tithes 
exbts there ;*' or that it is not alto- 
gether a country of drains and bas- 
tiles. For, in the opinion of thb Bed- 
chamber Marquis, *' neither civil nor 
religious liberty can possibly exist 
where tithes exbt." This is the man for 
Mr O'Connell ; a shepherd silly as his 
sheep ; a babe still redolent of the cradle ; 
a helpless maid of all work ; a ribband- 
valet ready to walk up to his chin in 
mire in the track of hb master. The 
Arabs have, in the procession of the 
caravan to Mecca, a camel which 
carries the Koran, which camel is 
constantly followed by a slave with a 
brush, and a pitcher, whose business 
b solely to attend on the rear of the 
holy brute. We recommend Lord 
Headfort to Mr O'Connell as his at- 
tendant for similar purposes, on hb 
next sacred itinerancy through Ire- 
land. He has shown exactly the 
range of qualities suitable to the em- 
ployment; and as he is evidently a 
volunteer in the Papbt interest, the 
Agitator may rely for once on his fi- 
delity. But there is one hit, for which 
we must do him justice. The Irish 
are a people of jest ; they burn and 
assassinate a good deal, but, as Hamlet 
says, " It is all in jest" — and the no- 
torious way to their brains or bosoms 
b by making them laugh. This pro- 
pensity is so prominent, that not even 
hb Lordship*s faculties have been 
simple enough to overlook it. So he 
concludes — ** I moreover assert that, 
if some measure more congenial to 
the feelings of the majority be not de- 
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Tised, it will prejudice the interests of 
the Establishment to a deg^ which 
many who are adverse to it are not 
aware of." We believe not ; indeed 
it would be remarkably difficult for 
any body to find out what greater 
prejudice could be done to the Esta-* 
blishraent than knocking it to pieces* 

What is the very meaning of Esta^ 
blishment ? It is not a religion^ it is 
not even a creed ; it is a fixed system 
for religious purposes in a state, sup^ 
ported by a definite and publicly ac- 
knowledged and secured property^ 
This innocent personage prot>ably 
thinks also that the Establishment 
of England is the only Establishment 
on earth ; has he ever heard of the 
Scottish Church, which is, with 
scarcely any difierence of principle, an 
Establishment, a system with a fixed 
and publicly secured income? But 
this would argue an ignorance too pro** 
found even for the Marquis. The whole 
must have been evident as abuiiesque, 
and ire allow it to have been a better 
one than we could have expected 
from the performer. We can con- 
ceive with what a roar of jollity 
it must have been received by the 
laughter-loving, though rather cut- 
throat rabble, who came together to 
settle the state, in fh>nt of the Meath 
jail ; that ominous place where patri- 
otism has so often figured before ! With 
what a sardonic smile old Lord Plun- 
ket must have heard it on his Chan- 
cery Bench? With what additional and 
undisguised contempt Mr O' Council 
must have meditated on the material 
which sometimes acts as the substitute 
for brains in the crania of popularity- 
hunting peers ? The Lord of the 
Bedchamber's argument, if it be taken 
with any degree of gravity, is this*-^ 
to the sailor it says scuttle the ship, 
to prevent her going down — to the 
soldier, blow up your anmiunition, to 
prevent your arms from being use- 
less — to the trader, bum your stock, 
to prevent your being bankrupt. But 
whether grave or jesting, the matter 
does not and must not rest here. We 
must ask Lord Melbourne, did be 
know what he was doing when he re- 
commended this Marquis as a fit and 
proper person to stand in the presence 
of the Queen, to have a right to any 
kind of influence in the Court, and to 
receive the salary paid by a Protestant 
people ? Did he, or did he not know 
what his principles were ? (I) If he 
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did noty what ctdpability in Ut ii». 
gligenoe ? If he did, what more than 
culpability in his appointing mea 
with such opinions? Are we not 
then entitled to ask whether sudi 
opinions are those of the Minister him- 
self ? This he must answer and soon, 
and perhaps heavily, to the empire. 
But the evil does not end with the 
follies of a coronetted simpleton, 
whose whole soul is in a song^book. 
Lord Howick has already declared 
that the Church in Ireland is a nui- 
sance. How many others are at 
this moment ready to play the same 
game, and asking nothing but an 
assurance of the same impunity ! mia- 
erable creatures, to whom place is 
principle, and salary soul. How many 
are looking up to the Downing* Street 
weathercock, and trimming tl^ir rar- 
ged sails to the next turn of the wind ! 
How many are as ready as the strol- 
lers of a country bam to beg, under 
pretence of bearing a " character,** 
and to plunder in the name of " Her 
Majesty's Servants ;" to make them- 
selves a laughingstock for the sake 
of the shillings at the door, and to 
think that when they have caricatu- 
red greatness before the curtain, they 
are entitled to burlesque oommon ho- 
nesty behind it ? 

In the mean-tim^ in the interval oi 
the session, Mr O* Council is, we may 
be assured, busy and insolent as ever. 
He publishes, m>m time to time, his 
proclamations, and in them he tells 
the rabble that they are to rely on no- 
thing but "physical force.'* At the 
same time, in his old villanous strain, 
he recommends that all be done with 
the utmost meekness I He asks but 
two millions of recruits, who are all to 
be saints and Quakers, raised out of 
the pacific peasantry of Ireland, and 
who are to carry every thing by sup- 
pUcadon, on their bended knees we 
presume, and this, too, to a people and 
Legislature whom he describes as bit- 
teriy hostile, and to be moved by no» 
thing in the shape of reason. 

And these are his propositions in 
his manifesto to the assembled patriots 
of Kanturk — ^the mani^to bemg ap- 
propriately addressed to the priest, or, 
as the letter formally designates him, 
the Catholic Rector of Kanturk : — 

** We m^st have corporate reform. 
We mvst have the right of voting as 
extensive in Ireland as in England. 
We must have the tithes, whether call- 
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ed rent-charge or compoBition, or br 
whateyer name they may be called, 
extinguished. We must haye our just 
share of members in the House of 
Commons. If I can get two millions 
of precursors, I will carry all those 
measures ; and thus, above all tMngs^ 
will the Irish people be relieyed from 
the compulsory payment to a Church 
to which they do not belong." 

So the grand object is again aTowed 
to be the destruction of that Estab* 
Hshment which Mr 0*Ck>nnel], and 
the class of hypocrites who act with 
him, swore not to molest or weaken 
in any way whateyer ; for let the 
Protestant obsenre that the Papist 
oath of 1829 is not^only to refrain 
from injuring the ProtesUmt religion, 
a matter in which their efforts neyer 
haye succeeded, and neyer can suc- 
ceed, until they haye the power to ex- 
tinguish reason and the Bible in this 
country, but to refrain from ii\jnring 
the Protesiani Established Church, 
which the extinction of tithes, almost 
its only reyenue, would obyiously and 
ineyitably destroy. So much for the 
faith of Home, and the Popish respect 
for an oath. 

But then comes the true 0*Oonnell 
touch, the stamp by which we could 
recognise him in the most secret piece 
of knayery that he oyer fabricated fbr 
his fellow-pikemen. Mammon is at 
the bottom of all. The " rint*' is the 
true meaning of the manifesto. " So 
soon," saith this most prodigious of 
beggarmen, " as twenty persons enrol 
themseWes as precursors, let one of 
them take the shillings of the other 
twenty, and a pound-note to Mr T. 
M. Ray, Com-Exchange, Dublin. 
The sooner this is done the better. 
The true patriotism consists in zeal- 
ous," &c. &c. — meaning thereby the 
actiye contributions of the shillings of 
a people complaining perpetually of 
pauperism, to a patriot boasdng per- 
petually of disinterestedness, and mak- 
ing a yast revenue out of their rags, 
for purposes which haye neyer been 
disclosed, but which eyery man of 
sense sees as clear as the sun at noon- 
day. We presume, too, that the notes 



would not be the more imacceptable 
if they were from the bank of 0'Ck)n- 
nell and Company. In the mean- 
time, be it remembered that the great 
Agitator and great Everything has 
no less than five machines, of exactly 
the same order, at work at this mo- 
ment, screwing money out of the 
b^OTTwy of the people. With what 
jealousy must not Spring Rice look 
upon such achieyements, and how 
many times in the day must he not 
thank his stars that it has not occur- 
red to the great Irish financier to cast 
his eye upon the English Chan-cellor- 
ship of the Exchequer I 

Can any man bciieye that foreigners 
would haye dared to insult this great 
country as they haye lately done if 
we had a manly MinittiT ? But when 
they see a Ministry the yeiy em- 
blem of eyery weakness, living on 
chance — to-day truckling to this party, 
to-morrow licung tiie dust off the feet 
of another — to-day told by 0*Con- 
nell that he keeps them in, and told 
truly ; and to-morrow by Sir Robert 
Peel, that he suffers their existence, 
and this truly too ; and the day 
after shown chnging to the knees of 
Wellington — all their measures mere- 
ly struggles to keep place 5 pegs to 
hang on ; apologies for doing nothing 
•--wfaat haughty foreigner but thinks 
that now is his time, and relieves him- 
self of his old sense of inferiority by 
immediate insult. Thus we have 
France keeping Africa* in spite of us 
and honesty I Russia building ships 
by the score ; and every other power 
of Europe joining in lealous restric- 
tions on our commercial rights. Even 
Spain and Portugal joining to realize 
the fable of the sick lion, and lifting 
up their ass*s hoof against us. What 
a contrast In the dull indolence and 
low pursuits of those feeders on royal- 
ty is presented by the Russian Em- 
peror, rushing from oomer to cor- 
ner of his immense territory, inspect- 
ing every thing, and sthnulating 
every thing. Who can be surprised at 
his bafiing those nincompoops, and 
holding in contempt the country that 
endures them ? 
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EXTBACT8> WITHOUT COMMENT, FROM OUB TWO VA8EB. 

flORKETtf. 

IT THE REV, FREDERIC W. FABEB, 

COLLEGE CHAPEL. 

A 8HADT seat by some cool mossy spring. 

Where solemn trees close round, and make a gloom. 

And faint and earthy smells, as from a tomb. 

Unworldly thoughts and quiet wishes bring :— 

SucIl hast thou been to me each mom and eye ; 

Best loyed when most thy call did interfere 

With schemes of toil or pleasure, that deceive 

And cheat younff hearts ; for then thou mad'st me feel 

The holy Church more nigh, a thing to fear. 

Sometimes all day with books, thoughts psoud and wild 

Have risen, till I saw the sunbeams steal 

Through painted glass at even-song, and weave 

Their threefold tints upon the marble near. 

Faith, prayer, and love, the spirit of a child I 

COLLEGE HALL. 

Still may the spirit of the ancient days 

Rest on our feasts, nor self indulgence strive. 

Nor languid softness to invade the rule 

Manly, sevjere and chaste— the hardy school 

Wherein our mighty fathers learnt to raise 

Their souls to Heaven, and virtue best could thrive 

They, who have felt how oft the hour is pass'd 

In idle, worldly talk, would fain recall 

The brazen eagle that in times of yore 

Was wont to stand in each monastic hall, 

From whence the Word, or some old father's lore. 

Or Latin hymns that spoke of sin and death. 

Were gravely read ; and lowly-listening faith 

In silence grew, at feast as well as fast. 

COLLEGE GARDEN. 

Sacred to early mom and evening hours. 

Another Chapel reared for other prayers. 

And full of gifts,— smells after noon-day showers. 

When bnght-eyed birds look out from leafy bowers. 

And natural perfumes shed on midnight airs. 

And bells and old Church clocks and holy towers, 

AU heavenly images, that cluster round. 

The rose and pink acacia and green vine. 

Over the fretted wall together twine 

With creepers fair and many, woven up 

Into religious allegories, made 

All out of strange Church meanings, and inlaid 

With golden thoughts drunk from the dewy cup 

Of moms and evenings spent in that dear ground I 

COLLEGE LIBRARY. 

A churchyard, with a cloister ronning round. 
And quaint old effigies in act of prayer. 
And painted banners mouldering strangely there. 
Where mitred prelates and grave doctors sleep,— 
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Memorials of a consecrated ground ! 
Such is this antique room, a haunted place 
* Where dead men's spirits come> and angels keep 

Long hours of watch with wings in silence furled. 
Early and late have 1 kept vigil here : 
And 1 have seen the moonlight shadows trace 
Dim glories on the missals blue and gold. 
The work of my monastic sires, that told 
Of quiet ages men call dark and drear. 
For faith's soft light is darkness to the world. 

THB WHEELS. 

There are strange, solemn times, when serious men 
Sink out of depth in their own spirit, — caught 
All unawares, and held by some strong thought 
That comes to them they know not how or when. 
And bears them down through many a winding cell. 
Where the souPs busy agents darkly dwells 
Each watching by his wheel that, bright and bare, 
RevoWeth day and night to do its part 
In building up for Heaven one single heart. 
And moulds of curious form are scattered there. 
As yet unused, the shapes of after-deeds ; 
And veiled growths, and thickly-sprouting seeds 
Are strewn, in which our future lifo doth lie 
Sketched out in dim and wondrous prophecy I 

TBE COMPLAINT. 

I heard thee say that thou wert slow of speech ; 

Thou didst complain thy words could never reach 

The height of thy conceptions. Ah ! dear friend. 

Envy me not, if thou art wise, this gift. 

Fierce reckless acts and thoughts unbridled range. 

And cherished passion, that at times hath rocked 

My soul to its foundations, — these did lift 

Me into eloquence : *twas sad to spend 

So great a price to win so poor a dower. 

Thine is a deep clear mind : nor inward change. 

Nor outward visitation yet hath shocked 

Thy heart into a consciousness of power. 

So calm and beautiful thou art within, 

That thou wilt scarce believe that power is sin. 

ON THE HEIGHTS NEAR DEVOKB WATER.— AUGUST 7$ 1838. 

Dreary and gray the twilight hour came on, 

Duddon was sounding in his wooded ?ale ; 

And through the ferns, and round each hollow 8tone» 

The spirit of the chill night breeze did wail. 

With low and piteous moaning did it swell. 

Like a poor ghost, upon the shaggy fell. 

When, as we rode, the son came round and stood 

On the hill top, — an altar all of gold : 

Twisting in gorgeous coils, like a huge flood. 

The crimson stream along the valleys rolled. 

Rain- drops, like gems, upon the heath were seen. 

And the whole earth was hid in golden green. 

O, it was well our hearts within us quailed,^ 

The throne of the Eternal was unveiled I 
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BEAVEN AMD EAETH. 

There are no Shadows where there is no Son ; 

There is no Beauty where there is no Shade : 

And all things in two lines of glory runj. 

Darkness and light, ebon and gold, inhdd. 

God comes amonflr us through the shrouds of air ; 

And His dim tra<^ is like the silvery wake 

Left by yon pinnace on the mountain lake. 

Fading and re-appearing here and there. 

The l^ps and yeils through heayen and earth that moye 

Go in and ont« as jealous of their light. 

Like sailing stars upon a misty night. 

Death in the shade of eoming life; andlote 

Yearns for her dear oneis in the holy tomb, 

Because bright things are better seen in gloom I 

Cniv. CoU. Oxford. 

TWO SONNETS Bt MB CHAPILAIT. 
I. 

A LITTLE lieap of dust I yet might that clay 
Haye been informed with a glorious mind» 
Like Galileo*s» ouick to leaye behind 
The grosser world, and pierce the stany way | 
Or else like Milton*s, with divinest ray 
Instructed, to soar upward, and unbind 
The mystic roll, and giye unto his kind 
The Delphic lines of some immortal lay. 
Ah, for one seed that takes root in our earth 
How many perish 1 under die broad sun 
Abounding life ret flows — ^nor is there dearth 
Of what maintains it : all is wisely done, 
Bud, blossom, fmit-^bllgfat and untimely birth : 
Nature's fivsh urns with new life ever run. 

Alas ! to think that well-shaped piece of elay 

No Christian baptism had» nor sepnltore ! 

No after life^^ death without a cure I 

That unborn hope was the Destroyer's pr6yi 

Before its eyes were opened on the day ; 

No living soul informed it* to endure 

For ever ; no immortal spirit pure 

Did from that fleshly mansion pass away. 

'Twas an unfurnished house where none had dwelt— 

A stringless lyre — a soulless skeleton — 

A shape for being that no being felt 

A thing built up with care and then undone 

Hush ! hush ! for with you Wisdom thus has dealt 
To prove you; bow unto the Wisest One. 

SONNETS BT THl SSLETCHEB. 
THE MTSTEET OF NIGHT, 

Alas ! the weakness of onr human praise;, 
Disparaging the Power that we adore I 
We fondly dream Be walks the silent shore, 
Th* illimitable Godhead— feign he strays 
The Grenius of deep woods, and solemn ways*^ 
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And think^ when darkness clouds the moantain hoar> 

The shadow of his hand is passing o*er— 

And hide our faces from his dreaded gaze. 

Last night — as centinelling stan *gan shed 

Dim light o*er coming gloom, that did encloio 

And curtain in and pUlow as a bed 

The Earth with clouds, awe-struck, I straight luros»^ 

'^ Sure, here,'* thought I, <' some God would kj his head. 

And lie unseen in this prepared repose.** 

TEA&S DP io¥* 

From the dark chamber where the sick one lar, 

The Sister came — 1 a8k*d — «« Is she no more r* 

No words she spake — but a sweet sunshine o*er 

Her parted lips in thankfblness did play^*^ 

And tears that chased the darkness all away 

Pour*d from their lucid fbunts, so dim before — 

That blessed rain did all our hearts restore — 

And, oh ! the brightness of that healing day I 

So, one from prison escaped, hath stayed his flight 

•Neath the green tree, and dreams of unjust poirer. 

Awakes to tne green earth, and morning light. 

And deems whereon he rests some heavenlv bower^-^ 

The ground where Slants had walked the live^long ntght-^ 

And left sweet pearls on blade, and leaf, and flower. 

A riCTUBS. 

And there a rolling Ocean did abound. 

Deep scoop*d in many a black and watery Tale, 

And there his nightly pastime a huge whale 

Took, like the Lord LeTiathan--the sound 

Of distant roar spread Solitude around,— 

And bade the monster in his empire hail-*— 

He roU*d along, and swung his surging tail— . 

Then rose the Moon over the dim profound. 

It was no time brute Nature now to deem 

Predominant. For Heaven's large Eye, awake^ 

Shone in the M^esty of Night supreme 

0*er the proud Sea, that underneath did shake. 

The monster rose, as he were ta*en aback^ 

And felt the mighty rein that kept him in hit track. 

paOtECTIOH. 

Dreary the moor, low blasts set up their dirge. 
And moaned, to stay my steps : still on t sped — 
Th* uprisen winds swept by me— then o*ernead. 
Like Spirits of Good that Evil ones did urge, 
Pushed in wild conflict and repelling surge. 
On still I fared : " Your warfare, winds,'* I said, 
<^ Is God's protection to my humble shed. 
That lights with gleam of loye yon mountain verge/* 
As the stem Angel of Death passed Egypt o*er 
And smote not, where God's token did ^pear; 
So, Spirits of 111 unseen bow down before 
The lowly light of home, thAt shlneth cleaf 
Through blackest night— and Angels at the doof 
Stand guard, and uy^*' Pais on, tAt ent«r here^** 
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DIRECTION. 

As bj an ancient rain long I lay. 

Contemplating the end of human piide> 

Night came with cnrtain'd blackness far and Wide ; 

Then, peradventure, ill had been mj way. 

But that a humble casement shot a ray» 

That did mj steps to a lone cottage guide ; 

TherOf with his book, an old man I espied* 

That reverently, by turns, did read and pray. 

O happy guidance, did we understand 

The loye that leadeth oft to walk aright, 

'Mid dark and thorny ways — whose unseen hand 

Holds the pure lamp. When darkness more than Night, 

E*en to be felt, o'erspread th* Egyptian land, ^ 

In Israel's homes there beamed a Heayenly Light. 

THE SaniBREL. 
BT THE BKETCHEE. 
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*TwAS not a bright and sunny day, 
Laura and I were walking— 

Or if there was a single ray, 
*Twas only in our talking. 

We cro8s*d the park, in mirthful mood. 
By mirth I mean not laughter. 

But gentle joy — ^we reach*d the door*- 
Pass'dthrough-— andslainm*ditafler. 

A Squirrel, on the leafy ground 
Hard by, his nuts was munching.. 

He thought a gun went off — a 
sound 
That spoils a Squirrel's luncheon. 



Down dropt his nuts — and off he set- 
Across the road he ventured 

There found a wall— but not the hole, 
Alas ! where he had enter'd. 

Across the road again he flew, 
^ And maz'd, like most encroachers— 
At seeing us, poor beast, in view^ 
No doubt he thought us Poachers. 

Fm sure my face look'd very bland. 
And Laura's every feature 

Told, that a babe might understand. 
She could not hurt a creature. 

But Squirrels trust not human looks. 

To me they're paradoxes. 
Perhaps they've read in Fable books 

What things we do to Foxes. 

Th' affrighted thing an instant stood, 
And paus'd — then off he started. 

And straight befure us in the road 
Precipitately darted. 



But, ah I imprudent was the flight. 
Too late experience taught him— 

For soon as we were out of sight. 
Two boys surprised, and caught him. 

We saw him in an apron tied — 
(If how we saw, you wonder. 

At least we saw his tail outside. 
That show'd his head was under.) 

Poor beast, thou*rt caged — art prisoner 
now. 
Must quit thy former habits. 
Thy slack-rope feats firom bough to 
bough, 
Th' appkuse of hares and rabbits. 

Thy wife must take another mate. 
Or linger broken-hearted ; 

For sure the " District Registrar" 
Has booked thee down " Departed.*' 

Dear Laura ! scrutinize my rhymes. 
For the poor brains that spin them 

Mark things that pass a thousand times 
That bear a moral in them. 

The Squirrel, captived in his flight. 
This lesson seems to carry. 

That very often when we fly, 
'Twere better far to tarry. 

It bids the timid maid look twice. 
When Lovers first approach her ; 

Nor trust first looks, that rarely show 
The true one from the Poacher ; 

And flying oft a gentle heart. 
Lest gentle arms should catch her. 

That ''farther on she may fare worse,'* 
And ruder hands may snatch her. 
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80NMET8 WBITTEM IN THE VICINITY OF FLAMBOROUQH HEAD, 

By R. W. H. 

I. 

Whatb*er man images of profound and great I 

Eternal might ! with energy unbound 

In tide, and sea, and ocean^ Thou roli'st round 1 

Eternal motion 1 Thou dost undulate 

In gentlest ripple — heave by capoy through strait I 

Eternal freshness 1 Breathed in every mom» 

Wafting each gale which health and life hath borne I 

Eternal music ! How thy notes dilate 

Like lute ^olian, or in trumpet peals I 

Eternal grand and fair I Thy power can strew 

As spray, and break as foam, the proudest keels I 

Beneath the Orient, or at eve, what hue 

Thy crisped surface, like a prism, reveals,— 

Earth*8 fairest green, and Heaven's deepest blue I 

II. 
What is this field so smooth ? No furrow, — trace ? 
What mirror without waving line or flaw ? 
What desert sand- plain, where no lizard-daw 
Hath left its print near the tent*s dwelling-place ? 
Sylph has not touched it, nor the Horal race 1 
Ne'er saw I type like thee of perfect calm,— 
Not such as poets feign in bower of balm,>-. 
Emotion ! deep in awe and sweet in grace ; 
As muther*s ecstasv, clasping her babe! 
Beauty*s repose b here, — gentle, benign,^. 
Still, dread as is the sphere of Astrolabe, 
Where undistracted stellar concaves shine. 
When sages lift and spell the Heavenly web t 
Zephyr*8 soft fanning 1 Day*s devout decline ! 

III. 
The storm-clouds burst along as Demon-vans, 
Whirling the abysses from their lake-like sleepy- 
Forms monstrous, as themselves, start from the de6p><-* 
And yestreen swells, that glided fair as swans. 
Now writhe in wrath like gored leviathans ! 
How yonder headlands those rude billows lash I 
Yet on its crest there stands a friendly mark, 
A sign that is a hope to many a bark 
Which midst this yeast and yawn of surges dash I 
Its shoot of light, like lightning's arrow, flies 
Thro* haze, or as the sunset's crimson glance 
On all the multitudinous vapour lies ! 
The sea-boy wakes from panic's freezing trance,— 
The grey-haired mariner far higher lifts his eyes 1 

IV. 

Thou rayest out a Star ! Solemn Watch- Fire ? 
Then bumest thou the beacon of each night. 
Quenchless in thy recess as Delphic pvre. 
As Parsee's Naptha altar ever bright I 
Calmly thou see*st the elemental fight I 
Revolving, — many-hued, — thou dost remind 
Us of experience gleaming on our track 
With Pleiad beam oft broke by wave and wind, 
prtr acted on the tempest scathe and rack ! 
r emblem ! Faint this ocean- strife 
1 sea of human breast, 

J treasures rife, 
, and port of rest,— 
" i the Word of Life I 
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THE CATHEDRAL. 



'TwAS a glorious eight, 
On a beaudful nighty 
With a large yellow moon Bidling up 
in the sky. 
And a glimmer of day 
In the west far away. 
Just burning, and glowing> and flaah^ 
ing to dioi 

That old Gothic Pile, 
WiUi its naye and its dsle. 
Its transepts, its chapels, and many- 
nicned choir — 
Its traceried lights. 
Its pinnacled heights. 
Its huge western towers, and its tall 
central spire, 

The Porches, the door^ 
The buttresses, scores-* 
The chapter-house, oloisters> and La4y 
Chapelle ; 
The canopies rich,. 
The finely groined nichei, 
And octagon turret that holda the 
great bell. 

In that wall on the west. 
Scarce the sight dares to rest 
On yon fair gorgeous wheel, like c^ 
bright, thoughtful Qye ; 
For where'er the ray hits. 
As from diamond it flitsi 
Reflecting the last dolphin hue of tho 
sky. 

And hark ! to the sound. 
Rich, solemn, profound. 
Which sweeps on the night-bretie 
around and around ; 
'Tis the organ's deep voice 
To bid us rejoice 
That we stand on the threshold of 
sanctified ground. 

O near let us draw» 
With loYc and with awe«- 
Let us enter with meek eye and peni- 
tent soul*- 
The House of Our Lord, 
Whose name be adored* 
Whereyer earth stretches or ocean's 
waves roll. 

But listen again, 
'Tis the voices of men 
Coming thick from the city which lies 
in the vale ; 
Now stronger and nearer. 
Now sharper and clearer. 
Now louder and fiercer they ris^ on 
the gale. 



And see where a crowd 
Comes wrathful and loud. 
With orow-ban^ and htfnmers, and 
axes of steel; 
With red torohes flaring. 
And eyes wildly glaring. 
And blasphemous screams that the 
Ufe-blood congeal* 

Like tempest-stirred waves. 
They bound over graves. 
See the pile at their knock all her por- 
tab unfold ; 
And now the fierce rout. 
Within and without, 
In their work of destrucdon are busy 
and bold. 

The strong walls are battered. 
The images shatt^ped. 
The rich\y-stained windows and tra- 
cery crushed. 
Shafts buttress, and crocket, 
Are torn from the socket. 
And from their stnwg pedestals pin- 
naoles pushed. 

The font is dashed down. 
The screen-work o'erthrown. 
And shrines of old sanctity rudely 
disgracedl 
Not e'en the great altar • 
May cause them to falter — 
The holy of holies is stained and de- 
faced I 

With vigour abated. 
But fury unsated, 
^ Fire, fire, to the roof, and the wood- 
loft" they cry ; 
The fitfhl flash gleammg. 
The molten lead streaming 
To these terrible words is the rapid 
reply. 

See, see, how the fire 
Entwines the tall spires 
In passionate circles embracing its 
prey; 
With a qmck crackling joy 
It delights to destroy. 
And in mockery mimics the beauty of 
day. 

By yon pure orb of light 
Now 80 moumfolly bright. 
Who are these on whose fury her 
loveliness shines ? 
Are they spirits of woe ? 
Are they maniacs ? No* 
They are pious Reformec8» and zeal* 
""ous Diyines. 
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AJ>JEV TO £0|CANCB.* 



Pa&swell to wild Romanoe^ 

With all its magic train. 
For broken — broken is tlie trance 

I may not have again I 

0, *twas a dazzling dream 
i— So bright it could not last I 

Yet merg'd into that rapid stream 
Which bears away the past. 

1 wish not to recall, 
Eyen were it in my power. 

That cabalistic festival 
Wliich maddened every honr ! 

Answer, spectral Romance ! 

What hast thou done for me ? 
Thy recollections but enhance 

Thy bitter mockery ! 

'Twas a malignant star. 

Which glittering high o*er head, 
A pallid, an uneaithly glare 

On life's dim picture shed I 

So, guided by the light 

Delusively that shone. 
Through realms of dreariest— blackest 
night 

I wandered darkling on— 



Of Happiness in searchi 

With nought to show the way : 
Till Truth uprear*d her flaming torch 

And tum*d the night to day. 

In accents soft and mild. 
She thus addressed mine ear : 

•« cease thine efforts wild 
To seek enjoyment here I 

« 'Tls searchhig after gold. 
And erasping useless ore — 

An apnle, ruddy to behold, 
Witn ashes at the core I 

'« O, *tis a brUUant bubble 

Men covet to possess ; 
Which, when attain'd with toil and 
trouble. 

Is found — but emptiness I 

Then why thus struggle on. 
To waste thy fleeting breath ? 

Ah, credit me, deluded one I 
There's no Romance in death ! 

There's no Romance beyond 
The shadowy bounds of tlme^- 

For in Eternity is found 
Reautt sublime I 

S. W. 



MOUITTAIN ME1I0BIE8, 



BY B. SIimONS. 



•• Thlt mora If meny June I tiow, 
TIm raft is budding fiiiii— 

But it ihall bkx>in in winter now 
■rt w« two mett again.*' 



tim Waltmm Scotr. 



'TwAS but a day— but then that day 
Was lit by June's long jocund ray ; 
When bright and happy She and I, 
On soaring Comrahi sununit high. 
Strayed from' the throng 'mid heather 

flowers. 
Where Fete-champetre sped the hours. 
And sought that mountam's mightiest 
height 
From whence, we sdd, our ardent 
eyes 
Might best drink in th« men delight 
Thatin that matohlwslandsoape ues, 



'Twas fond pretence I to us in yain, 
Far Ormond spread its broad domain. 
And lured our gaze with q^kling 

flood. 
And castled cliff and giant wood. 
Vainly the distant Banrow rolled 
His course, a coil of slender gold, 
Or Nore*s blue waters danced and 

played 
Round Woodstock's banks and beech- 
en glade. 
Ah, there no more'the wild haip swells 
That shook those violet-breathing dells. 



* These venei, written about his sixteenth year, have been sent us by our old friend, 
f ht§ P^f«»ctast who informs us that they have not hitherto appeared in print* How 
could he doubt whether we would '* oblige him by InsertiDg them ? "«*C« Nt 
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And shed a deathless spell along" 
Each grove's sweet gloom in Psyche*8 

song 1 * 
In vain Barnane, the thunder-riven. 
Far northward cleft the summer 

heaven, 
Or on the horizon stretched away, 
A streak of ligbt, slept Youghal bay. 
We gazed but once, and gazhig turned^ 
Filled with the love that round us 

burned, 
And spoke as speechless glances sp^ ak 
The thoughts that kindle lip and cheek; 
And that bright lady fair, with face 
All pale, and darkly. glancing grace, 
Cast to the gladdened earth her eyes. 
And, faltering, took the purple seat 
Boon Nature to her child supplies. 
Whilst I sat duteous at her feet. 



We never met before, and knew 

We never more should meet again; 
For seaward at that moment blew 

The breeze should bear her o*er the 
mdn, 
0*er half hoarse Ocean's sounding 

foam, * 
To light with love another*s home. 
And be to me, through years afar. 
Lone memory's deeply mirrored star. 
And yet we talked not sadly there, 

But wished our barks of life had 
been 
Together wafted earlier, ere 

Dark Fate had heaved its gulf be- 
tween. 
And still I asked, in trembling tone. 
Of him who claimed her as his own. 
And of those gorgeous Western skies. 
Whose glory lingered in her eyes. 
And when she murmured 'twas her 
wont 

In that far land, at fall of day. 
Lulled by cool breeze and tinkling font. 

To sleep the sultry eve away, 
I vowed, if minstrel spirit might 

Spring from its earthly fetters free. 
That ever at that hour my sprite 

Should in her bower attendant be. 
And whisper mid the odours shed 
By gathered roses round her head, 
Or mix my memory with the wail 
Of song from neighbouring nightin- 
gale. 
Or babbling in the waters* faD, 
• To her hushed ear my name recall. 
And that sweet listener's sole reply 



Was blushing cheek, and bended eye^ 
And heath-flower plucked all hastily. 
Which well, she said, might emblem be 
Of fickle Bard*s inconstancy, 
A truant tribe and b'ght of faith. 

Whose very life's essential bloom 
Was fed by woman's fragrant breath. 

It mattered not of whom ; 
And much she feared the freshening 

gale 
Would hardly rustle in the sail 
Which bears her hence when I, who 

now 
Low at her feet devoted bow. 
Would, in tlie self-same spot so dear. 
Pour the same tale to other ear. 



Fast died the day — on Galty Peak 
Fair Evening leant her rosy cheek. 
And up that bky of bluest Jime 
Wheeled from the Deep the solemn 

moon. 
When gay companions thronging 

round 
Proclaimed the fugitives were found. 
And festive mirth rushed in between. 
And all was as it ne'er had been. 
— We met no more ~ that revel past. 
Our firi»t sweet meeting was the last. 

V. 

And years have gone — and Time hat 

stolen 
Hope from the heart, light from the 

eye — 
And feelings then, all passion- swollen. 
Now shrunk to arid darkness lie. 
And that long-lost regretted one 
Is — Angel of the Rainbow— gone. 
And treads her path of woman's pain 
In isles beyond the Western main. 
How little deems the stranger who. 
Amid the Carib's sparkling sea. 
That pale and graceful One may view. 
Shrined in her home tranquillity. 
That she who there so sheltered dwells 
In warm Bermuda's musky delb. 
Once braved the breezes of the North, 
And, from their wild hills looking forth. 
Had loitered through the summer day 1 
With mountain-bard as wild as they > 
In utmost ThulS far away. ) 



And still that dreaming Bard will thfa^ 
That, haply, on the silver brink 
Of that dear sea, at vesper hour- 



* This beautifo] spot was occadoDally the residence of Mrs H. Tlgbe, t 
of PtydM* 
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When memory most exerts its power. How minutes stamp the strife of 

The lone fair muser there will raise years— 

At times her melancholy gaze How passion's gusts^ the soul which 

To the dim West, and while its star stir, 

Trembles, like lover's heart, afar. Leave to that ruffled worshipper ' 

Will ask if he, who at her side Of all its stormy joy but tears. 

Sat, eager-browed and restless-eyed. 

One blessed day, now feels with her Hampstsad. 



SHADOWS. 
BT B. M. HILNE8. 



1 MOUENFUL sequence of ielf-drunken days. 
When jovial youth had range of Nature's store ! 
With fever-thirst for pleasure and for praise, 
I nauseate every draught, and ask for more. 

Look on me well, and ea,rly steep tby soul 
In one pure Love, and it will last thee long ; 
Fresh airs shall breathe while sweltering thunders rollj 
And summer noons shall leave thee cool and strong. 

Across the desert, *mid thy thirsty kind. 
Thy healthy heart shall move apace and calm. 
Nor yearning trace the horizon far behind. 
Where rests the fountain and the lonely palm. 



n. 

I bad a home, wherein the weariest feet 

Found sure repose ; 

And Hope led on laborious day to meet 

Delightful close ! 

A cottage with broad eaves and a thick vine, 

A crystal stream 

Whose mountain-language was the same as miner 

It was a dream I 

I had a home to make the gloomiest heart 

Alight with joy, — 

A temple of chaste love, a place apart 

From Time's annoy : 

A moonlight scene of life, where all things mde 

And harsh did seem 

With pity rounded and by grace subdued, — 

It was a dream I 



III. 

They owned their passion without shame or fear. 
And every household duty counted less 
Than that one spiritual bond, and men severe 
Said, they should sorrow for their wilfulness. 

VOL. XUV. NO. CCLXXVIII. S F 
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And ttvLih the world went ill with them ;— he knew 
That he had broken up her maiden life. 
Where only pleasures and affections grew» 
And sowed it thick with labour pain and strife. 

What her unpractised weakness was to her 
The presence of her suffering was to him ; 
Thus at Loye*s feast did Misery minister. 
And fill their cups together to the brim. 

They asked their kind for hope, but there was none^ 
Till Death came by and gave them that and more $ 
Then men lamented, — ^but the eartii rolls on. 
And loTers loye and perish as before. 



[Dec. 



IV. 



They seemed to those who ww than 

meet 
The worldly friends of every day. 
Her smile was undisturbed and sweet, 
His courtesy was free and gay. 

But yet if one the other's name 
In some unguarded moment heard. 
The heart, you thought so calm and 

tame. 
Would struggle like a captured burd : 



Aad letters of nere Ibmal phrase 
Were blistered with repeated tears, — 
And this was not the work of days. 
But had gone on for years and 
years! 

Alas, that Love was not too strong 
For maiden shame and manly pride! 
Alas, that they delayed so long 
The goal of mntaal blisa beside ! 



Yet what bo ohanoe eould then nnretik 
And neither would be first to own. 
Let fate and courage now conceal. 
When truth could niog remorse alone. 



Beneath an Indian palm a girl 
Of other blood reposee^ 
Her cheek is clear and pale as pearl 
Amid that wild of i 



Beside a northern pine a boy 
Is leaning fancy-bound. 
Nor listens where with noisy joy 
Awaits the impatient hound. 



Cool grows the Ml and fti^erishcako — 
Relaxed the firoity twino— 
The pine-tree dreaoMth of the palm. 
The pah^trae of the f tee. 

As soon shall nature interlace 
Those dimly-visioned boughs. 
As these young lovers face to face 
Renew Hiwr ewiy vows 1 



vr. 



She had left all on earth for hhn. 
Her home of wealth, her name of 

pride. 
And now his lamp of love was dim, 
And, sad to tell, she had not died. 



Ahe watched theciteson sun's decUne, 
From some lone rode that fronts the 

sea,— 
*' I would, O burning heart of mine I 
There were an ocean-rest for thee. 



" The thoughtftd moon awaits her turn, 
The stars compose thdr choral crown. 
But those soft lights can never bum^ 
Till once the fiery son is down."* 
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BT Zs M. I^ILVJSS. 



1. 



The marriage blessing on their browfi 

Across the Channel leas 

And lands of gay Garonne> they reach 

The pleasant Pyrenees : — 

He into boyhoo4 bor^ agj^io^ 

A child of joy and life, — 

And she, a happy Englis^gjri^ 

A happier English wSe. 

2. 

They loiter not where Argel^s, 

The chestnut-erested plain, 

Unfolds its robe of green aiid gold 

in pasture grape and grain ; 

But on and up, where Nature^slieart 

Beats strong amid thje hills. 

They pause, contented with the 

wealth 
That either bosom fills. 



7, 



fUi, tranced w jpjr> th« oar laid down, 
And rose in c/^eles^ pride, 
4nd swayed if^ ca4enc« to the song 
The boat from side to side : 
Thep Ql4$piog )iap4 p loving hand. 
They danced a childish round, 
Ao4 &U ^ safe in that mid-la^e 
As on the firmest ground. 

8. 
One poise too much! — He headlong 

foil,— 
She, strMehkig eat to ww^ 
A feeble arm, was borne adowa 
Witbiii that glittering graye t— 
One moment, and the gush went forth 
Of murte-mingled laaghter^ — 
Thestmgglisgsplashanddealiilydiiiek 
Were there the instant after. 



There ba lake, a small romu) lake. 
High on the mountain's breast* 
The child of rains and melted aaowfl, 
The torrent*s summer rest,— 
A mirror where the veteran rocks 
May glass their peaks and scars, 
A nether sky where breezes break 
The sunlight into stars. 

4. 

Oh ! gaily shone that little lake. 

And Nature, sternly fair. 

Put on a sparkling countenance 

To greet that merry pair ; 

How light from stone to stone theyleapt. 

How trippingly they ran ; 

To scale the rock and gain the marge 

Was all a moment's span ! 

" See, dearest, this primaeval boat. 
So quaint, and rough, I deem 
Just such an one did Charon ply 
Across the Stjrgian stream : 
. Step in,— 1 will your Charon ha, 
And you a Spirit bold, ^* 
I was a £unou8 rower once 
In college days of (44* 

6. 
" The clumsy oar! the laggard boat I 
How slow we move aloi^,— 

- The work is harder than i thought*— 
A song, my love, a song !" 

* Then, standing up, she caraUed out 
So blythe and sweet a strain 
That the long-siient ctifls weneglad 
To pmI it back again* 



Her -weflk^r bead above th^ flood# 

Th«t ^ick engulfed the strong. 

Like some endianted water-fio^er. 

Waved pitifullv long :-^ 

Long seemed the low and lonely wail 

Athwart the tide to fade ; 

Alas ! that there were some to bear* 

But never one to aid* 

10. 

Yet npt alas ! if Heaven revered 
The freshly-spoken voW; 
And willed that what was then made one 
Should not be sundered now,^ — 
If She was spared, by that sharp Mroke* 
Love's most unnatural dpom. 
The ftiture lorn and unconacded, 
The unavoided tomb ! 

But weep, ye very Rocks, for those, 
Whe> «n their native shore. 
Await the letters of dear news, 
Th9^ aball 4Mrriv» no more ; 
One letter from a strange ha^^^^^ 
Few woffds ^une M the fffifii ; 
And then the fof\fifil of ^e hejiftf 
The Adurse of v^less ap^ I 

12. 
The presence of die cold dea4 wgod. 
The shigle mark and sign 
Of all so loved and beautiful* 
The handiwork divine 1 
The weanr search for his fine fbrm 
That in the depth would lingen 
And late 8ucces8,-«Ohl leave the ling 
Upon that jbithfol finger. 
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13. 
And if in Life there lie the seed 
Of real enduring heingj — 
If Love and Truth be not decreed 
To perish unforeseeing, — 
This Youth the seal of death has 8tamp*d, 
Now Time can wither never. 
This Hope, that sorrow might hare damp'd. 
Is flowering fresh for ever. 

Mr and Mrs Pattefon were drowned in the autumn of 1831. 

TO AN IN]^ANT DAUOHTBR. 



tDee. 



C. N. S. 



I GAZE upon thy cherub face. 
And in its placid beauty trace 
The sacred stamp of those pure skies. 
That lent thee to a Other's eyes* 

No earthly stain is in thee seen. 
But all is love, and joy serene ; 
Hope that alone our souls may cheer, 
Hope b not known nor needed here. 

So heavenly soft those features show. 
That tears of fearful gladness flow : 
A misty veil obscures my sight. 
And dreamy visions lift their light 

I see a young and ruddy maid 
Disporting in the grassy shade ; 
With flying feet and tresses free. 
And looks that laugh and speak to me. 

But oh ! sad change ! on prouder bed 
A pale and fainting form is spread ; 
And what is he whose lifted dart. 
Aiming at hers, would reach my heart? 

Yet see again a nymph appears 
Of riper frame and added years ; 
A radiant wreath her locks to bind 
By duty and by love is twined. 



Anon, a grey and'*aged sire 
Sits feebly bjr the Winter's fire. 
While near, with bright and busy hands» 
A ministering spirit stands. 

Sweet sunny children next I see. 
Clustering around that old man*s knee ; 
And one, most loved, whose baby brow 
Wears the same grace I saw but now. 

The mirror trembles, and no more 
I know the forms that pleased before; 
The lines a gaudy image bring 
Of some vain, ficlde, fluttering thing. 

With that fair face, as with its prey. 
Each idle impulse seems to play. 
And o*er it now the shadows more. 
Of clouded hopes and blighted love. 

I start— with grief and terror chill : 
My infant child, I hold thee still ; 
I hold thee innocent and pure. 
From sin and sorrow yet secure. 

That which hereafter thou shalt be 
Is partly hid in Heaven*s decree ; 
But oh f how much my words and will 
Must mould thy fate for good or iU I 



THE OLD JACKDAW. 



'Tisanold Jackdaw, and he sits all alone 

On a snow-clad stone ; 
He caws aloud, for the blast is howling. 

The black clouds scowling. 
The hail is falling around — around. 

With a hissing sound. 
And the lonely daw, sd poor and old. 

Is ail a-cold. 

A muden sitteth in yonder hall. 
Where the ivy dings to the solid wall. 
She sighs " heigho, as she gases forUi 
On the cohi bund face of the snowy 
north— 



" Heigho, it is dull and drear I 
Oh I when will the soft spring cheer 
The bowers with its beauty bland. 
Shedding life on the waking land t 
Heigho, *tis a weary, a weary hour. 
When the snow falls fast. 
And the moaning blast 
Sighs in the leafless bower ; 
Heigho! heigho P' and the old Jack- 
daw; 
Answers each sigh with a boding caw. 

At day's decline that ivied hall 
Is Ut for the gladsome fettiyid; 
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And many a lovely one is there. 
But none to match that lady fair. 
And Vanity whispers a gentle song 
To her willing heart as she glides 

along. 
Erewhile she longed for the gentle 

spring 
And the Zephyr's whispering ; 
But now, while treading the gorgeous 

hall. 
And knowing that she is the light of all, 
The spring with the Zephyr's gentle 

stir 
May sink into wintry gloom for her ; 
Yet oft she starts, with a fearful start. 
And the life- drops rush to her quailing 

Heart 
As she hears, on the wintry blast, a 

caw 
From the ominous throat of the old 

Jackdaw. 

'Tis midnight now, and the reyellers all 

Are silently sleeping ; 
No life is in the slumbering hall. 
Save the old Jackdaw, from a niche in 
the wall. 

Nodding and peeping • 
Nodding and peeping and shivering 

sore. 
As he hears the blast with a hollow 
roar 
Rush o*er the barren moor. 

Flitting through the chamber lone 

All the livelong night. 
While the dew of sleep is strown 

0*er each weary wight ; 
Through the aisled, so narrow and long. 
Where the wintry blast is sighing. 
With a dull and ghastly song 
The lone bird is flying ; 
Flying, fluttering, to and fro. 

Into every chamber peeping. 
Where in beauty's genial glow. 
Lovely maids are sleeping ; 
Sleeping in the pride of joy. 

Tripping Fancy's varied measure. 
Little dreaming aught can cloy 
Such an eager pleasure. 

Toll, toll, the solemn bell. 
Ding, dong, ding dong. 
Awake the death-chant — swell 

The burial song. 
The Sexton stands in the place of 
bones. 
By the gaping jaws of a new-made 
grave. 
He stumps about mid the gprey tomb- 
stones. 
And warbles a merry stave ; 



And propt aloft on a yew-tree high 
The old jackdaw is sitting alone. 
Flapping his grey wings merrily, 

merrily. 
Watching the sexton with eager eyo 

From his branching throne. 
Deeper and deeper the cutting spade 
Pierces the clay, and the merry old 
soul. 
As he sees the bones rise from the 
chilly shade. 
Welcomes them forth with a *^ tol 
de roL" 

Slow movino^ o'er the snow*^ad 
ground. 
The mourners bear the corse along. 
In deep unbroken silence bound, 

A melancholy throng. 
'Tis over — all are gone! 

Perchance to dream awhile 
Of the departed one. 

And her benignant smile ; 
But time upon its gliding way 
Shall dry the tear and smooth the 
brow. 
And bid the cloud of care decay 
In pleasure's placid flow. 

One youth remains I — ^he too hath 
gone 
In search of peace from shore to 

shore. 
But anguish still, in every clime. 
Shall pierce him to the core. 
And now from his throne on the 
branching yew 
The old Jackdaw comes fluttering in. 
And his croaking voice on the frosty 
breeze 
Is swelling in merry din. 
Thrice o'er the grave he flaps his wing. 
And thrice he croaks a hollow cry ; 
Then spreading forth on the cutting 
blast 

He skims the deep blue sky. 

The years flow on — and now the tune- 
ful throng 

Have filled the budding bowers with 
Yoice of song. 

And o'er that lone churchyard t]\e 
placid flow 

Of sununer sunset sheds a goldenglow. 

Day blends with night in eve*s seren- 
est gloom. 

Amid the dwellings of the dreary 
tomb. 

On a grave a man is kneeling. 

Death in silence o'er him stealing. 

He hath wandered to and fro. 

Sinking 'neath a load of wo ; 
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Till a heayy deep fdl o*er hhui When the darkness fled and the morn* 

And a Tisionpaeaed before him; ing beams 

What it was — no mortal kAew^ Gilded the waves of an huadredstreams. 

But it shed a holier hue ^ When the joyful lark, on his heaven- 

O'er his spii it's deep despairj ward way. 

Stilling every passion there, S^g his first song to the dawning day. 

Shedding bliss of heavenly power On the tomb of a maiden long since 

Over death*s descending hour. dead 

The lifeless form of a man was laid ; 

From the branching yew a croaking And the villagers trembled with meikle 

cry awe 

Tells that the bird of death is nigh ^ When, on raising him up from the 

Thrice o*er the tombed dnd the tomb- chilly ground, 

less dead From his bosom dropt with a hollow 

He caws aloud, sound 

Thrice stalks around with tottering Thacorseof the old Jackdaw. 

tread Edinbumh. 

The day-cold shroud. V, K. 



NfUhwTii, Hor§kam, 1838. 
Mt Dear Sib, 

I took the following ode, withottt reference dther to its length or merits 
^-which are both great — simply because it stood next to those which have 
been so admirably translated by good Bishop Heber. 

I will not now inflict upon you an essay ** on the peculiar character of Pindar 
as the great religious Poet of Greece," nor yet upon the comparative excel- 
lence of his various translators into English, — only, as I have mentioned Bbhop 
Heber. permit me to advert to one single point — after all, periiaps, of no very 
great importance. 

The Bishop, if I remembet rightly, when reviewing Girdlestone*s Pindar In 
an early numoer df the Quarterly, after making himself merry with the strict 
observers of Strophe, Antistrophe, and Epode, proceeded to exemplify his 
precepts in the versions of two odes, appended to that review, as well as in 
the others (making, in all, six), which are comprised in the new edition of his 
poems, published by Murray, 18*29. And in this license he has been followed 
by Messrs Wheelwright and Gary in their translations. When one considers 
the old, legendary, and ballad-like style of his poetry, as contrasted with the Dra- 
matic Chorusses, there does, I confess, seem some reason fbr modifying our 
obedience to the despotic rule of Strophe, Antistrophe, and Epode. But, 
then, the question arises, — Have we a right, contrary to the exprened will and 
intention of the founder, to knock down all the walls and ceilings of his house 
of Song, and lay the whole suite of apartments and complete faiterior of the 
building into one i (Which thib^ we do when we abolish all signs of Strophe 
&c., ana make his odus plain monostrophies.) 1 trow not, and, therefore, I 
have adopted. In the accompanying version/ the plan of making each Anti- 
strophe correspond exactly with its twin Strophlf — treating the Epode as a 
" tertium quid ; '* though I bdieve the firM t#o Epodes do chance to answer 
the one to the other all but precisely. 

By some such modificatitjti ^ this of the old Mede atld Persian law, a suffi- 
dent idea of the fbrm of ^t andent ode is preserved to the English reader, 
without the constricta et didtixctdt '^membra poets** bdng subjected to the 
pleasing varieties of Procustekn torture — which always must be the case, more 
or less, Ih evefy attetnpt to ittlitdte to the very letter the precise redprocating 
r^thin 6t the original. 



Beliete ind, titto, my dear Sir, 

Sfost fdthfully yours, 

William Sno Bttw. 
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AN HTMN OF PINDAB. 

THB tBTKNTH OLYMPIONIQVB. 

TO DIAGOBAS OF BH0DE8, CONQUEBOR IN THE BOXINO«MATCH. 



I. 1. 

As when a feast's free-hearted lord 
Lifts high the wassail cop. 

Around whose lip the Tine-dew poured 
Runs freshly sparkling up, — 

And pledging! on his homeward way 

From house to house the bridegroom 

gay* 

To him presents it — golden all. 
His treasures* chielest coronal, 
Grace of the board and banquet hall ; 
And honouring thus the league ti^en 

knit. 
In sight of them, that round him sit. 
Exalts that envied youth, whose head 

shall rest. 
In happiness and joy, upon his true- 
lovers maiden breast. 

II. 2. 

So, to the wreath-crowned Men i lift 

The nectar-flowing bowl. 
Chalice of song, the Muses' gift. 

Sweet fruitage of the soul ; 
Their hearts to cheer the prize that 

gain 
On Pythian and Olympian plain. 
And happy he, in life and death. 
Whose name the ever-living breath 
Of dulcet praise encompasseth. 
For to and fro doth glance the eye 
Of life-enlightening poesy. 
With frequent chime of mellow-mur- 
muring shell. 
Blent with the burnt of full* voiced 
flutes, 

That load their descant swell. 

III. 8. 

Yes— pipe and lute ring gaily« while 

The sunny waves I pass, — 
That gird fair Rhodes, his Ikthers* 
isle— * 



With many an Argive spear ; 
Where, capped with tower and citadeU 

Their heads three cities rear. 
Fast by the beak that juts, unrent» 
From Asia's boundless continent. 

IV. 1. 
Fain would I build the song for them, 
Sons of the strong Eraclean stem, 
A common lay to all that spring 
From old Tlepolemus the king. 
Nor empty is, methinks, their prid^— 
For downwards, on the father's side. 

From Jove their lineage runs ; 
While, by the mother traced, their 

name 
From fair Astydameia came, 

Amyntor's true bom sons. 
But round the o'erclouded mindi o. 
men. 

Unnumbered errors lower ; 
And profitless the task to ken 
What now may best betide, and then. 

At life's last clodng hour. 

V. a. 

For, in the by-gt>ne days of yore. 
The planter of tins pleasant shore, 
Tlepolemus, in ang^r hot, 
Alcmena's bastard brother smote, 
Licymnius : — him, with hand of blood. 
And mace of gnarled olive-wood. 

At Tiryns' rocky tower 
He smote — and slew him where he 

stood. 
As forth he tripp'd^ in heedless mood» 

From Medea's matron-bower. 
Thus Passion's fitful g^usts, when they 

Within the bosom swell. 
Drag even the wise man's itepi astray : 
Thence to the God he bent nis way. 

And sought the oracle. 

VI. 8. 

His prayer he ofiered : wImh to him 

The Godhead, golden-tress'd. 
Gave answer meet, and firom his dim 

Sweet-incensed shrine address'd : 
" Away ! away I from Lenm-bay 

Steer thy brave barks, an^ hold 
Thine onward course the waters o'er. 

Unto a sea-encircled shore. 
Where erst the gods* great emperor, 

Rain'd snows» thatglMun'd with gold. 
And, soft descending, lighted down 
In sUeooe o'er a stately town. 
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'< What timei by shrewd Hephaistus* 
crafti 

The curtal-az of brazen hafi*-* 

Sheer through — Joye*s topmost tem- 
ples dafty 
AdcI forth Atheua sprang. 

Full arm*d — and long the Goddess 
laugh*d. 
And loud her war-note rang : 

Whereat shook highest Heaven with 
dread, 

And Earth, the mother, shuddered." 

VII. 1. 

*Twa8 then Hyperion's blessed son, 

Fountain of light and life to man. 

Bade his loved children, every one. 

The coming marvel keenly scan ; 

That they should rear, till then im- 

known. 
Her first far-flaming altar-stone. 
Whose hallow* d hearth, with offerings 

strewn, 
Might win the charmed heart of Jove, 
And the spear-clashing maiden's love. 
For with success and joy is fraught 
Man*8 reverence of forecasting 

thought. 

VI II. 2. 

But oft, unmark'd and heeded not. 

Oblivion's cloudy rack 
Sweeps on, till from the mind it blot 

Stern duty's forward track. 
Nor they unto their sire gave heed. 
For carrying not the hearth-flame's 

seed. 
The hill they climb with reckless speed. 
And fasliion'd, but with fireless rite, 
A fane, upon that airy height. 
Yet, from the full cloud's amber fold, 
Jove showered o'er them a flood of 
gold. 

IX. 3. 
And she, the Maid of flashing eye. 
Vouchsafed them art's proud mastery. 
O'er all on earth, with peerless hand 
To compass what their thoughts had 

plann'd. 
Hence each broad way with shapes 

grew rife. 
That, starting, seemM instinct with 
life ; 
On them deep glory fell : 
But ne'er to its full strength is nnrst 
The wise man's skill by arts accurst. 

Or witchery's wizard spell. 
So list to a tale of the olden time ; 
Wben Jove, and they of heavenly 
birth. 
Were culling, clime by clime. 
The kingdoms of the earth, — 



Not yet, on the ocean*s breast. 
Shone Rhodes in the light of day» 

But enshrouded and at rest 
In the deep-sea-hollows lay. 

X. 1. 

Yet for the absent Helius, none 

Mark*d out the lot — but left. 
Of frightful meed and portion reft. 

The pure and holy Sun. 
Returning, he the wrong proclaimed. 
And Jove afresh the lots had framed* 
But that the Grod his wish forbade* 
« For in the hoary waves,** he said* 

<' I see an islet sleep : 
And now it swells from the Ocean floor. 
Mother of men, and ever more 

A kindly nurse of sheep 1 ** 

XL 2. 
Then, straightway, gave the God com- 
mand 

To Lachesis, that she. 
The golden-tiar'd Deity, 

Outstretch the accordant hand. 
And slighting not Heaven's awful oath. 
Plight with old Cronus' son her troth. 
That the fair isle, from darkness sent. 
Full in the glorious firmament 
Should stand, his fief for aye. 
Thus closed, with glad assurance blest. 
His crowning word, and on the breast 

Of Truth alighting lay. 

XII. 3. 
Then budded the isle from the salt sea 
spray. 
And spread for him her sparkling 
meads, 
Sipe of the sunlight's arrowy ray. 
Prince of the fierce flame- breaUiiog 
steeds. 
There, in bright Rhodes' embrace re- 
clined. 
Seven sons the god begot ; 
Chiefs, wise of heart, of wariest mind. 
Were few, I ween, of human kind. 

Whom they surpassed not. 
Of these bold brethren, one 

To heroes three was sire— 
Eulysus, his first-bom son, 
And Liudus and Camire* 
Apart they held, in triple share 
Carved out, their father's Isle j 
And hence three fenced cities bare 
Their lordly founder's style. 

XIII. 1. 
There, to their loved Tirynthian chief, 
Tlepolemus — sweet balm of grrief. 
As to a god — high towers tow'rd heaven. 

The pitchy pomp of flames — 
Lord of the lists, to him is given 
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All judgmeDt in the games : 
Where* twice, Dia^oras hath bound 

His brow with Rhodian flowers ; 
High chief, in twice twain contests 

crown'd. 
At wave- worn Isthmus' pass renown'd. 
And twice at Armea^s holy ground. 
And Athens* ciaggy towers. 

XIV. 2. 
Him the brass-shield in Argos town. 
And Thebes and Arcady have known; 
Him too, the old Boeotian lists, 

Egioa and Pellene, 
Victor o*er all antagonists. 

And six times crowned have seen. 
Nor other tale doth Megara's stone, 

' Blazon with herald tongue. 
Bless then, O Father, from thy throne 
On Atabyrion's summit lone. 
The measured hynm*s harp-ruling 
tone. 
In Olympian triumph sung t 



XV. 3. 

And bless the man, that bore that 

day. 
By might of hand, the prize away ; 
Yea him with reverent honour grace. 
From citizens and stranger race : 
For not the flaunting paths of pride 

His steps delight to tread. 
His fathers* virtues are his guide. 

He follows where they led. 
Nor thou, the race in darkness hide. 

From Dallianax that springs. 
Since, through the brave Eratidse, 
With feast, and song, and joyaunce 
free. 

The festal city rings. 
All-jubilant — but one short hour 

May shift the summer scene. 
And whirlwinds rave, with maddening 

power. 
Where peace so late hath been. 



Most ADMiaABLE Christopher, 

As you have delighted many, if not most of your readers with your Eng- 
lish versions of the flowers of the Greek Anthology, perhaps you may look 
with a favourable eye on the following attempt to present Campbell*s Hohen- 
linden in a Latin dress. 

It was not from any foolish hope of entering the lists with that most polished 
poet that the two versions were commenced, but to show practically to some 
very promising young scholars the difference between the harmony resulting 
from accent alone and the harmony resulting from the union of accent and 
•quantity. I need not inform you that English poetry, independent of the 
meretricious aid of rhyme, b founded on accent alone, while Latin poetry 
requires a strict adherence to the rules of quantity as well as of accent. In 
short lyric poems I do not know whether we ought not to require as strict an 
observance of metrical rules as the Greeks and Romans, and some other na- 
tions whom it pleases Englishmen to regard as barbarians. Of this I am 
certain, that poems composed on such principles would, if equal in genius, soon 
consign all their predecessors to the vaults of all the Capulets. . We have 
ceased to be '' b«(C«^m,'* we are daily becoming more worthy of Homer*8 ap- 
pellation of *' fi*cwts mvf^tttrai ; '* and the ease with which every man, woman, 
and child can versify proves that something more difficult has to be achieved 
before we can justly claim to be masters of our own language. But as these 
observations naturally lead to a wide fleld of enquiry, I shall drop them for the 
present. 

The version Number I. has been composed in the same metre as Camp. 
beU*s stanza, with the exception that the fourth line is confined to two iambi 
ani a csesural syllable. To end the lines with monosyllables was impossible, 
fironn the genius of the Latin language. 

The version Number II. is in strict Sapphic metre. 



Relinqueret quum Phoebus Linden, 
Nitebat nix intacta pede, 
Qoalisque nigrans ruit hyems, 
Ruebat Iser. 



Sed qu^ mutata rerum facies, 
Quum nocte cecinere signa ! 
Ut ignis emicaret umbras 

Fugare densa^. 
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Tflddarom luce mox instructosy En I orto sole* tela lucis 

3triiigebat omnU eques ensem^ Vix fumom penetrant undantem» 

Et equus hinnlebat> ardens Qnk tenebiis amicti Francns 

Inire pugnam. Honnnsqae fremunt. 



Tunc actse concttrrSre turme, 
Tellusque tremuit fragore. 
Hand aecus fulffure Tonantis 
Exardet iEther. 

Sed clarior ilia lux fUlgebit 
Per nWes ganguine rubentes *, 
Undasque magis cede tinctas 
DeyoWet Iser. 



Crudescit Pugna> prosilite, 
QuSis morte sprcta placet honos^ 
Tu robore virorum Munich 

Perrumpe tunnas. 

It frequens cohors, rara reditu 
Nix morte ^osltos recondet 
Et locus ubi quisque stabat 

Sepulchra dabit. 



II. 



Lind^nae campls ubi sol recessit 
Nix renidebat, pede trita nuUo^ 
Qualis et nigrantf hiemis procella, 
Profluit Iser. 

At novam campi faciem induerunt 
Nocte quum sera cecinere signa^ 
Ignis ut fulg^r rutHantis atras 
Pelleret umbras. 

Luoe tsedarum lituique cantu 
Ordines structi^ gladios recludunt, 
Et fromit spretis donipes lupatis 
Martis amore. 

Tunc ruit missus mecUos in Hostes ; 
Terraque ingenti tremuit fragore. 
Hand secus noctu Jove fulminante 
Cuncta relucent. 



At nova mox vl rutllabit ignis, 
Csede quum coUes nivei riu>e8cent9 
Et magis tinctus tepido cruore 
Denuet Iser. 

Soils en ortu I radii diei 
Vix Talent fumi penetrare nubem» 
Qua latent mersi tenebris fremuntqae 
Francus et Hunnus. 

Ing^uit Martis furor, ite fortes, 
Quos decus ducit media in pericla, 
Tu Munich lectls iuimica rumpas 
Agmina turmis. 

Heu datur paucis superesse — turbam 
Alta nix letho positam recondet 
Et locus fiet suns interempto 

Cuique sepulchnun. 



EnxMBUEOH Ac4n£MY| 15M Nov. 1838. 
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THE BItRDEBIKG BANKER. 



There are certain money-making 
associationsi called Joint- Stock Banks> 
whose branches overshadow the land. 
No city, however large, no village, 
however small, can escape the coloni- 
zing assididty of those wonderful estab- 
lishments. The '< Branch*' is trans- 
planted with inconceivable rapidity — 
strikes root in an instant, and bears 
fruit from the moment it touches the 
soil. Railways and Joint- Stock Banks 
will assuredly, between them, turn old 
Scotland upside down. A railway 
through Drumshorlan Muir, with a 
train of fifty carriages, loaded, roof 
and body, with men and bales of goods, 
besides women, crockery, and other 
brittle ware ; — a branch of the Great 
Western Bank, showing forth goodly 
leaves and blossoms at Inverarv ; — 
these, and a few other sights of our 
modern days, would have made Bailie 
Nicol Jarvie lose conceit of the Saut 
Market. What invocations he might 
have made to his " Conscience** it is 
not for us to say ; nor, indeed, can we 
affirm with certainty, that the honest 
citizen would have retained conscience 
enough even to swear by ; for who 
knows but he might have been like 
the rest of us, and have thrown ofi^ 
that and other heavy luggage, as being 
an encumbrance to the tapidity of what 
is called the Progress. The March of 
Mind is performed best without bag- 

fage. But with these great truths we 
ave at present no concern. What 
we mean to assert, and at the same 
time to deplore, b, that all these new- 
fangled establishments — Joint- Stock 
Banks, Railways, and Steam- Boat 
Companies — will finally succeed in 
exterminating three very excellent 
thinps, — Private Bankers, King's 
Highways, and Leith Smacks. Ves, 
the whole species of private banks 
will be destroyed ; if, perchance, a 
specimen is preserved in the British 
Museum, he will be gazed on as we 
now look upon the Dodo, — ^by many 
treated as a fabulous bird altogether, 
by the generality believed to be a freak 
of Nature — a soutary instance, and not 
the representative of a widely-difiiised 
species. Whoever, in travelling through 
a country town, sRw a well-fed indivi- 
dml* about fifty years of ag^ staiKHiig 



at the door of a large comfortable- 
looking house — his blue coat resplen- 
dent with brieht brass buttons — his 
drab-coloured kerseymere shorts con- 
cluded by long gaiters of the same, 
with about three inches of snow-white 
stocking visible at the junction — a low 
range of building at one side of the 
mansion, pierced by one dingy win- 
dow and one door of very massive ap- 
pearance, with the words '^ Bank open 
from 10 till 3,** in time-worn letters, 
above the lintel ; — whoever has seen 
all this may congratulate himself that 
he has seen a sight which his posterity 
will look for in vain. That was the 
Private Banker. — But whoso travel- 
ling, whether through town or village, 
beholds a very elegant young man 
kissing his hand to the landlady *s 
daughter, who is watching him from 
an upstairs window, as he steps into 
his gjg. Which the ostler has brought 
round to the door of the " BraUch of 
the Joint- Stock Bank," and ob- 
serves the jaunty air with which he 
handles the ribbons, the exquisite fit 
of his coat, and the gallant air with 
which his well-brushed hat is stuck on 
one side of his head ; — let the person 
who sees all this ponder Well on the 
mutability of human affairs, for this Is 
the District Manager, before whose 
,star our fat friend in the kerseymere 
smalls " begins to pale his inenectusl 
fire.*' What the ultimate end of all 
these things will be is not our business ; 
nor is it our intention to Indulge in a 
treatise on the principles of banking, 
leaving that to our Ingenious friend 
Mr Bell, whose Letter on the subject 
is admirably clear and convincing; 
nor do we intend to be didactic about 
monetary systems, or paper currencies, 
or average deposits, it being our uni- 
form practice to deposit the whole of 
our worldly goods in our breeches- 
pocket, convinced, from long and me- 
lancholy experience, that every man 
is his own best banker ; — ^but our ob- 
ject at this present writing is to give 
a faithful account of sundry adventures 
which befell the members of a banking 

familr 10 the of Scotland, Which 

(as Blathews used to hate it) created 
a great sensation at the time. 

At the hundred and twentieth p^ 
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of the second edition of Brookes*s Ga- 
zetteer there is the following account 
of the town of : 

" is a considerable town, si- 
tuated on the river , containing 

four thousand inhabitants, who are 
chiefly employed in the manufacture 
of cotton and woollen nightcaps. It 
has two churches, a prison, bridewell, 
and town-hall ; the streets are wide and 
spacious ; it is governed by a provost 
and four bailies ; and its police consists 
of three watchmen and a town-crier." 

Having thus unquestionable autho- 
rity for the spaciousness of the streets, 
we shall not dilate on the splendours 
of the houses composing them; we 
shall merely invite attention to the 
large white-washed mansion in the 
High Street, a little withdrawn within 
handsome iron railings — constitutiDg 
** number twelve," and being undoubt- 
edly the principal house in the town. 
The long low roof projecting over 
the prodigious expanse of white wall, 
pierced with innumerable small win- 
dows, is, we are informed, not in 
strict accordance with the rules of 
Grecian architecture ; nor is it in 
much danger of being mistaken for 
the Gothic, — ^but if we may be allow- 
ed to suggest the style to which it 
belongs, we should say it was "the 
comfortable." Lots of accommoda- 
tion, with an air of snug retirement, 
were the characteristics of the man- 
sion, and it was evident to a very su- 
perficial observer of such matters 
that it possessed a mighty advan- 
tage in its proximity, or, in fact, in its 
identity with the stout stone building 
at one side of it, which projected to 
the level of the street, and bore 
above its door the cabalistic words 
we have alluded to in the introduc- 
tion, " Bank. Open from 10 till 3." 
An enquiring observer, on looking be- 
yond the outside portal of this wing 
of the building, might have Seen writ- 
ten, in large white letters, on an inner 
door, •' Pearie, Peat, and Patieson." 
And if he had had as much wisdom as 
we give him credit for, he might have 
felt pretty sure that those were the 
names of the three partners. And his 
supposition would have been correct. 
That was the banking establishment 
of Messrs Pearie, Peat, & Patieson, 
the richest and best known bankers in 

the whole district of Scotland. 

The bank, in the coiu-se of the forty 
years of its existence, had gone through 
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many changes of name, — at firsts it 
had been Patieson, Peat, and Pearie ; 
then, on the death of the founder, the 
middle partner had taken precedence, 
while the nephew of the defunct bad 
gone to the bottom of the list. On 
the demise of Mr Peat, the next part- 
ner succeeded to the honours, and at 
the time of the commencement of this 
narrative, the respective stations of 
the firm of Pearie, Peat, & Patie- 
son were filled in the following man- 
ner. The main part of the larg^e 
house. No. 12, was occupied by Mr 
Pearie, now a gentleman of mature 
years, — with a plump expression of 
body and feature, which told as plainly 
as words could have done, that he had 
all his life long been a prosperous 
gentleman. The sound of his voice* 
also, the short gruff method of ex- 
pressing his opinion, somethiog be- 
tween a cough and a grunt, bore evi- 
dence to the same happy condition of 
his circumstances. Trade had indeed 
flourished — his consequence and dig- 
nit f expanded in exact proportioa 
with his bodily configuration — and an 
eye with any speculation in it, could see 
at a glance that one hundred thousand 
pounds at least were written in the swell 
of his waistcoat. Scrupulously brush- 
ed were his habilimepts, snow-white 
were his stockings, and brightly po- 
Ibhed his shoes, which latter articles 
of wearing apparel were ornamented 
with certain bright buckles, which 
rumour gave out as being heir-looms 
dedicated to the adornment of tho 
head partner, and, indeed, by many 
people believed to be the palladium 
or tutelary influences of the bank it- 
self. Scandalous people, who paid 
too little respect to dignities, have 
been known to wonder that Mr Pearie 
should indulge in such ostentatious 
vanities, especially as any smatterer 
in geometry, or, more properly speak- 
ing, in sarkometry, could not fail to 
perceive that the aforesaid swell of 
the waistcoat bad for many years de- 
prived him of the pleasure of seeing 
the ornaments on his instep, unless 
with the assistance of a mirror. It 
was equally evident that he still re- 
joiced in single blessedness, though 
in what particulars of shape or manner 
bachelorship becomes visible in a mo- 
ment we are not qualified to decide ; 
we merely state the fact in this par- 
ticular instance ; but no, — on second 
thoughts, we extend the remark to 
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maakind at large> viz. that the fact of 
matrimony or bachelorship is written 
so legibly in men's appearance, that 
no ingenuity can conceal it. On the 
tops of coaches, in the coffee-rooms of 
inns, nay, in pews at church, there is 
some inexplicable instinct that tells us 
whether an individual (name, fortune, 
circumstances totally unknown) be or 
be not a married man. Whether it is a 
certain subdued look, such as that which 
characterises the lions in a menagerie, 
and distinguishes them from the lords of 
the desert, we cannot tell; but that 
the truth is so we positively affirm ; 
so, leaving these matters for a more 
searching enquiry at some future time, 
we return to the conditions of Mr 
Pearie. With regard to his relations 
to the other partners of the establish- 
ment we have some difficulty in making 
them quite intelligible to a stranger, for 
during the partnership there had been 
80 many intermarriages, that it required 
a considerable turn for genealogy to 
make out exactly what degree of rela- 
tionship existed between them. When 
Mr Peat (who had married a sister of 
Mr Pearie, and whose father had been 
the husband of Mr Patieson*s aunt) left 
his share of the business, in addition to his 
savings, to hb only daughter, he com- 
mitted the management of the young 
lady, her farms, and fortune, to the 
joint management of his two partners, 
who being both relations, both guar- 
dians, and both also partners of their 
young charge, fell into the very natu- 
ral mistake of considering her as one 
of the hereditaments, whose beauty, 
youth, accomplishments, and floating 
capital were all to be laid out to the 
best advantage. Mr Patieson, how- 
ever, had shortly afterwards died, and 
left his son sole heir of all his posses- 
sions, his place in the bank, the guar- 
dianship of his ward, and, incongru- 
ously enough, himself at the same 
time in the guardianship of Mr Pearie ; 
an imperium in imperio, which might 
have had very dangerous consequen- 
ces, had not the executive, in the 
hands of the senior partner, been at 
once very strict, and not very op- 
pressive. Mary Peat, aged a little 
more than nineteen, "kept," as the 
phrase is, her guardian's house — her 
suite of rooms are those on the left 
hand of the entrance- door, where you 
see the rich gauze curtains, and the 
beautiful geraniums, and catch a 
glimpse^ a littlo way back, of the top 



825 

of a splendid harp ; and proceeding 
from which you might occasionally 
hear delicious music, accompanied by 
as sweet a voice as it is safe to listen 
to, unless you have got pretty near 
your grand climacteric. She was 
what judges call " great" on the harp, 
and brought such sounds from her 
piano, and carolled Scotch ballads so 
simply, and looked so sweetly, that no 
one who listened to her music, or look- 
ed at her beautiful blue eyes, could 
doubt her powers of " execution.** 
Mr Pearie himself was divided be- 
tween his fondness for his own notes 
and hers — he used to sit in his arm- 
chair whole evenings listening to her 
performance, pretending to be asleep ; 
for he would "have considered it dero- 
gatory to his dignity, as f* heed o' the 
hoose," to be pleased with Auld Ro- 
bin Gray, or the Flowers o* the Fo- 
rest. Charles Patieson, however, who 
had no such exalted considerations to 
restrain him, not only felt, but openly 
expressed the greatest delight in lis- 
tening to his ward, or cousin, or part- 
ner, whichever you choose to call her 
— though there can be no doubt in 
which of these characters the young 
man would have preferred considering 
her himself. Yet there were ob-. 
stacles, — insurmountable obstacles, 
which resulted partly from the deter- 
mined discountenancing of any thing 
of the sort by Mr Pearie, — partly from 
the unconquerable modesty of the 
young man— and principally from the 
apparent indifference, if, indeed, it 
was not altogether dislike, of the young 
lady. So poor Charles contented him- 
self with loving her with all his heart 
and all his soul in secret — hearing 
her sing and speak every evening that 
he possibly could ; and dreaming of 
her all night — a mode of proceeding 
which all who have tried it unite in 
pronouncing very unsatisfactory. A 
house, at the other side of the town, 
prettily situated on the bank of the 
river, reminded him continually, by 
its spacious size, so disproportioned to 
the necessities of a bachelor— of that 
very pleasing text which says man was 
not meant to live alone. What to 
him were the shrubbery walks — the 
long suites of rooms, the green-houses 
and conservatories? — Poor fellow! 
not all the grammarians, since the days 
of Priscian downwards, could have 
convinced him of the congmity of the 
substacklivc " blpssedn^ss," with the 
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iwyective " dingle."—" Delitlce," ia 
the Latin, he recollected, was always 
in the plural number, — and he con- 
sidered the Romans a very sensible 
people. What a pity, that in those 
days, the march of mind was not suffi- 
ciently advanced to make it impera- 
tive on the ladles (and especiallv on 
Mary Peat) to understand Latin 1 In 
these, and similar vain regrets, time 
wore on. Mary smiled and sang as 
charmingly fts ever, and Mr Peter 
Pearie — the heed o* the hoose — grew 
in fat and dignity with each revolving 
moon. 

On^ September, while affairs con- 
tinued in this state, the house on the 
opposite side of the street from Mr 
Pearie*s gave symptoms of some won- 
derful change. Its windows were new 
glazed, and pretty silk curtains hung 
round them ; the door was new paint- 
ed ; paperers and other decorators at 
full work ; and a long row of hand- 
some stabUng roofed in and finished in 
the lane at Uie other end of the pre- 
mises. Furniture shortly after ar- 
rived ; grooms and horses followed in 
due course ; and large volumes of 
smoke were seen rising from mom till 
night from the numberless chimneys. 
Still there was no appearance of any 
inhabitant above the rank of a house- 
keeper — and it was only when the 
hunting season had fairly commenced, 
that a view was occasionally caught 
of a young man, dressed in a red coat, 
who galloped off from the door on an 
active hackney in the morning, or 
walked his jadted hunter slowly up the 
lane in the afternoon. Unless on these 
occasions nothing was seen of their 
new neighbours. And conjecture, 
after exhausting itself to discover who 
the mysterious stranger could be, fell 
fast aueep, and took no notice of him, 
either as ne scoured along to covert, 
or glided noiselessly home to the stable. 
That he was handsome nobody could 
deny, who saw beauty in whiskers and 
moustaches of preter-human size ; — a 
back of prodigious length, very thin 
legs, an upright seat on horseback, 
and a countenance of an impassive 
gravity worthy of* a monk of La 
Trappe, suggested no slight reminis- 
cences of Don Quixote — but the pa- 
rallel was by no means sustainable in 
the article of horse- fleah, for it would 
have been difficult to believe that Ro- 
sinante belonged to the same apeciea 
with the *' souls made of flre^ and 



children of the sun,** who pawed the 
ground impatiently, and showed their 

{mre Arab blood in every toss of their 
ordly manes, a§ they waited for their 
master, and neighed proudly as he 
made his appearance. 

In the first place, Charles was well 
aware of Mary's insane admiration of 
that noble animal the horse ; in the 
next place, not even the vanity of a 
proprietor could blind him to the fact^ 
that his little grey Galloway could bear 
no sort of comparison with the poor- 
est hackney in the new-comer's stud; 
in the third place, he felt sure that 
admiration, once excited, is very ex- 
pansive in its character, and be there- 
fore concluded that it was highly 
probable that the manifest lildng 
which Mary had taken to. the loog- 
tailed barbs would imperceptibly wi- 
den and widen (like rings in water), 
till at last it included the long-whis- 
kered owner of them in its circumfer- 
ence. And what was he to do to avert 
this calamity ? — Buy a horse of sur- 
passing beauty, and conquer the rival 
at his own weapons? Alas ! John Laing 
sent him from Edinburgh a descendant 
of the Godolphin Arabian, which had 
every excellence that a horse could 
possess, except the trifling one of al- 
lowing a saddle to be put on his back 
— and to complete his discomfiture, 
the high-bom utruder left tokens of 
his remembrance among all who had 
the pleasure of his acquaintance dur- 
ing his week's sojourn at the Dene (so 
was Charles's villa called) ; for before 
John Laing*s man had been recall- 
ed from the capital to lead the 
new purchase home again, it had bro« 
ken two of Andrew Nevins' ribs, 
and lamed the erey Galloway, by a 
kick on the hind leg. DepiivcKl of the 
services of Andrew Nevm, who had 
been groom to one or other of the 
partners beyond the memory of man, 
and also of those of the grey UaDoway, 
Charles exhausted himself in imagin- 
ing other means of gaining his object ; 
and, like all other people excelling in 
the imaginative, he went on building 
castles in the air, — wishing, hoping, 
fearing, and — doing nothing. 

** I maun gang ow.er and ca* on this 
new occupier,*' said Peter Pearie one 
day to his ward ; " it's no rjght to let 
the lad live sae much by himsel*. Onr 
bank was aye ho^itable to a* corners, 
and I feel k mv auty, u heed o* the 
hoose, to ask mm to his kalL** 
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** O, Fm 80 delighted to bear you 
say so/' said Marj, " I have been 
wbbing it for such a time, — *twill be 
delightful 1" 

Mr Peter Pearie looked at the ani- 
mated countenance of his ward — and a 
strange cloud passed over hb brow. 

** The lassie s in a creel/* he replied. 
" U*t such a grand thing to mak* an 
outcry about, that a man placed in 
my situation should gi'e a bit denner to 
an English fox-hunter that*s come 
down a' the way to hunt wi* the Duke 
— what'U be deUghtful aboot it ? eh ?'' 

<« Oh, he*ll tell me all about his 
horses ; that beautiful black creature 
with the glossvmane — a Tartar of the 
Ukraine breed." 

'* Na, na," said Mr Pearie, who had 
not studied Mazeppa so deeply as 
Cocker, '' it seems a douce quiet bit 
beast, an' very clean in the skin. Chair- 
lie Patieson's the lad for a Tartar. 
Yon was a real ane that cam* frae £m- 
bro*— phut in my een it*s a tomptin* o* 
Providence to hae ony thing but a 
blind powney that*s a wee short o' the 
wind^for when they're blind they 
canna see ony thing te ^y at» and if 
they're a wee asthmatic they canna 
rin Tery far, and that's the reason 111 
hae nae itber horse but Da{^k-*Bor 
you either, Mary ; so say naeKudr, say 
nae mair." 

*' But do you know any thing of 
this gantleman, his name, or wh^ber 
be would like to be called upon ?" en- 
quired the young lady. 

'' His name's no of sae much eoB» 
aequeaoewben I ask him to his denner 
as if I was asking him to pit it on the 
back of a bill — and as to likin' to be 
called on, ye'U remember. Miss, thai 
it*s me that's going to de't — me, the 
representatiTO o' the finB« and iadead 
heed o' tJHe" 

'f Oh yes, I know all that," later- 
Topted the yosng lady i'* 1 aaly wish 
YOU could ask his hones sleag wiHi 
him — such noble steeds. 

' At the Baron De Mowbray '■ gate was leen, 
A page with a courser black ; 

There came out a Knight of noble mien, 
And he leapt on the courser's ba^ ; 

His eyes were bright, and his heart was 
ifght. 
Be sang tiiifl mmnj laf— 

Ok mtrrilr ttres a lUr yoMig kakl^ 
He loTes tad he ci4es away.' *^ At 

*' Does he so ?'* murmurecf ' 
rie, as he gazed at the dooz 



which his Tolatile ward had d!sapt>e4r- 
ed, while her voice was stil} auaible, 
going on with the ballad — " then by 
my certie the sooner he rides away 
the better — I wonder if this is some 
lover o' the lassie— if it is, and they've 
kept me in the dark, they'll find to 
their oost what it is to offend the ^eed 
0* the boose. The gipsy 1 I maun teU 
Charles o* my suspicmns^ but in the 
mean time 111 hae the ehap to his 
denner." 

While this great resolve was agita- 
idng the bosom of Mr Pearie^ and 
while the harp was thrilling beneath 
the touch of Mary Peat, who still sang 
the ballad of the Pair Young En^ht, 
Charles Patieson glided into the room, 
looking so pale and miserable, that the 
fair performer suddenly broke off in 
the middle of a stanza* and asked if 
he had seen a ghost ? 

" I think I have, Mary," he i«plie4, 
trying to smile. 

*' What was it like?_what was it 
of ?— a bleeding nun — a murdered man 
~oh, what was it ? do tell." 

" The Past, the buried Pastl it 
haunts me still." 

*' Poor fellow," siud Mary« tumis^ 
over her music in search of another 
song, " you must be terribly ill sinee 
you have taken to quoting poetry. 
How are stocks to-day, Charles ; are 
the fimds looking up ?" 

" Three and a hal&*' mecbanicalljr 
answered the lover, ** are mme aayns- 
ter— ; but pshawi hanr the funds. 
Has Mr Pearie told you ois intentiMi 
about this bunting stranger?" 

'^ Oh yes, he is to be a2(ed to dinner 
.—we shidl get ^^reat friexids, I hope — 
pi^^^j^p^ < ^ fH|«i j^ ifjpp in tius dull place, 
won't it?" 

'* Oh very," r^died Gharles, in a 
time of voice that did sot ^uite accord 
with the wenfimanit <' He Is an ofll- 
oer. 

" BeifT mel. how charmiaigl" in- 
terrupted Maij j ''and his B^ne^ dear 
Charles, have youfoutid out hisaanaer' 

" Slasher. He is home on his three 
years leave from India." 

^ Oh what a nice neighbour he will 
be; what delightful stories he'll tell 
m of Oxmns, and of Ind, Delhi* 6us* 
f^nK Ovnaacus ! The yery names 
iwirhinflnj as &iry tales : whiit 
' teiobeaskedon?" 
''**■*— ^— " said Charlaii " I 
*Mde rnnancbA 
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" Risk, Chariest he isn't going to 
ride hunting with him, is he ?" 

" Perhaps he is," replied the young 
man, shaking his head mysteriously, 
** and may find that he is thrown out." 

" Thrown off, you mean, if you 
mean any thing," said Mary ; *' but 
what risk do you mean ?" 

«« A rival,** replied Charies, boldly, 
*' a rivd, Mary, in his own designs, 
though I conclude he feels pretty sure 
of what he is doing before he has taken 
such a step." 

** His designs ? You amaze me, 
Charies. What designs? What 
rival ?•• 

" Oh ! I can't pretend to offer you in- 
formation on points you must be so 
much better acquainted with yourself. 
However, it would have been as well 
to have consulted me before going 
quite so far. You will remember that, 
as myfather*s representative, I also am 
one of your guardians." 

** Hoity toity," exclaimed the young 
lady, ** what is the meaning of all 
this ? You first begin looking dismal, 
talking of seeing a ghost, quoting 
poetry, and now tormenting my head 
with riddles. Speak out, man, and 
don*t ride the high horse any longer. 
The tall steed you had from £din« 
burgh should have taught you better 
behaviour. What have you got to 
say?" 

" Simply this ; that Mr Pearie in- 
tends to marry you ; he makes no 
secret of it ; he told our new head- 
clerk, Mr Dawson, who told it again 
to me ; so there can be no mistake." 

A variety of colours passed over the 
beautiful brow and cheeks of Mary 
Peat, among which a bright scarlet 
soon gained the mastery, for her coun- 
tenance was somewhat like a stormy 
sunset as she answered, 

*' Who has dared to say this ? Has 
Peter Pearie, banker and bachelor, 
heed o* the hoose, and fifty-seven 
years of age ? *Pon my word, Charles, 
Charles, didn't you knock Mr Dawson 
down?^ 
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** I had a great inclination to do it ; 
but determined to ascertain the truth 
of the report from your own lips." 

*• But what would be the use of my 
saying any thing ?" continued Mary, 
in a different mood, with diflScalty 
controlling a desire to laugh outright ; 
** you know, Charles, you are one of 
my guardians, and may refuse your 
consent. You wouldn't agree to it? 
Would you?" 

" I would die sooner— ah I Mary, 
if it rested with me" 

*' By the by, Charles, have you 
heard this new ballad? Such a pretty 
thing, though the words are contemp- 
tible ; " and striking the harp-string^, 
she trilled one of the commonplace 
chansons of the day so sweetly, that 
Charles thought it would be a sin to 
interrupt her ; and by the time the song 
was finished, the head of Mr Peter 
Pearie was poked in at the door for a 
moment, and uttered the following 
words, 

" I've ca'd on the chield over 
the way — he's coming at five o'clock 
on Thursday; so let us hae a good 
denner on that day, Mary, befitting 
our station in the town, and my posi- 
tion as heed o' the hoose. Pearie, 
Peat, and Patieson were aye famed for 
their five-year auld cheviots, and we've 
aye dealt wi' Bell and Rennie ; so we 
needna turn our backs on the King.'* 

After this discourse the head was 
withdrawn, but we grieve to say that> 
from our knowledge of Charles Patie- 
son's character, we are afraid he never 
summoned courage to renew the con- 
versation, and allowed Mary to sing 
song after song till it was time for 
him to return to the Dene, and spend 
his solitary evening in envying the 
senior partner his happiness in living 
in the same house, albeit he was 
somewhat comforted by the way in 
which the young lady had received 
his information respecting that gentle- 
man's matrimonial designs. 
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A week, a month, a quarter of a 
year elapsed, and matters were not 
ostensibly much changed. Captain 
Slasher, indeed, was a frequent visitor, 
but, to ordinary eyes, his delicate at- 
tentions seemed exclusively devoted to 



Mr Pearie's claret ; his reminiscences 
of Oriental beauty were too lively to 
permit his attaching much valne to 
the lilies and roses of Mary Peat ; and, 
with a persevering gallantry worthy of 
a scientific old lolcUer, he persisted ia 
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maintainiDg the footing he had gained 
in the worthy banker's family, even 
after it was abundantly evident that a 
retreat would have been agreeable to 
all parties, and particularly to the 
" heed o* the hoose." The " heed o* 
the hoose*' was reduced to a very hum- 
ble height in presence of the Indian 
soldier — his Cheeta shooting at Dhur- 
war — his steeple chases at Belgaum— 
his leopard-hunts at Bellary, threw 
the after-dinner boastings of Mr Peter 
Pearie, who in his day was considered 
a dead shot at a moorcock, completely 
into the shade ; and it was with feel- 
ings of satisfaction, worthy of Milton's 
Satan, that Charles saw the fires of 
rage and jealousy slowly wasting 
away all the good-nature in his part- 
ner's bosom. In fact, it could no 
longer be concealed that Mr Pearie 
hated Captain Slasher, and it was also 
equally incapable of concealment that 
Captain Slasher didn't care three 
straws whether Mr Pearie hated him 
or not. Twice or thrice a-week, 
without any invitation, the gallant sol- 
dier stalked into the banker's dining- 
room just as dinner was announced, — 
told all the feats of the day — the leaps, 
and falls, and other incidents — sent in 
his plate ^ye or six times to the joint 
of beef, emptied his bottle of port and 
three tumblers of toddy, and concluded 
the evening by snoring an accompani- 
ment to Mary's nicest songs. 

Now, whethei" it were from the per- 
versity that is said to be a constituent 
part of the feminine disposition, or 
from some other cause with which we 
are unacquainted, Mary did not ap- 
pear to share in her guardian's dislike 
to the society of her new acquaintance. 
She delighted in his tales of wild 
Indian adventures, and his accounts 
of the noble deaths of the wild mon- 
sters of the desert. On days when 
the hounds did not meet, he ge- 
nerally wiled away an hour or two 
listening to Mary's music, or escort- 
ing her in her walks ; in these re- 
spects supplying the place of Charles 
Patieson, who had gradually with- 
drawn himself from his former^ inti- 
macy, and was endeavouring to wean 
himself from his foolbh affection . One 
day when matters were in this state, 
— ^when the gallant Captain had es- 
corted Mary to see the wax-work mo- 
dels of disting^hed characters, which 
a provincial forerunner of Madame 
Tussand had brought into the town, 
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with the additional recommendation of 
modelling correct likenesses, in a few 
hours, of any one who chose to be im- 
mortalized in wax — awhile Slasher, we 
repeat, was escorting Mary to this 
sight, Mr Pearie, after many ominous 
and mysterious nods with his sagacious 
head to his junior partner, commenced 
a lamentation in the following terms.— 

" Charles, boo does it happen ye 
sae seldom stay to yer kail ?" 

" You have other company, sir ; I 
might perhaps be intrusive," 

'' Deil a bit, dell a bit. Ah, Charles, 
if ither folk had a wee taste o' your way 
o' thinkin', it would be a* the better for 
my peace an' comfort. Charles, hospi- 
tsJity is a wearyin' o' the flesh . I wish I 
had never askit that lang neckit Indian 
savage to see the inside o* my hoose.** 

*' He is an agreeable nan, sir, I be- 
lieve — full of anecdote" 

" Lees, every word o't ; but, for a* 
that, the smooth-tongued leear is gain- 
in' his point. I had ither thochts for 
Mary ; but a wilfu* man will hae his 
way — and so will a wilfu' woman." 

" Mary Will soon be of age— she 
will have a right to choose "— 

** But is't no shocking she should 
leave the Bank, and settle in some 
wearifu* place wi' a name like Me- 
ritchgaum or Sholapoor ? The lassie's 
an ass, and Uiere's an end. Dogs on't! 
if I werena* sae braid in the waim, and 
gied ower fair a mark, I wad challenge 
him to fecht ; or if I were a wee 
younger, — ^hoo auld are ye, Charles ?'* 

« Three-and-twenty, sir,"— 

" Three-and-twenty I . If I were 
three-and-twenty — ay, or twice three- 
and-twenty, I wad shoot him as I wad 
a pairtrick." 

*^ My indignation is not quite so 
warm, sir," replied Charles. 

" But it ocht to be, sir, — ^hot — boil- 
in*. I tell ye this landlouper is going 
to break in on the customs of three 
generations. We've aye married thro' 
ither — an* Slasher wad be a grand 
name to pit into the firm I I'll no stand 
it — I'll gang through wi' my plan, and 
marry her in spite o' her teeth — there's 
nae consent needed but yours an' mine ; 
we are her guardians — you'll consent, 
I'm sure ; and as for hers" 

" You, of course, have secured 
that," said Charles, with something of 
bitterness in his tone. 

" 1 thocht I had ; indeed, as heed o* 
the hoose, I thocht it my duty to use 
all my inflaence, if it had lieen for 
3a 
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uaetbidg btlt ihe sake o* the Bank ; 
but deil hae this lang-backit De'er-do- 
Weel, she seems te fotget her aold 
fireend and the kind o* promiae the 
aince gave me "— — 

** She gare yen a promise ? Bir>" en- 
quired Charles ; " I think she might 
hate bonsnlted me befbre going quite so 
fkr. In a matter like that my consent I 
should think, is of some iinportancid.'' 

" Wiiit the deU> sir I— are ye d^ 
mentit? Do ye think, young ifaan, 
that it wad be seeinlt in the— the heed 
0* this hoose, sir— tbiiae nae discretion 
in the malrryln', br not marryin'> o' 
Mary Peat? Il*s yet ain fkut, sir— 
ye'll drive mb to db something ye*ll be 
Sbtry for_ril speak to this Captain— 
into this hoo^ he*ll cbme no molie-^ 
yb'll rebent it^ iit \ ye'U repent it, and 
that*ll be seeh and heatd tell o'.*' 

While Charles Paiieson looked on, 
awestruck ai the unexampled agitation 
bf Mt Pearie^ that gentleman, as if 
suddenly seized with some great re- 
Sblve, sbatched up his hat and stick, 
enquired where Miss Peat and the 
Captain Were gone to, and followed 
them to thb bzhibition room of the 
wax-works. 

« Slighted love is sak to bide," 

as Robert Burns sings — and as Charles 
Patiesoh felt How lonely he seem^ 
that long, long evening; reflecting, in 
every t)ossible way, over the words 
$nd innuehdoes of Mr Pearie. The 
Debe had heVer appeat^d to him fco 
dull ; even the bright moonlight 
trembling into his drawing -rbom, 
through the g^lass of his conservatory, 
foiled to soothe him ; and> in a fit of 
desperation, he rushed out into the 
Open air. He wandered down the 
shelving btoks bf his beautiful viQa 
to the river, which was brawling along 
bcuj^tfa its overhanging rocks, some- 
times hiddeb ib darkness, sometimes, fbr 
a long expanse bf its bright pure water, 
glimmering peaceAilly in the moon- 
light. Charlesslood still beneath one of 
the great cliffs, fbr he thought, on the 
optoosite Sidb of the #ater, Where the 
light Was bbobscured by treei, he 
heai^ the Bbund of distant vbibes ; 
shortly aAeHrartfe he observed two 
figures bme^ge from tiiQ darkness, 
whbbi hb easilv i-ecognised to be Mr 
Pearie, and Mr Dawsob, tbb head- 
clerk. They seeibed tb bok round 
them very bantiobsly j and then tiiey 
suddbbiy INdturtaed to tlM dark eomer 
they had emei^g^ firom# aud canied 
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between ihemsn olijee^ which at first 
the breathlessapeetator found it difficult 
to recognise* Lifi^ess and limber, with- 
out sign of voluntary moticm or resist- 
anoe, it was dragged along the ground 
by Bifr Pearie and his assistant With 
a thrill of unimaginable horror Charles 
recognised, in tiie long blue surton^ — 
the top boots and breechea— and abore 
all, in the long, pale face, with the pro- 
digious whiskers and monstachea* the 
lifeless form of the unhappy Captain 
Slasher 1 — Horror kept him silent — in 
▼oieelees, motionless t^'Tor and sur- 
prise he watched the dreadful pro- 
ceedings of the pair. They dragged 
the body to the river, and apparently 
fixing heavy stones to it to ensure its 
sinking, tiiey dibpt it slowly into the 

water — and rapidly retired. * • 

• •••«•• 

Pale and agitated with a night of 
sleepless distress, Charles Patieson pre- 
sented himself next morning at the 
house of Mr Pearie. He had eome to 
the resolution to warn the nnh^>py 
man to flee for his life, for he oonid 
not bring himself to give his friend, 
and his father's friend, into the hands 
of the executioner. At the same time 
concealment of the awfbl secret was 
but of the question^ — and not a moment 
was to be lost. 

Mary Peat received him. She was 
gayer and more friendly in her mab- 
ner than she had been fbr a long time. 

" t>ear Charies, I am so j^ad to see 
you.— -You're come to breakfast?" 

" I'vb no appetitei Mary," replied 
Charies,—** In fhct" 

"Oh! you*ve bredkfksted already— 
Mr Pearie will be so glad tb see yon." 

»» I dobbt that"— answered the 
yobng nAn, coldly. 

►' But he Witt, Aough— he told mc 
so himself— he told me Uiat he was 
busied to a late bour last night in your 
service." 

Charies shbddered as Uie dreadful 
»cette Incurred to hito. ^Jlfy service f " 
he said — 

** Yes — and do you know I think it 
must have had some connexion with 
Captain Slasher's departun^." 

« Departure!" — etehbed Charies, 
almost untronsciously. 

** Oh ! yes — he's away 5 quite sndden- 
ly*-8omethingorother carried him off." 

<* Mary^**— said Chkrlbi^ aolemnly 
takhag her hand into his — ** tbmetidBg 
has hideed carried him bff ; but tome- 
thing very diffsrent finun what fou 
fuppoBO.** 
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'* Mr Penrie called him aside fbr a 
very short time at the Wax-works,-* 
and this momiDg be told me> before be 
went out for his walki that I should 
not see Captain Slasher again.'* 

<' He told you so 1^' Tis> indeedi loo 
true."— 

'< I'm so sorry I^Captain Sksher 
had seen such strange thmg^ in India; 
— but I don't think Mr Pearie ever 
liked him ; — Do you think he did T* 

** Uy dear Mary/' said Charles, 
'' don*t run on so thoughtlessly ^^b 
it is of the greatest importaaee that 
this suljeot should not he mentioned. 
Never on any account allude to tlie 
dislike you perceived Mr P^arie en- 
tertained to Captain Slasher. Hush I 
he*s coming I It may be the saving of 
a life. Beware !**^--and Charles rush- 
ed out of the room to have his inter- 
view with the murderer alone. 

Never were happiness and p<ta^e of 
mind more clearly depicted on a hu- 
man countenance than on that of Mr 
Pearie. His hands stuck in both 
pockets^ his hat cocked airily on o«e 
side of his head> fbr he had Just r^ 
turned from his morning's strollr— and^ 
his whole outward man swelling with 
comfort and satisfaction^ he winked 
significantly to the horror-struck visi- 
tor, and said — 

" We've done him, Charles | yon 
birky will gie us nae mair trouble/* 

A shudder passed over poor Charles 
at this dreadful commencement. 

" You allude — I presume — to — to 
Captain Slasher?*' he stammered. 

<* Just SO'I gi'ed him a hint about 
some promodon that was going on tn 
the Indian army» and he set aff that 
very hour ft>r London." 

** Promotion ?" enquired Charles, 
with a searching look at the uncon- 
scious narrator. 

<« Yes --a sudden death had ta'^u 
place in the regiment that he was aye 
puffin* and boastin* about. — Do ye 
mind boo he used ave to be telling us 
hoo pleased he would be if We could 



shoulder, '* do you think I^believe your 
tale about a promotion* in Captain 
Slasher's regiment?" 

** What care I whether |roif believe it 
or no ? He believed it, an' that's enough. 
He*8 aWa' to LoB*onr><»4iia horses are 
a* to follow to^ajr {^his rent is a' paid, 
and sae we*re qmt o' him* Yon mnna 
seem half pleased about it# (Varies?** 

** Look within, into youf own heart, 
Mr Pearie, and tdl me if you think I 
ought to be pleased.** 
, •♦ 'Deed ooht ye^ fbr ye see we've 
the disposal o* Mary a* to oursdves,*- 
she'llstiUbelnthefirmi and between 
oursels, I ha'e every roMOD to be- 
lieve she's as ifell pleased at the busi^ 
nesi as we arok" 

«« Onoe fbr all,**^«Mid ChariM, firm- 
Ij^^f I know all, Mr Pearie^wnark 
me, — aU, I was by the wateff^l side, 
hit Bight-^ymi understand me.*' 

«« Whisht I fbr God's sake whisht— 
it wad ruin our credit in the towu^^ 
poof Dawion has hiA way to make — 
folk wad thlfak it was carnrin* the 
jcAe owre far. It Was grand futt! but 
■ef UB> man, whisht about it*'* 

During this recital, which Wai ac- 
companied with many eiploslons of 
mirth, the listener was transfixed with 
a mingled fbeling of pity and disgust. 
At lart, however, a conviotloa of the 
insanity of the unfV»rtuttate banker 
teok possession of his mind. But 
Dawson, the quiet, steady head-derk 
*^the confidant of his principal's 
plans about Mary-^the depositxifV i»f 
his schemes of vengeance against his 
rival I It Was impossible to believe 
that both were insane* Time pressed 
*^he resolved to leave Mr Pearie ; to 
explalit the whole bueiness in a Ibw 
Words to Mary { and then to Infbrm 
Dawson of the diveovery of his mis- 
deeds. At this moment h bdl Wks 
rang in the street, and Mr PeaHe, 
rushing to the window, Ustened fbr 
a moment to a prodamalion bf the 
bellman, then loc^ng at Charies with 
a fhce in which alarm and vesaMon 
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nothing particular had hai)pened^ was 

Dawson bosy making e^trie?. 

" Dawson/* said Charles, <'no time is 
to be lost . Follow me into the house. ** 

Mr Dawson folded up his books and 
papersy and did as he was told. 

Mary was no little ama^ to see 
Charles, thus accompanied, enter her 
break&st parlour. 

'* What's the matter ?*' she exclaim- 
ed, *' has any thing happened ?'* 

** Yes," said Charles, *' murder has 
happened! have you heard the bell- 
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'*No— who? what is it? oh tell me." 

«' Dawson can tell you best! — out 
with it, sir, — it is no secret to me !^ 
I saw you last night by moonlight." 

" Me, sir?— dell a bit o* me will 
tell ony thing without the order o* my 
principal.*' 

** Then I will," continued Charles. 
*' You^will see your admirer, Captdn 
Slasher, no more.** 

" 1 know it,** replied Mary, '* Mr 
Pearie has told me so.'* 

«' It was Mr Pearie, aided by the 
diabolical ruffian at my side, who got 
quit of him.** 

« I know that too," said Mary ; « I 
think they managed it very well." 

Charles Patieson reeled as if thun- 
derstruck, and fell into a chair. 

But farther disclosures were inter- 
rupted by the entrance of Mr Pearie. 

*« Ah ! Dawson ?*• — ^he exclaimed — 
** this is a foolish business— they*re 
draggin* the water — ^theyll find the 
body to a certainty.*' 

"There! there !** cried Charles. *«I 
told you so, Mary !** 

** Unless we get some body to tak* 
the wyte o*t, it'll ruin our reputation ; 
•—some young chap — ^itwadna harm 
the like o' a laddie o* twa or three an* 
twenty — Charlie, will you just save 
Dawson an' me frae disgrace, and tak* 
the blame o't on yersel ?'* 

"Who! I, sir?* 

" Wha else ? Was it na for your 
sake it was done ? Wasna it to get ye 
the hand (ye've gotten the heart al- 
ready I jalouse), o* Mary Peat there, 
that Dawson and me did it ?" 

Charles looked at Mary, and Marv's 
silence and blushes confirmed Mr 
Pearie's statement. 

" No, sir," he replied at last, " not 
even for that. Mary herself would 
recoil from a person accused of mur- 
der." 



*« Murder !*' cried Mr Pearie, asto- 
mshed ; " it's no just sae bad as that 
either, though Tam Jafl^y, the bell- 
man, says ti^at the town-clerk tauld 
him it amounted to hamesucken and 
robbery— principally on account of 
the breeks ; for ye see they were the 
Captain's ain breeks, and a pair o* his 
auld boots too." 

" What b all this about?** enquired 
Mary, who had gazed firom one person 
to the other, amazed at the conversa- 
tion. 

** Just a frolic, Mary, o* Dawson an* 
me,** sud Mr Pearie — " Ye see that 
lang-neckit Indian, afore going awa', 
had had the vanity to hae his statue 
done by the folk at the Wax-woriis, 
and had fhmished it with his auld 
claes. Noo, I saw clear enough that 
his plan was to leave this statue wi' 
you, Mary, as a parting keepsake ; an' 
as I didna wish to hae ony thing o* 
the kind, Dawson an* me just gaed 
doun last night, clamb into the up- 
• stairs window, and got baud o' the 
wax figure. We didna ken hoo to 
get quit o*t, so we tied awheen stanes 
round it, an* threw it bodily into the 
water opposite the Dene-walks — and 
Charles, ye see, refuses to tak* the 
blame o't, tho* Fve tauld him ye're 
willing to reward him." 

Charles Patieson, at this explanation, 
started up. "What! refuse? Who 
said I renised? My dear sir, — I will 
confess this moment." 

" An* many Mary Peat?" 
Our chronicle g^ves no account of 
what Charles's answer was. But, we 
believe, a very short time saw every 
thing satisfactorily arrange — and 
the spotless reputation of iSbe " heed 
o' the hoose" preserved from the scan- 
dal of so frolicsome an achievement, 
by the self-devotion of the younger 
partner. The church bells thunder- 
ing forth their best, " one morning 
verj early, one morning in the 
spnng," gave notice to aU whom it 
might concern, that the banking esta- 
bllslmient lately carried on under the 
names of Pearie, Peat, and Patieson, 
was now conducted under the names 
of Pearie and Patieson only. In the 
course of a few years it was finally 
dissolved. Mr Pearie retired from 
business, and now resides at the Dene 
— ^his old premises bearing, in new gilt 
letters above the door—." Branch 
Bank. Hoursofbu8ine88froml0till4." 
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Among those serious and vexatious 
affairs the public have had a little re- 
laxation in laughing at the misfor- 
tunes of his Royal mghness the Duke 
of Sussex. Tliis Roysd Duke has been 
notorious for many years as a Whig 
*' and something more^** as a liberal of 
the most vociferous kind. Nature 
having given the Royal Duke no ta- 
lenU whatever^ he could not> like some 
of his betters^ abuse them> and his prin- 
ciples having been taught bjr Whigs, 
the character of those principles may 
be left for the amusement of the public. 

But during his whole life the topics 
of his oratory were the abomination 
of living^ upon the public, — ^his own 
huge pension, we presume, being the 
reward of intended services, he never 
having rendered any in the sixty vears 
of his being. His Royal Highness 
was in perpetual agonies at the idea 
of pensions and places, of titles con- 
ferred without cause, of royal extrava- 
gance, and Ministerial corruption. 
The friend of the patriotic party who 
sang and swore that self-denial, public 
economy, and personal disinterested- 
ness had taken refuge among them 
alone, could do no less than flourish 
his commonplaces at taverns and tea- 
drinkings, and preach cheap living 
and liberty. All this was often looked 
on with surprise, when it was remem- 
bered that his Royal Highness him- 
self was one of the most psdpable cases 
of sinecurismin the kingdom ; and that 
the success of his doctrines would 
have driven him to the hopeless ne- 
cessity of earning his bread by the la- 
bour of his brains or hands. Still his 
Royal Highness harangued, and while 
there seemed no chance of his getting 
any thing from the Treasury he was 
the most averse of any man living to 
condescend to the national offence of 
making any demand upon the flnanceft 
of what he, as regularly as the tavern 
bell rang, pronounced an impoverish- 
ed, beggared, cruelly burthened* and 
so forUi, nation. 

But the hope of other things dawn- 
ed. He saw the Duchess of Kent, as 
her expenses decreased, gettmg an 
augmentation to her income, and the 
Didce, old as he was, thought that as 
his merits were quite equal, so might 
his luck. He accordingly made his 
proposal, through the bowels of com- 
passion of Mr Gillon, a voung gentle- 
man who, in default of all other claims 
on public attention^ avows himself a 



Radical. The poor Duke asked for an 
increase of his pension, that pension 
being, on the whole, equal to the an- 
nual interest of half a million of 
money ; hia only discoverable plea 
being that he would extremely like to 
have more money than during his 
sixty years of drowsy existence he had 
ever possessed. No one in the Honse 
was cruel enough to ask what he had 
done for all that he had got from the 
nation already. The royal patriot 
and petitioner neverjjaving held any 
office, never rendered any service* 
never been heard of in any human 
shape of any possible exertion for the 
public behoof. The case was so de- 
cisive, that, prodigal as the House was* 
the petition slept on the table. The 
result was lamentable ; the Royal 
Duke gave up the Presidentship of the 
Royal Society, to which his prodigious 
discoveries among the stars, or possibly 
his investigation of the philosopher's 
stone, doubtless entitled him ; wrote a 
lacrymose letter to the Fellows, which 
was intended to rouse the very insen- 
sible feelings of the public, and, decid- 
ing that he was unable to support the ex- 
penses of this formidable elevation, re- 
tired, covered with, we presume, glory. 
The men of science, it must be 
owned, have not been altogether 
pleased with the reason, however they 
may have been with the result. They 
did not choose to be regarded as hav- 
ing eaten np a Royal Duke, as church- 
wardens were once said to devour a 
child. Accordingly, some lively cor- 
respondence has followed. 

The point in question is the R^al 
Duke's inability to support the heavy 
expenses of his Presidentship. This 
is an nnlucky confession to be thrown 
among so many arithmeticians. They 
have unce been busy in the calcula- 
tion how much it may have cost his 
Ro^al Highness to g^ve tea and cakes, 
which were all that^ Royal Highness 
ever gave. Some' take the items of 
the tea» which they assert might be a 
couple of pounds at five shilling each, 
on bis soirees. And others distinctly 
state, that those soirees, last year, 
amounted only to four* and allowing 
for candles, sugar, oregm, &c. — for to 
these calculations the m^ancholy an^ 
nouncement of his Royal Highness's 
dilapidation have naturally driven 
them — ^the asiount might be, at the 
outside^ about L.200 per annum, 
which» deducM from his publio 
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allowance of L.I8>000 a-year (with 
other matters, amounting to L , 2 1 , 000)> 
leaves only the small sum of L. 20,800 
to meet the troubles of this world. 

A sensible, and by no means an 
unconrteous letter, on thb subject has 
appeared, utterly denying that the ex- 
penses of the Presidentship could be a 
burden to any one with a tenth or a 
hundredth of the unhappy Royal 
Duke*s income. 

It says, '' I have been thirty years 
a Fellow of the Society, and have fre- 
quently had the honour of being elect- 
ed of the Council. I have attended 
the evening parties of Sir J. Banks, 
Sir H. Davy, and Mr Gilbert. I 
have also attended, I believe, all the 
' soirees* at your Royal Highnesses 
residence to which I was honoured 
with an invitation, and I think I may 
say that these have not amounted to four 



if not frugal, good taste ; and that, in 
the simplicity of their style, there was 
nothing to contrast ofl^n&ively with 
the ordinary habits of the guests ; nor, 
I should have thought, to increase in 
any sensible degree the expenses of 
your establishment.** 

All this will be extremely well re- 
lished by the country, though we shall 
not answer for the Royal Duke's equa- 
nimity on the occasion. The truth is, 
that all men are extremely glad when 
pretexts and pretences exhibit them- 
selves the thii^ they are. Paying all 
due respect to rank and royalty, we 
have seen nothing in the conduct of 
this man, whether young or old, to 
justify any kind of regret on the occa- 
sion. A Whig prince, in the modem 
sense of Whiggism, is an anomaly and 
an absurdity. If Radicalism were 
triumphant for a week, it would strip 



altogether, and that, except your Royal every prince in the land of title, pen- 
Hignness*s frank and gracious reception sion, honours, and 



of yourguests^ therewas nothing to dis- 
tinguish them from the evening parties 
so frequent In London, in which a pri- 
vate gentieman gives tea, coffee, and 
conversation to his literary friends.*' 

It continues in tiie same quiet, but 
perfectly inteUiaihle style—'*' I can 
only say that the meetings which I 
attended, though perhaps too few in 
numberf were conducted with plains 



coat and breeche?, 
and send them roving the earth like 
the unfortunate French nobility. 

But we warn the country that the 
experiment on the parliamentary nV- 
cera is to be repeated. The " Date 
obolum Belisario *' will not altogether 
answer in the instance of a petitioner 
who " of the divbion of a battie knowi 
no more than a spinster." We reoom* 
mend the following ; — 



Pity Vb» sorrows •f a poor old nun, 

WhoM trembliog Itgt have borne him to your doori 
R«ady to b^ Uie utmott tbat he can, 

And humbly iMk» his twenty tbouiand more. 
WhoM gartered limbs his poverty bespeak, 

A tsUtiof • trifling, brsiB-bewUdered thing. 
Whose naiDs in vein in History's page you'll seek i 

Who never served his country or his king* 
What were a palace by the piblle given, 

A Uvish pension, title, and a star ? 
Vom eomes h#-r^by the price of Congo driven, 

To bold bis hand 19 at your worships* har- 
for forty years, jiMt tUrCf times ha dined 

Per HUMilA, where Charity MppUed the meal, 
Bat years wiU eowe .this praotiee hss defined. 

And BOW ha Uves, bard face, open his seal. 
When oaee the Awom wllh Ms toast made free 

(Dhmers and mip pe r i were beyond a prince), 
Vlite etmek the hoar when first ha gaire them tea. 

He ne'er has koawn * SKiile, or sispence itece. 
In vain the presidential glories rose. 

Sir Joseph's t hw e- e e cfce d hal, Sir Isaac's chair, 
Mr Humphrey's raplev, OUbeeC's well dsived hese, 

The speeCee af the gveeSr's hiU was there, 
Pity the sorrows of a poor old man, 

Whose trembKng legs have borne him to your door, 
Sea^ to beg the utmeit that he can. 

And huiMy take his twenty thousand mere. 

VtML Club, Glasgow. 
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, CoLEBn)GB*s Christabel is the most 
exquisite of all his inspirations: and, 
incomplete as it h, affects the imagi- 
nation more magically than any other 
poem concerninfi" the preternatural. 
We are all the while In our own real 
and living worlds and in the heart of 
its host and most delightful affections. 
Yet trouble is brought among them 
from some region lying beyond our 
ken, and f0 are alarmed by the sha- 
dows of some strange calamity over- 
bangipg a life of beauty, piety, and 
peace. We resign all our thoughts 
and feelipfi^s to the power of the niys- 
tery — seek to enjoy rather than to 
solve it — and desire that it may be 
not lengthened but prolonged, so 
strong IS the hold that superstitious 
Fear has of the humaa heart, entering 
it in the light of a startling beauty, 
while Evil shows itself in a shape of 
heaven ; and in the shadows that Ge« 
nius throws oyer it, we know not whe- 
ther we be lookiog at Sin or Inno- 
cence, Guilt or Grief. 

Coleridge couid nQt complete Chris- 
label. The idea of the poem> no doubt, 
dwelt always in his imagination^-but 
the poet knew that power was not gi- 
ven him to robe it in wprds. The 
Written rose up between him ^^i the. 
Unwritten; and seeing that it was 
** beautiM exceedingly," his soul was 
satisfied, and shunned ^e labour — 
though a labour of love— of a new 
creation. 

Therefore 'tis but a Fragment — 
and for the sake of all that is most 
wild and beautiful, let it remain so ior 
ever. But we are forgetting our- 
selves ; as many people as chooao may 
publish what they call continuations 
and sequels of Christabel — but not 
one of uiem all will be suffisred to live. 
If beyond a month any one of them is 
observed struggling to protract its 
ricketty existence, it will assuredly be 
strangled; as we are about to strangle 
Mr Tupper's Geraldine. 

Mr Tupper is a man of talent, and 
in his Preface writes* on the whole, ju- 
diciously of Christabel* " Every wor4 
teUs— every line is a picture : simple, 
beautiful, and imaginative, it retains 
its hold ppon the mind by so many 
delicate feelers and touching points, 
that to outline harshly the main bran- 



ches of the tree, would seem to be doing 
the injustice of neglect to the elegance 
of its foliage, and the microscopic 
perfection of every single leaf. Those 
who now read it for the first time, will 
scarcely be disposed to assent to so 
much praise ; but the man to whom it 
is familiar vrill remember how it has 
grown to his own liking — ^how much 
of melody, depth, nature, and in- 
vention, ne If as found from time tp 
-time hiding in some simple phrasQ 
or unobtrusive epithet. In no 
poem can " every linp be a picture ; " 
and there is little or no meaning ii) 
what Mr Tvipper says abovp about 
the tree ; but our wonder is, hovf, witii 
hb feeling of the beauty of Christabel, 
he could have so blurred and marre4 
it in his unfortunate sequel. " Afy 
excuse,** he says, '* for cpntinuing the 
fragment at all, will l^ fbund in Cole- 
rldgp's own words to the prefkce of 
the 1816 pamphlet editiqn, irhere he 
says, ' I trust that I shall be able to 
embody in verse the three parts yet 
to come, in the course of the present 
year*— a hciff-propiise tohichf I nefd 
scarce^ observe, has npver been r«- 
deemed.** Mr Tupper continues: — *'Ii^ 
the following ^ttpmpt \ may be cen- 
sured for rashness, or comihended for 
courage ; of course, I am fully ai^are, 
that to take up the pen where ColbI 
BiDGE has laid It down, and tiiatin the 
wildest and most original of his poems, 
is a most difilcult, nay, dangerous pro^ 
ceeding ; but upon these very charac- 
teristics of difficulty and danger I 
humbly rely ; trusting that, in ^ pro- 
per consideration for the Doldness pf 
the experiment, if J be adjudged to 
fail, the fall of Icarus may be bf'okep : 
if I be accounted to suppieed^ the flight 
of Daedalus may apologize for his pre- 
sumption." " Finally," he says, " I 
deem it due to myself to add, what I 
trust will not be ^umed against me, 
yiz. that, if not written literally cur- 
rente calamo, Gebalpine has been 
the pleasant labour of but a very few 
4ays. 

Mr Tupper does not seem to know 
that Christabel « was continued*' many 
years ago, in a style that jperplezed 
the pubuc and pleased even Coleridge. 
The ingenious writer meant it for a 
mere jeu de sprit^.'Xmt ^ Oerddiiie^ 
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18 dead serious* and her father hopes 
an immortal fame. We neither ** cen- 
sure him for rashness nor commend 
him for courage**' but are surprised at 
his imperdnence* and psdned by his 
stupidity — and the more for that he 
possesses powers that* within their 
own proper province* may gsdn him 
reputation. We like him, and hope 
to praise him some day — nay* purpose 
to praise him this very day— therefore 
we shall pumsh him at present but 
with forty stripes. He need not fear 
a fall like that of Icarus* for his artifi- 
cial wings have not lifted his body 
fairly off the ground — and so far from 
soaring through the sky like a Daeda- 
lus* he labours along the sod after the 
fashion of a Dodo. In the summer of 
1797* Coleridge wrote the first part 
of Christabel— in 1800* the second — 
and published them in 1816 — so per- 
fected* that his genius* in its happiest 
hours* feared to look its own poem in 
the face* and left it for many long 
years* and at laist* without an alter^ 
or an added word* to the delight of all 
ages. Mr Tupper's " Geraldine has 
been the pleasant labour of a very few 
days!"— (Loud cries of Oh! oh! 
oh!) 

Mr Tupper in the Third Canto 
shows us me Lady Geraldine beneath 
the oak — ^the scene of the Witch's first 
meeting with Christabel. You remem- 
ber the lines in Coleridge — and more 
vividly these — 

** There she sees a dftmael bright, 
Brest in a silken robe of white. 
That standing in the moonlight shone : 
The neck that made the white robe wan. 
Her stately neck and arms were bare ; 
Her blue-veined feet unsandelled were, 
And wildly glittered here and there 
The gems entangled in her hair. 
I guess, 'twas frightful there to see 
A lady so richly clad as she. 
Beautiful exceedingly ! 

And you remember how Christabel* 
after mat 

'* Her gentle limbs did she undress* 
And lay down in her loveliness, 
• • • • • 

On her elbow did recline 

To look at the Lady Geraldine.'* 

And how* when the Witch unbound 

her cincture* 

" Her silken robe and inner vest 

Dropt to her feet, and full in view. 

Behold 1 her-hoiom and half her tide, 

A tight to dream of, not to tell/ 

O shield her 1 shield sweet Christabel ! " 



These few words signify some unima- 
ginable horror — and never did genius, 
not even Shakspeare*s* so give to one 
of its creations, by dim revelatioii 
mysteriously diffused* a fearful beings 
that all at once is present <' beyond 
the reaches of our souls** — something 
fiendish in what is most fair, and blast- 
ing in what is most beautiful. 

Powerful as Prospero was Cole- 
ridge ; but what kind of a wand is 
waved by Mr Tupper ? 
'* Thickly curls a poisonous smoke. 
And terrible shapes with evil names 
Are leaping around in a circle of flames. 
And the tost air whirls, storm-driven. 
And the rent earth quakes, charm-riven, — 
And-— ar^ thou not afraid ?** 

Previous to these apparitions* the 
wolf has been hunting, the raven 
croaking* the owl screeclung, the dock 
of course tolling twelve* 

*' And to her cauldron hath hurried the 

witch. 
And aroused the deep bay of the mastiff 

bitch ;" 

The moon is gibbous* and looks 
** like an eye-ball of sorrow*** and yet 
is called *< sun of the night**' — ^most 
perversely — and oh I how unlike the 
sure inspiration of Coleridge ! While* 
with the " Sun of the^Night** shining, 
Geraldine is absurdly said to be — 

** Fwr truant — like an angel of light. 
Hiding from heaven in dark midnight." 

One touch of the Poet's would have 
shown the scene in all the power of 
midnight* by such an accumulation of 
ineffective and contradictory imagery 
thus utterly destroyed . S. T. C. made 
the Witch dreadful— M. F. T. makes 
her disgusting. 

" All dauntless stands the maid 
In mystical robe array 'd, 
And still with flashing eyes 
She dares the sorrowful skies. 
And to the moon, like one possest. 

Hath shown— O dread ! that face so fair 
Should smile above so shrunk a breast. 

Haggard and brown, as hangeth there — 
O evil sight I— -wrinkled and old. 
The dug of a witch, and clammy cold,— 
Where in warm beauty's rarest mould 
Is fashioned al! the rest*' 
* • • • • 

** Muttering wildly through her set teeth, 
8he seeketh and stirrcth the demons be- 
neath." 

Why — were not already ** terrible 
shapes with evil names leaping around 
a circle of flames ? *' But 
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<* Now one nearer than others is heard 
Flapping this way, as a huge sea<bird. 
Or liker the dark>dwelling raTenons shark 
Cleaving through the waters dark." 

Of her or him we hear no more — 
and it is well — but who that ever saw 
a shark in the sea would say that his 
style of motion was like that of a huge 
sea-bird flapping its wings? Geral- 
dine feels " the spell hath power/* 
and 

" fier month grows wide, and her face 

falls in. 
And her beautiful brow becomes flat and 

thin, 
And sulphur CUB flashes blear and siuge 
That sweetest of eyes with its delicate 

fringe. 
Till, all iu loveliness blasted and dead, 
The eye of a snake blinks deep in her 

head; 
For raven locks flowing loose and long 
Bristles a red mane, sflflT and strong, 
And sea-green scales are beginning to 

speck 
Her shrunken breasts, and lengthening 

neck; 
The white round arms are sunk in her 

sides, — 
As when in chrysalis canoe 
A may-fly down the river glides, 

Struggling for life and liberty too, — 
Her body convulsively twists and twirls, 
This way and that it bows and curls. 
And now her soft limbs melt into one 
Strangely and horribly tapering down. 
Till on the burnt grass dimly is seen 
A serpent-monster, scaly and green. 
Horror ! — can this be Geraldine ?** 



You remember the dream of Bracy 
the Bard in Christabel — told by him- 
self to Sir Leoline ? 

" In my sleep I saw that dove, 
That gentle bird, whom thou dost lovf , 
And cslb*t by diy own daughter's name- 
Sir Leoline ! I saw the same 
Fluttering, and uttering fearful moan ' 
Among the green herbs in the forest alone. 
Which when I saw and when I heard, 
I wondered what migh( ail the bird ; 
For nothing near it I oould see. 
Save the grass and green herbs underneath 

the old Tree. 
And in my dream methought I went 
To search out what might there be found ; 
And what the sweet bird's trouble meant 
That thus Uy fluttering on the ground. 
I went and heard, and could descry 
No cauie for her distressful cry ; 
But yet for her dear Lady*s sake 
I Ktooped, methought, the dove to talie. 
When lo ! I saw a bright green snake 
Coiled around its wings and neck, 
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Green as the herbs on which it couched. 
Close by the dove's its head it crouched ; 
And with the dove it heaves and stirs, 
Swelling its neck as she swelled hers 1 
I woke ; it was the midnight hour. 
The clock was echoing in the tower ; 
But though my slumber was gone by. 
This dream it would not pass away— 
It seems to live upon my eye ! 
And thence I vowed this self-same day. 
With music strong and saintly song 
To wander through the forest lone. 
Lest aught' unholy loiter there." 

How beautiful the picture! The 
expression how perfect! How full 
of meaning the dream ! Mr Tupper 
does not know it was a dream of love 
in fear; and interpreting it literally, 
transforms Geraldine into a « bright 
green snake ! ** and such a snake ! 

The '' dragon-mdd '* coils herself 
round the ** old oak stump/* splitting 
it to the hearty which, it seems, is 
hollow and black — and after a while 

<* The hour is fled, the spell hath sped ; 
And heavily dropping down as dead» 
AU in her own beauty drest. 
Brightest, softest, loveliest. 
Fair faint Geraldine lies on the ground. 
Moaning sadly ; 
And forth from the oak 
In a whirl of thick smoke 

Grinning gladly. 
Leaps with a hideous howl at a bound 
A tquat black dwarf of visage ffrintf 
With emtchet beside each twisted limb 
Half hidden in many a fame-coloured ragy 
It is Ryxa the Hag 1" 

Ryxa the hag is the Witch's mother 
— ^by whom the deponent saith not — 
and undertakes to clothe her with all 
beauty — ^in the shape of Geraldine — 
that she may win the love of the Lady 
Christabel's betrothed knight, and en- 
joy his embraces — only that 
" Still thy bosom and half thy side 
Most shrivel and sink at eventide. 
And still, as every Sabbath breaks. 
Thy large dark eyes must blink as a snake's. " 

She tells her» too, to beware of the 
hymning of the Holy Bard — * 

For that the power of hymn and harp 
Thine innermost being shall wither and 

warp. 
And the same hour they touch thine ears, 
A serpent thou art for a thousand years." 

Such is Canto Third, and it ex- 
plains—as we understand it — what 
occurred immediately before the meet- 
ing of Christabel and the Witch be- 
neath the oak, as described in the 
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First Oanio by Colmdg%. But haw 
the Dragon liuid wis §6 beautifiil be* 
fore ber mother endowed her with tite 
borrowed mein of Greraldme, we do 
not know; nor are we let into the 
secret of the cause of her hatred of 
Christabel in particular^ more than of 
any other lovely Christian lady with 
a Christian lover, of whom there must 
have been many at that day among 
the Lakes. The Canto seems to 
ud throughout to the last degree ab* 
surd. 

It pleased Coleridge to give to each 
of his two Cantos a conclusion — ^in a 
separate set of verses— and Mr Tup- 
por does the same — ^but oh I my eye, 
what verses ! He speaketh of hatred 
— or jealousy — or some infernal pas- 
sion or another, which, among other 
evil works, 

<* Floodeth the bosom with bitterest gall> 

It drowneth the young virtues all, 

And the sweet mill^ of the heart's own 

fountain, 
Choked and crushed by a heavy mountain. 
All curdled, and harden'd, and blackened, 

doth shrink 
Into the Sepia's stone-bound ink 1 1 " fitc 

Think of these lines as Coleridge*s, 

" The creature of the God-like fore- 
head I " 

Part Fourth beginneth thus — 

'* The eye of day hath opened grey, 

And tile gallant buu 
Hath trick'U his beams by Rydal's streams, 

And waveless Coniston; 
From Langdale Pikss his glory strikfli, 

From heath and giant hill. 
From many a tairn, and stons-buUt caim^ 

And many a mountain rill : 
Helvellyn bares his forehead black, 
And Eagle- crag, and Saddleback, 
And Skiddaw hails the dawning day. 
And rolls his robe of clouds away." 

Mr Tupper knows i^othing of the 
localities — and should have consult^ 
Green's Guide before sitting down to 
" continue " Christabel. Coniston has 
no connexion with Rydal's streams, 
nor have they any oonnexion with Sir 
Leoline*s Castle in Langdale — much 
less has Helvellyn — and least of all 
have Saddleback and Skiddaw. No 
doubt the ** eye of day" saw them all, 
and many a place beside; but this 
slobbering sort of work is neither 
poetry nor painting — ^mere words. 

A stranger knignt with a noble re- 
tinue arrives at &e Castle gate, and 



'Meapi ^M «Mat,''-««ii unMial feat. 
And who is he ? Amador, '^ a found, 
ling youth,** who having been exposed 
in infancy '* beneath the tottering 
Bowther>6tone>" and picked up hy Sir 
Leoline, in due course of time fell in 
love with Christabel, and, on disco- 
very of their mutual affection, had 
been ordered by the wrathful Baron 
away to the Holy Land, not to return 
<* Till name and fame and fortmie are hit.'* 

The progress of the lovesof the *^ hand- 
some (!) youth and the beauteous maid*' 
is described circumstantially'^and wa 
are told that, when climbing the moun- 
tidns together, they did not 

« guess that the strange joy they feel 
The rapture making their hearts reel. 
Springs from aught eUe than — sw«e| 

Graasmere, 
Or hill and valley far and near, 
Or Derwent*s banks, and glassy tide, 
Lowdore and hawthom'd Ambleside.** 

Such simplicity is rare, even now-a« 
days, in young people on whom •* life's 
noon is blazing bright and fair.** But 
so it was, Mr Tupper assures us in 
lines that will bear comparison with 
any thing of the kind in any lapguage. 

<* Thus they grew up in each other. 

Till to ripened youth 
They had grovn up fior each other ; 

Yet, to say but sootb. 
She had not lov*d him, as etfaer 

Thaa a sister doth. 
And he to her was but a brother, 

With a brother's troth : 
But selfish craft, that slept so long, 
And, if wrong were, had done the Yitmg, 
Now, just awake, with dull surprise 

Read the strange truth, 
And from their own tecunag eyst 

Condemned them both, ■ 
That they, who <mly for eaoh othsr 

Gladly drew their daily breath, 
Now must curb, and check, and imethT 

Through all life, love strong as death ; 
» While the dear hope they just havs leamilo 
prize, 

And fondly dierish. 
The hope that in their hearts df ep-rooted 
lies, 

Mu6t pine and perish : 
For the alow prudence of the worldly vise 
In cruel coldness atill deniea 
The foundling youth to woo and win 
The heiress daugliter of Leoline. *' 

To part them was as hard as to bid 
'* The broad oak stump, at it ttamd$ om tk* 

farm. 
Be rent asunder by strength of snn i ** 
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the wrench as severe as that needed 

*' To drag the magnet from the pole, 

To chain the freedom of the soul, 

To freeie in ioe desires that boil, 

To root the mandrake from the soil," &o. 

But Amador> after ten years* absence 
— so Cbristabel was no girl — now re- 
turned *' with name and fame andybr- 
/fine" — for 

** The Uon-King, with his own right hand, 
Had dubbed him Knight of Holy Land, 
The crescent waned where'er he came, 
And Christendom rang with his fame. 
And Saladin trenhUd at the name 
Of Amador de Ramothaim 1 *' 

Haying leapt the moat« and flung him- 
self from his horse^ 

'< lo the hall 
Ht met her ! — but how pais and wan !— . 
He started back, at the upon 

His neck would faU ; 
He started baek,— for by her side 
(O blessed Tision I) he espied 

A thing divine,^^ 
Poor Cbristabel was lean and white. 
But oh, how soft, and fair, and bright, 

Was Geraldine ! 
Fairer and brighter, as he gazes 
All celestial beauty biases 

From thoee glorious eyes, 
And Amador no more osn brook 
The jealous sir and peerish look 

That in the other lies !" 
This is rather sudden^ and takes the 
reader aback — for though poor Cbris- 
tabel bad bad a strange night of it, she 
was a lovely creature the day before* 
and could not have grown so very 
<' lean and white*' in so short a time. 
Only think of her looking '^ peevish** i 

But— 
** A trampling of hoofs at the eulUee-pert, 
A hundred horse in the eastle eourl 1 
From border wastes a weary way, 

Tlirough Halsgartk wood and Knorffeii 
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A mingled numerous array. 

On panting palfreys blsek and grey. 

With fosm an4 nmd bespattered o'er. 
Hastily cross the flooded Irt, 
And rich Waswater's beauty skirt, 
And Sparkling- Tairn, and rough Seathr 

woite. 
And now that day is dropping late. 
Have passed the drawbridge and the gate." 
Here again Mr Tupper shows, some^ 
wbat ludicrously, hb unacquaintanca 
with the Lake-Land, and makips Sir 
Roland perform a most drcuiious 
journey. 
You know that Sir Leoline and Sir 



Kelasd hai bemftiida in youth, and 
cannot have fbrgotten Goiaridg«*s ttz- 

quisite description of their quarvd and 
estrangement. He would nave paint- 
ed their recoueiliation in a few lines of 
light But attend to Tupper — and 
remember the parties are, each of 
tbem, bordering, by his account, oi) 
fourscore. 

* Like aspens tall beside the brook. 
The sulwarth warriors stood and shook. 
And each advancing feared to look 

Into the other's eye ; 
'Tis fifty years ago to-day 
Since in disdain and passion they 
Had flung esch other's love away 

With words of bsult high ; 
How had they long'd and pray'd to meet ! 
But memories cling ; and pride is sweet ; 
And — which could be the first to greet 

The haply seomful other ? 
What if De Vaux were haughty still, — 
Or Leoline's unbridled will 
Consented not his rankling ill 

In charity to smother ? 

** Their knees give way, thtir faces are pale. 
And loudly beneath the corslets of mail. 
Their aged hearts in generous heat 
Almost to bursting boil and beat ; 
The white lips quiver, the pulses throb. 
They stifle snd swallow the rising sob,*— 
And there they stand, faint and unmanned. 
As each holds forth his bsre right hand 1 
Yes, the mail-clad warriors tremble, 
All unable to dissemble 
Penitence and love confest, 
As within each schiog breast 
The flood of affection grows deeper and 

strongsr 
Till they can refrain no longer. 
But with, — ' Oh, my longt-lost brother I ' 
To their hearts they clasp each other. 
Vowing in the face of heaven 
All forgotten and forgiven ! 

<* Then, the full luxury of grief 
That brings the smothered eoul relief, 
Within them both so fiercely rushed 
That from their vaoquish'd eyes out-gushed 
A tide of tears, as pure and deep 
As children, yea as cherubs weep !" 
Sir Roland tells Sir Leoline, that 
his datigbter Geraldine could not help 
being amused with Bard Bracy's tale 
that she was in Langdale, seeing 
that she was sitting at home in her 
own latticed bower ; but the false one 
imposes on the old gentleman with a 
pleasant story, and, raani&st impostor 
and liar though she be# they taJU her 
.—do not start from yonr aHj^w^for 
the Virgin Mary! 
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'< Her be&Qty hath conqaerM : a tunny mtile 

Laughs into goodDwa her teeming gidle* 

Aye, was the not in mercy sent 

To heal the friendships pride had rent ? 

Is she not here a blessed taint 

To work all good by subtle feint ? 

Yea, art thou not, mysterious dame, 

Our Lady of Furness ? — the same* the same! 

O holy one, we know thee now, 

O gracious one, before thee bow, 

Help us, Mary, hallowed one, 

Bless us, for thy wondrous Son **— 

At that word> the spell is half-bro- 
ken* and the dotards^ who had been 
kneeling, rise np ; the Witch gives a 
slight hiss, but instantly recovers her 
gentleness and her beauty, and both 
fall in love with her, like the elders 
with Susanna. 

•* Wonder-stricken were they then. 
And full of love, those ancient men. 
Full-fired with guilty love, as when 

In times of old 
To young Susanna'ajfaimess knelt 
Those elders twain, and foully felt 
The lava- streams of passion melt 
Their bosoms cold." 

They walk off as jealous as March 
bares, and Amador, a more fitting 
wooer, supplies their place. 
His head is cushioned on her breast, 

Her dark eyes shed love on his. 
And his changing cheek it prett 

By her hot and thrilling kiss. 
While again from her moist Kps 
The honeydew of joy he tips. 
And views, with rising transport warm, 
Her half-unveil'd bo witching form.** 

At this critical juncture Christabel 
comes gliding ghost-like up to bim-^ 
aiid Amador, most unaccountably 
stung — 

— " Stung with remorse. 

Hath drop*t at her feet as a clay-cold corse ;** 
she raises him up and kbses him — Ger- 
aldine, with " an involuntary biss and 
snake-like stare," gnashes her teeth 
on the loving pair. Bard Bracv plays 
on his triple-stringed Welsh harp a 
holy hymn — Geraldine is convulsed, 
grows lank and lean— 

** The spell is dead — the charm is o*er. 
Writhing and circling on the floor, 
While she curl'd in pain, and then was 
seen no more.** 

Next day at noon Amador and 
Christabel are wed — the spirit of the 
bride*8 mother descending from heaven 
to bless the nuptials — the bridegroom 
IS declared by ner to be Sir Rowland*8 



[Dec. 



'* The spirit said, and all in light 
Melted away that vision bright ; 
My tsle is told.*' 

Such is Geraldine, a Sequel to Cole- 
ridge's Christabel! It is, indeed, a 
most shocking likeness— call it ra- 
ther a horrid caricature. Coleridge's 
Christabel, in any circumstances be- 
neath the sun, moon, and stars, " lean 
and white, and peevish"!! — a most 
impious libel. Coleridgfe*8 Geraldine 
•* like a lady from a far countree " — 
with that dreadful bosom and side- 
stain still the most beautiful of all the 
witches — and in her mysterious wick- 
edness powerfuL by the inscrutable 
secret of some demon-spell over the 
best of human innocence — ^the dragon- 
daughter of an old red-raged hag, 
hobbling on wooden crutches ! Where 
18 our own f Coleridge*s bold Eng- 
lish Barons, stiff in their green eld as 
oaks. Sir Leoline and Sir Roland, 
with rheumy eyes, slavering lips, and 
tottering knees, shamelessly wooing 
the same witch in each otherspresence, 
with all the impotence of the last stage 
of dotage 1 

" She had dreams all yesternigl^t 

Of her own betrothed knight ; 

And she in the midnight wood will pray 

For the weal of her lover that's far away I " 

That is all we hear of him from Cole- 
ridge — Mr .Tupper brings before ns 
the ** handsome youth " (yes ! he calls 
him so), with 

** a goodly shield. 
Three wild-boars or, on an azure field. 
While scallop-shells on an argent fess 
Proclaim him a pilgrim and knight no 

Enchased in gold on his helmet of tteel 
A deer-hound stands on the high-plumed 

And thus eqmpped — ^booted and spur- 
red — armed cap-a-pie — he leaps the 
moat — contrary to all the courtesies 
of chivalry — and, rushing up to the 
lady, who had been praying for him 
for ten years (ten is too many), he 
turns on his heel as if he had stumbled 
by mistake on an elderly vinegar- vi- 
saged chambermaid, and makes fii- 
rious love before her face to the lady 
on whose arm she is fainting ;^and this 
is in the spirit of— Coleridge I It won't 
do to say Amador is under a spell. No 
such spell can be tolerated — and so far 
fh>m bdng moved with pity for Ama- 
dor as infatuated, we feel assured, 
that there is not one Quaker in Ken- 
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dal» who, on witnessing snch brutality, 
would not lend a foot to kick him down 
8tairs> and a hand to fling him into 
the moat among the barbels. 

As for the dicUon» it is equally des- 
titute of grace and power — and not 
only without any colouring of beauty, 
but all blotch and varnish, laid on 
as with a shoe-brush. All sorts of 
images and figures of speech crawl 
over the surface of the Sequel, each 
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shifting for itself, like certain animal- 
culae set a-racing on a hot-plate by a 
flaxen- headed cowboy; and though 
there are some hundreds of them, not 
one is the property of Mr Tupper, but 
liable to be claimed by every versifier 
from Cockaigne to Cape Wrath. 

Let us turn, then, to his ambitious 
and elaborate address to Imagination, 
and see if it conspicuously eiddbit the 
qualities of the poetical character. 



*< Thoa fair enchantress of my willing heart. 

Who charmest it to deep and dreamy tlamber, 

Gilding mine evening cloadi of reverie,-— 

Thou lovely Siren, who, with still small voice 

Most softly musical, dost lure me on 

O'er the wide sea of indistinct idea^ 

Or quaking sands of untried theory, 

Or ridgy shoals of fixt experiment 

That wind a dubious pathway through the deep,— 

Imagination, I am thine own child : 

Have I not often sat with thee retired, 

Alone yet not alone, though grave most glad. 

All silent outwardly, but loud within. 

As from the distant hum of many waters, 

Weaving the tissue of some delicate thought. 

And hushing every breath that might have rent 

Our web of gossamer, so finely spun ? 

Have I not often listed thy sweet song, 

( While in vague echoes and iEoIian notes 

The chambers of my heart have answered it). 

With eye as bright in joy, and fluttering pulse, 

As the coy village maiden's, when her lover 

Whispers hit hopa to her delighted ear ?** 



Imagination is here hailed first as a 
** fair enchantress," then as a ** lovely 
siren,** and then as the poet*s mother 
— " I am thine own child.** In the 
next paragraph — not quoted — she is 
called << angelic vbitant;** again he 
says, *' me thy son ;'* inmiediately af- 
ter, ''indulgent lover, I am all thine 
own ; ** and then — 

" Imagination, art thou not my friend. 
In crowds and solitude, my comrade dear, 
Srother and sister, mine own other telf, 
The Hector to my $ouVi Andromache f " 
These last lines are prodigious non- 
sense ; and we could not have believed 
it possible so to burlesque the most 
touching passage in all Homer. Nor 
can wo help thinking the image of 
Martin Farquhar Tupper, Esq., M. A., 
author of "Proverbial Philosophy** — 
With eye as bright in joy, and fluttering 

pulse, 
Ai th€ coy viUage maiden*$ '* — 

rather ridiculous — ^with Imagination 
sitting by his side, and whispering soft 
nothings into his ear. 



" With still small voice*' is too hal- 
lowed an expression to be properly 
applied to a ** lovely siren ; ** nor is it 
the part of a siren to lure poets on 

" O'er the wide sea of indistinct idea. 
Or quaking sands of untried theory, 
Or ridgy shoals of fixt experiment. 
That wind a dubious pathway through the 

deep." 
We do not believe that these lines have 
any real meaning ; and then they were 
manifestly suggested by two mighty 
ones of Wordsworth — 
" The intellectual power through words 

and things 
Went sounding on its dim and perilous 

way." 
Imagmation is then *' Triumphant 
Beauty, bright Intelligence,** and 
'* The chastened fire of extacy suppressed 
Beams from her eye," 
which is all true ; but why thus beams 
her eye ? 

** Because thy secret heart, 
Zihe that strange lights burning yet vncon* 

sumed, 
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Is all on flamet a censer filled with odours, 
And to my mind, who feel thy fearfnl 

power, 
Suggesting passive terrors and delights, 
A slumbering TOlcano," &c 

Here the heart of Imagination is-^if 
we rightly understand it — the burning 
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bush spoken of in the Old Testament 
—a censer filled with odours—and a 
slumbering Yolcano I That is not 
poetry. But bere eomes to us an as- 
tounding personification— which we 
leave, without critioismi to be admired 
— ^if you choose. 



« Thy da^k cheek, 
Warm and transparent, by its half-formed dimple 
Reveals an wider- world of wondrous things 
Ripe in their richness, — as among the bays 
Of blest Bermuda, through the sapphire deep, 
Ruddy and white, fantastically branch 
The coral groves : thy broad and sunny brow, 
Made fertile by the genial smile of heaven. 
Shoots up an hundred fold the glorious crop 
Of arabesque ideas ; forth from thy curls 
Half hidden in their black loxurianee 
The twining sister-graces lightly spring, 
The Muses, and the Passions, and Young Love, 
Tritons and Naiads, Pegasus, and Sphinx^ 
Atlas, Briareus, Phieton, and Cyclops, 
Centaurs, and shapes uncouth, and wild eoneeits : 
And in the midst biases the star of mind, 
Illumining the classic portico 
That leads to the high dome where Leaning sits t 
On either side of that broad sunny brow 
Flame-coloured pinions, streaked with gold and Uue^ 
Burst from the teeming brain ; while under them 
The forked lightning, and the cloud-robed thunder. 
And fearful shadows, and unhallowed eyes, 
And strange foreboding forms ef terrible things 
Lurk in the midnight of thy raven locks**' 



Here and there we meet with a 
rather goodish line — as for example — 

" Thou hAst wreathed me smiles, 
And hung them on a statute's marble lips,*' 

And agaih— 
** East made earth's dullest pebMeS bright 
like gems." 
And still better, p^i-hAps— 
<* Hast lengthened out my nights with life- 
long dreams.*' 
We are willing, but scarcely able, 
to be pleased with the following image : 
** First feelings, and young hopes, and 

better aims, 
And sensibilities of delicate sort. 
Like timorous mimosas, which the breath. 
The cold and cautious breath of daily life, 
Hath not, as yet, had power to blight or 

kill, 
From my heart's garden ; for they stood 
x^etired, 



Screened from the north by groves of 
rooted thoiighu/' 

You admire it ? — then probably you 
will admire this too — 

" go, too, the memory of departed joy. 
Walking in black with sprinkled tears of 

pearl, 
Passes before the mind with look leas 

stem. 
And foot more lightened, when thine in^ 

ward power, 
Most gentle friend, upon the clouded face 
Sheds the fair light of better joy to come. 
And throws round Grief the axure scarf of 

Hope." 

How far better had that thought 
been, if expressed in simplest lan- 
guage, and without any figtffe at aH i 

The luTocation ends thuB>— • 



'* As the wild chamois bounds fW>m rock to rock. 
Oft on the granite steeples nicely poised, 
Unconscious that the cliff from which he hangs 
Was once a ^ery sea of molten stone. 
Shot Yip ten thousand feet and crystalliied 
When earth w&s labouring with her kraken brood ; 
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So bftve I iped with thfee, my bright^eyed lotei 
Imagination, OTer pathless wilds, 
Bounding from thought to thought unmindful of 
The fever of my soul that shot them up 
And made a ready footing for my speed, 
As like the whirlwind I hare flown along 
Winged with ecstatic mind, and carried aWay, 
Like Ganymede of old, o'er doudcapt Ida, 
Or Alps, or Andes, or the ice-bound shores 
Of Arctic or Antarctic» — stolen from earth 
Her sister-planets and the twinkling eyes 
That watch her from afar, to the pure seat 
Of rarest Matter s last created world, 
And briUiaht halls of self-existing Light." 
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We cslll that tad. . Like ^ cha- 
mois —like a whirlwind — like Gany- 
mede I Shew ii& a flight— without 
telling us What it Is like — and leave 
us to judgfe for oui^elves whether or 
no toil are a poet and can fly. 

Does Imagination inspire ** The 
Song ofan Alpine Elf r The Alpine 
Elf sings — 

*' My summer's home is the cataract's 

foam, 
As it floats in a frothing heap ; 
My winter's rest is the weasel's nest. 
Or deep with the mole I sleep.'' 

We daresay there are moles and wea- 
sels among the Alps, but one does 
not think of them there ; and had Mr 
Tupper ever taken up a weasel by 
the tai]> between his finger and thumbs 
he would not> we are persuaded, have 
conceived it possible that any Elf, ac- 
customed to live during summer in 
the froth of a cataract, could have 
been ** so far left to himself" as to 
have sought winter lodgings with an 
animal of such an intolerable stink. 
And what are the Alpine Elf *b pur- 
suits ? 

" I ride for a freak on the lightning streak, 
And mingle among the doud, 
My swarthy form with the thunder* storm, 
Wrapp'd in its sable shroud.** 

A very small thunder storm indeed 
would suflice to wrap his Elf- ship in 
its sable shroud ; but is he not too 
magniloquent for a chum of the mole 
and the weasel ? What would be the 
astonishment of the mole to see his 
bed-fellow as follows— 

'* Often I kumeh the huge avalanche^ 
And make it my milk-white sledge. 
When unappalled to the Grindlewald 
I slide from the Shrikehom's «dge." 

By his own account he cannot be 
much more than a span long — and we 
are sceptical as to his ability to lantuA 



an avalanche, though we Are awdl-e 
that avalanches hold their places by 
a precarious tenure. However, the 
sight of so minute a gentleman sliding 
unappalled on a huge avalanche from 
the Grindlewald to the Sbrikeborn's 
edge, would be of itself worth a jour- 
ney to Switzerland. But what a cruel 
little wretch it is I not satisfied with 
pushing the ibex over the precipice, 
he does not scruple to avow> 
** That my greatest joy is to Iupb and decoy 
To the chasm's Slippery brink, 
The hunter bold^ when he*s tctary and oid, 
And there let him suddenly sink 
A thousand feet — dead ! — he dropped like 

lead. 
Ha ! he couldn't leap like me ; 
With broken back, as a felon on the rack, 
He hangs on a split pine tree." 
Why shove only the old hunter over 
the chasm? 'Twould be far better 
sport, one woldd think, to an Alpine 
elf, to precipitate the young bride- 
groom. *' Ha! he couldhi leap like 
me,** is a fine touch of egotism and 
insult — and how natural ! 
** And there mid his bonesj that echoed 
with groans^ 

I make me a nest of his hair ; 
The ribs dry and white rattle loud as in 
spite. 

When I rock in my cradle there : 
Hurrah, hurrah> and ha, ha, ha I 

I'm in a merry mood, 
For I'm all alone in my palace of bone» 
That's tapestried fair with the old knan^s 
hair. 

And dappled with clots of blood.** 
At what season of the year? Du- 
ring summer bis home is in a *» fVoth- 
ing heat;" during winter he sleeps 
with the weasel or moudy^warp. It 
must be in spring or autumn thtt he 
makes his nest in a dead man*8 hair. 
How imaginative I 

Turn we now to a reality, and see 
how Mr Ttipper; who likened himself 
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to a chamois^ deals with a chamois* 
hunter. He describes one scaling^ 
" Catton*s battlement" before the peep 
of day* and now at its summit. 

** Over ihe top, as he knew well. 
Beyond the glacier In the dell 
A herd of chamois slept ; . 
80 down the other dreary side, 

With eavtUms step, or carelest tlide * 
He binrndedf or he crept,** 

** And now he scans the chasmed ice ; 
He stoops to leap, and in a trice 

His foot hath slipp*d, — O heaven ! 
He hath leapt in, and down he falls 
Between those blue tremendous walls. 

Standing asunder riven. 

** But quick his clutching nervous grasp 
Contrives a jutting crag to clasp. 

And thus he hangs in air ;— i 
O moment of exulting bliss I 
Yet hope so nearly hopeless is 

Twin-brother to despair. 

** He look'd beneath, — a horrible dooml 
Some thousand yards of deepening gloom. 

Where he must drop to die ! 

He look*d above, and many a rood 

. Upright the froxen ramparts stood 

Around a speck of sky. 

'* Fifteen long dreadful hours he hung, 
And often by strong breeies swung 

His fainting body twists. 
Scarce can he cling one moment more, 
His half-dead hands are ice, and sore 

His burning bursting wrists. 

" His head grows dizxy, — ^he must drop. 
He half resolves, — but stop, O stop, 

Hold on to the last spasm. 
Never in life give up your hope,-* 
Behold, behold a friendly rope 

Is dropping down the chasm ! 



" They call thee, Pierre, — see, see them 

here. 
Thy gathered neighbours far and near. 

Be cool, man, hold on fast : 
And so from out that terrible place. 
With death's pale paint upon his face 

They drew him up at last. 

" And he came home an altered man. 
For many harrowing terrors ran 

Through his poor heart that day ; 
He thought how all through life, though 

young, 
Upon a thread, a hair, he hung, 

Over a gulf midway : 



[Dec. 



'* He thought what fear it were to fall 
Into the pit that swallows all, 

Unwing'd with hope and love ; 
And when the succour came at last, 
O then he learnt how firm and fast 

Was his best Friend above.** 

That is much better than anv things 
yet quoted, and cannot be read with- 
out a certain painful interest. But 
the composition is very poor. 
'* O heaven I 

He hath leapt in !** 
Well — ^what then ? '* and down he 
falls r Indeed! Wo do not object to 
*< between those blue tremendous 
walls," but why tell us they were 
" standing asunder riven ?** We knew 
he had been on the edge of the 
" chasmed ice." " O moment of ex- 
ulting bliss !" No — ^no — ^no. " Many 
a rood" — perpendicular altitude is 
never measured by roods nor yet by 
perches. Satan ** lay floating many a 
rood" — but no mention of roods when 
*« his stature reached the sky." ** His 
head grows dizzy**— ave that it did 
long before the fifteen hours had ex- 
pir^. ** But stop, O stop*' is, we 
fear, laughable — ^yet we do not laugh 
— for 'tis no laughing matter — and 
** never in life give up your hope" is 
at so very particular a juncture too 
general an injunction. ** Be cool, 
man, hold on fast** is a leetle too much, 
addressed to poor Pierre, whose ''half 
dead hands were ice,*' and who had 
been hanging on by them for fifteen 
hours. 

" And so from out that terrible place, 
With death's pale paint upon his face. 
They drew him up at last" — 

is either very good or very bad^and 
we refer it to Wordsworth. The con- 
cluding stanzas are tame in the ex- 
treme; 

** For nmny harrowing terrors ran 
Through his poor heart that day 1*' 

We can easily believe it ; but never 
after such a rescue was there so feeble 
an expression from poet*s heart of re* 
ligious gratitude in the soul of a sin- 
ner saved. 

The " African Desert'* and '• The 
Suttees" look like Oxford Unprized 
Poems. The Caravan, after sunbring 
the deceit of the mirage, a-dost an 
aware of a well. 



*< Hope smiles again, as with instinctive haste 
The panting camels rush along the waste, 
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And tnuff the gratefnl breese, that sweeping by 
Wafts its cool fragrance through the cloudless sliy. 
Swi/l as the steed that feels the slacken'd rein 
And flies impetuous o*er the sounding plain. 
Eager as, bursting from an Alpine source. 
The winter torrent in its headlong course, 
Still hasting on, the wearied band behold 
«— The green oase, an emerald couch'd in gold ! 
And now the curving rivulet they descry. 
That bow of hope upon a stormy sky, 
Now ranging its luxuriant banks of green 
In silent rapture gaze upon the scene : 
His graceful arms the palm was waving there 
Caught in the tall acacia's tangled hair. 
While in festoons across his branches slung 
The gay kossom its scarlet tassels hung ; 
The flowering colooynth had studded round 
Jewels of promise o*er the joyfbl ground. 
And where the smile of day burst on the stream, 
• The trembling waters gUtter'd in the beam." 
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There is no tHnt here— our palate 
grows not drj as we read. What 
passion is there in saying that the 
camels rushed along the wa8te> 

" Swift as the steed that feels the slack- 
ened rein/* 
And flies impetuous o'er the sounding 

pkin?" 
"Not a bit." And still worse is 
« Eager as bursting from an Alpine source 
The winter torrent in its headlong course ;" 

for there should have been no allusion 
to water any where else but there; 
the groan and the cry was for water to 
drink ; and had Mr Tixp^er felt for the 
cararan, men and beasts, no other 
water would he have seen in his ima- 
gination — ^it would have been impos* 
sible for him to have thought of liken- 
ing the cavalcade to Alpine sources 
and winter torrents — he would have 
huddled it all headlong, prone, or on 
its hands, hoofs, and knees, into the 
water of salvation . ** The green oase, 
an emerald couched infold/ 1 " Water I 
Water 1 Water ! and there it is I 

" That bow of hope upon a stormy iky ! ! !'* 

They are on its hanks— and 

« In rilent rapture gaze upon the scene S 1 1" 

And then he absolutely pamts it! 
not in water colours — but in chalks. 
GraceM arms of palms — ^tangled haur 
of acacias-scarlet tassels of kossoms in 
festoons— and the jewels of promise of 
the flowering colocynth I ! ! 

Stammering or stuttering, certainly 
is an unpleasant defect— or weakness 
in the power of articulation or speech^ 
and we don't believe that Dr Browster 

TOL« xuy. No« ccLuym. 



could much mend it ; but some of the 
most agreeable men we know labour 
under it, and we suspect owe to it no 
inconsiderable part of their power in 
conversation. People listen to Uieir 
impeded prosing more courteously^ 
and more attentively, than to the prate 
of those *' whose sweet course b not 
hindered ;" and thus encouraged, they 
grow more and more loquacious in their 
vivacity, tiU they fairly take the lead 
in argument or anecdote, and are the 
delight and instruction of the evening, 
as it may hap, in literature, philoso- 
phy, or politics.. Then, a scandalous 
story, stuttered or stammered, is irre- 
sistible—every point tells— and blunt 
indeed, as the head of a pin, must be 
that repartee that extricates not Itself 
with a jerk from the tongue-tied, sharp 
as the point of a needle. 

We beg to assure Mr Tupper, that 
his sympathy with the " Stammerer," 
would extort from the lips of the 
most swave of that fortunate class, 
who, it must be allowed, are occasion- 
ally rather irritable, clu^teristic ex- 
pressions of contempt ; and that so far 
from thinking their peculiarity any 
impediment, except merely in speech, 
they pride themselves, as well as Uiey 
may» from experience, on the advantage 
it gives them in a colloquy, over the 
glib. If to carry its pomt at last be 
the end of eloquence, they are not only 
the most eloquent, but the only elo- 
quent of men. No stammerer was ever 
beaten in argument— his opponents 
always are glad to give m — and often, 
after they have given in, and suppose 
their submission has been accepted, 
they find the contrary of all that from a 
9h 
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dig on the side, that drives the breath 
out of their body> and keeps them 
speechless for the rest of the night, 
while the stream of conversationy if it 
may be called so, keeps issuing in jets 
and jerks, from the same inexhaustible 
source, pausing but to bccooie more 
potent, and deiiveriiig, per hmir, we 
fear to say how many imperial gallons 
into the reservoir. 

Therefore, we cannot but smile at 
** the Stammerer's Com^tiit**— -as 

Sut into his lips by Mr Tupper. Ha 
( made to ask us— 
'* Hast ever seen an eagle chained to esrtb? 
A restless panther to his cage hmmirM ? 
A swift trout by the wily fisher check *d? 
A wild bird hopeless strain its broken 
wing?" 

We have ; but what is all such sights 
to the purpose ? An eagle chained 
cannot fly an inch^a panther in a cage 
can prowl none — a trout ** checked" — 
basketted, we presume — is as good as 
gutted — a bird winged is already dish- 
ed — but a stammerer, "still begin- 
ning, never ending,'* is in all his glory 
when he meets a consonant whom ho 
will not relinquish till he has conquer- 
ed him, and dragged him in captivity 
at the wheels of his chariot, 

** While tk« swift axles lundie as they 
roU.»* 

Mr Tnpper's Stammerer then is made 
to say, 

•' Hast ever felt, at the dark dead of night, 
Some undefined and horrid incubus 
Press down the rery soul, — and paralyse 
The limbs in their ima'gioary flight 
From shadowy terrors in unhallowed 
sleep?" 

We have 5 but what b all that to the 
purpose, unless it be to dissuade us 
firom supping on pork-chop ? Such op- 
pression on the stomach, and through 
It on all the vital powers, is the 
effect of indige^ion, and is horrible ; 
but the Stammerer undergoes no such 
rending of soul from body, in striving 
to give vent to his peculiar utterance 
—not he indeed — *tis all confined to 
his organs of speech — ^his agonies ai^ 
apparent not real — and he is conscious 
but of an enlivening emphasis that^ 
while all around him are drowsy, keeps 
him wide awake, and banishes Sleep 
to his native land of Nod. We our- 
selves have what is called an impedi- 
ment in our speech-^and do '< nuke 
wry faces," but we never thought of 
exdaioQiing to ourselves^ 
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^ Then tboa coast pietm«— aye, in sobef 

truth, 
in reali mi^uggwale^ tmtli,—— 
The constant, gafiing, festering chain that 

binds 
Captive my mtite interpreter of thought ; 
The seal of lead enstomped upon my lips. 
The load of iron on my labouring chest. 
The mocking demon, that at every step 
Haunts me,^and spmrs me on — to bunt 

in silence.'* 
Heaven preserve tis ! is the world so 
ill off" for woes — are they so scant^- 
that a Poet who indites blank verse to 
Imagination, can dream of none wor- 
thier his lamentations than the occa 
sional and not uufrequent inconve- 
niences that a gifted spirit experiences 
from a lack of fluency of word|^? 

'* I scarce would wonder, if a godless man, 
(I name not him whose hope is kaav«n- 

ward,) 
A man whom lying vanities kath ecatk'd 
And harden'd from all fear, — if each an ooe 
By this tyrannical Argus goaded on. 
Were to be wearied of his very Kfe, 
And daily, hourly foiled in social con^vrse. 
By the riow simmering of disappoHitwieBt, 
Become a sour'd and apathetic being, 
Were to feel rapture at the appreaeli of 

death, 
And long for his dark hopp, — aptin>a«- 

tion." 
What if he were dumb f 

Mr Tupper is a father — and some 
of his domestic verses are very pleas- 
ing—such as his sonnet to little Ellen, 
and his sonnet to little Mary ; but we 
prefer the stanzas entitled ** Chfldren,"* 
and quote them as an agreeable sample, 
premising that they would not have 
been the worse of some little tincture 
of imaginative feeling — ^for, expressive 
as they are of mere natural emotion, 
they cannot well be said to be poctiy. 
We object, too, to the sentiment of 
the close, for thousands of chihflen 
men are rich in the enjoyment of Rfe's 
best aleotiotts ; M»d mom of 4iK iy^ 
piest couples and the best wo have 
ever known, arc among those from 
whoa God has wkMeM IAm ^ ef 
ofiTspring. Let all good Chrbtian peo- 
pie be thankful for the mercies gra- 
ciously vouchsafed to them ; but be- 
ware of judging the lot of others by 
their own, and of seeking to confine 
either worth* happiness, or viitu^ 
within one sphere of domestic life, 
however blessed they may feel it to be ; 

** For the bhu) sky bends over all,' 
and our Cute here below ia aet dker* 
mined by the 4 
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** Harmless, happy litUe treasures, <* The dull shiTes of gatn, or passion* 
Full of truth, and trust, and mh'th, Cannot love you as they should, 

Richest wealth, and purest treasures, The poor wordly fools of fashion 
In this mean and guilty earth. Would not love you if they could : 

" How I love you, pretty creatures, ** Write them childless, those cold-hearted. 
Lamb-like flock of little things. Who can scorn Thy generous boon. 

Where the love that lights your fiaatuvM Aad whose somIs wHk fear have smarted. 
From the heart in beauty spring/k Lest — Tby bleMJags c^me too soon. 

** On these laughing rosy faee» ^ While ht hath a eUld to love him 

There are no deep lines of sin, Ko wuok can be poor indeed, 

None of passion s dreary tiaea* Whil« he trusia a Friend above himt 

That betray the wounds withift ; Kone caa Borre>w, feav, or need. 

'* But yours is the sunny dimple ** But for thee,, whose hearth is lonely 

Radiant with untutor'd smiles. And unwarmed by children's mirth« 

Yours the heart, sincere and simple, Spite of riches, thou art only 

Innocent of selfish wiles ; Desolate and poor on earth : 

** Yours the natural curling tresses, " All unki8s*d by innocent beauty, 
Prattling tongues, and shyness coy, AU unlov*d by guileless heart, 

Tottering steps, and kind caresses^ AH uncheer*d by sweetest duty. 

Pure with health and warm with J03E. Childless man, how poor thou art t^ 

We like the following lines still better — and considered *' as one of tfc# 
moods of his own mind," they may be read with unmingled pleasure. 

wisdom's wish. 
*' Ah, might I but escape to some sweet spot* 

Oasis of my hopes, to fancy dear. 
Where rural virtues are not yet forgot, 

And good old customs crown the circling year ; 
Wherp still contented peasants love their lot. 

And trade's vile din oflenda not nature's ear, 
But hospitable hearths, and welcomes warm 
To country quiet add their social charm ; 

** Some smiling bay of Cambria's happy shor*, 

A wooded dingle on a mountain side. 
Within the distant sound of ocean's roar. 

And looking down on valley fair and wide, 
Nigh to the village church, to please me more 

Than vast calhedrala in their Gothic pride. 
And blest wi4h pious pastor, who has trode 
Uimsolf the way, and leads his flock to God ; 

** There would I dwell, for I delight therein ! 

Far ftrom the evil ways of evil men, 
Untainted by the soil of others* sin, 

Wy own repented of, and clean again : 
With health and plenty cTOwn*d, and peace within, 

Choice books, and guiltless pleasures of the pen, 
And mountain- rambles with a welcome friend. 
And dear domestic joys, that never end. 

** There, from the flowery mead, or shingled shore^ 

To cull the gems that bounteous nature gave, 
From the rent mountain pick the brilliant ore. 

Or seek the curious crystal in its cave ; 
And learning nature's Master to adore. 

Know more of Him who came the lost to savctt 
Drink deep the pleasures contemplation gives, 
And learn to love the meanest thing that Uve^ 
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** No envious wish my fellows to excel. 
No sordid money-gettiiig cares be mine ; 

No low ambition in high state to dwell. 
Nor meanly grand among the poor to shine : 

Bnt, sweet bencTolence, regale me well 

^th those cheap pleasures and light cares of thine. 

And meek-eyed piety, be always near. 

With calm content, and gratitude sincere. 

*' Rescued from dties, and forensic strife. 
And walking well with God in natare*s eye, 

Blest with fair children, and a Cdthful wife. 

Love at my board, and friendship dwelling nigh, 

Oh thus to wear away my useful life, 

And, when Tm called in r^turous hope to die. 

Thus to rob heaT*n of all the good I can. 

And challenge earth to show a hi^ppier man !** 
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But the best set of stanzas in the 
Tolume are those entitled Ellen Gray. 
The subject is distressing, and has 
been treated so often — perhaps too 
often — as to be now ezhaustedl-or if 
not so, nothing new can be expected 
on it, except either from original ge- 
nios, or from a spirit made creative 
by profoundest sympathy and sorrow 
for the last extremities of human 
misery. 

KLLBN OKAY, 

" A stariess night, and bitter cold; 
The low dun clouds all wildly roU'd 

Scudding before the blast, 
And cheerlessly the fit>sen sleet 
Adown the melancholy street 

Swept onward thick and fkst i 

** When crouched at an unfriendly door, 
Faint, sick, and miserably poor, 

A silent woman sate ; 
She might be young, and had been fair, 
But from her eye look'd out despair. 

All dim and desolate. 

** Was I to pass her coldly by, 
Leaving her there to pine and die. 

The live- long freering night? 
The secret answer of my heart 
Told me I had not done my part 

In flinging her a mite. 

*' She look*d her thanks, — then droop'd 

her head ; 
' Have you no friend, no home ?' I said * 

' Get up, poor creature, come. 
You seem ux^iappy, faint, and weak, 
How can I serve or save you, — speak, 

Or whither help you home ?' 

*' ' Alas, kind sir, poor Ellen Gray 
Has had no friend this many a day, 

And, but that you seem kind, — 
She has not found the fkce of Ute 
That look'd on her in aught but hate, 

And still despairs to find : 



'i ' And for a home,— would I had 
The home I have, a wicked one, 

They will not let me in. 
Till I can fee my jailor's hands 
With the vile tribute she demands. 

The wages of my sin : 

'" I see your goodness on me frovm ; 
Yet hear the veriest wretch on town. 

While yet in life she may 
Tell the obmI story of her grief, — 
Though heav'n alone can bring relief 

To guilty Ellen Gray. 

'* * My mother died when I was bom : 
And I was flung, a babe forlorn. 

Upon the workhouse floor ; 
My father, — would I knew him not 1 
A squalid thief, a reckless sot, 

—I dare not tell you more. 

'' ' And I was bound an infant-slave. 
With no one near to love, or save 

From cruel sordid men, 
A friendless, famish'd, factory child. 
Mom, noon, and night I toilM and toird,-^ 

Yet was I happy then ; 

" ' My heart was pure, my cheek was fair. 
Ah, would to God a cancer there 

Had eaten out its Way I 
For soon my tasker, dreaded man. 
With treacherous wiles and arts began 

To mark me for his prey. 

** * And month by month he vainly strove 
To light the flame of lawless love 

In my most loathing breast ; 
Ob, bow I fear*d and hated him. 
So basely kind, so smoothly grim. 

My terror and my pest ! 



*' * Thenceforward droop'd my stricken 

head; 
I Uv'd,— I died, a life of dread. 

Lest they should guess my shame ; 
But weeks and months would pass awmy. 
And all too soon the bitter day 

Of wrath and ruin came ; - 
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*' ' I could not hide my altered form : 
Then on my head the fearful storm 

Of gibe and insult burst : 
Men only mocked me for my fitte, 
But women's scorn and women's hate 

Mc, their poor sister, curst. 

*' ' O woman, had thy kindless face 
But gentler look*d on my disgrace. 

And heal'd the wounds it gave !— 
I was a drowning sinking wretch, 
Whom no one IoyM enough to stretch 

A finger out to save. 

" ' They tore my baby from my heart. 
And lock'd it in some hole apart 

Where I could hear its cry. 
Such was the horrid poor-house law ; — 
Its little throes I never saw. 

Although I heard it die I 

'* * Still the stone hearts that ruled the place 
Let me not kiss my darling's face. 
My little darling dead ; 

I was mad with rage and hate, 
And yet all sullenly I sate. 

And not a word I said. 

" * I would not stay, I could not bear 
To breathe the same infected air 
That kill'd my precious child : 

1 watched my time, and fled away 
Ttie livelong night, the livelong day, 

With fear and anguish wild : 

*' * Till down upon a river's bank. 
Twenty leagues off, fainting, I sank. 

And only long'd to die ; 
I had no hope, no home, no friend, 
No God ! — I sought but for an end 

To life and misery. 

<* * Ah, UghUy heed the righteous few 
How little to themselves is due. 

But all things given to them ; 
Yet the unwise because untaught, 
The wandering sheep, because unsought. 

They' heartlessly condemn : 

We do not think the idea very happy of " Contrasted Sonnets*'— 4ueh as« 
Nature— Art ; The Happy Home— The Wretched Home ; Theory— Prac- 
tice ; Hitches — Poverty ; Philanthropic — Misanthropic ; Country — Town ; 
and so on — ^and 'tis an ancient, nay» a stale idea, though Mr Tupper.eyidently 
thinks it- fresh and new, and luxuriates in it as if it were aU his own. Some- 
times 
on hot] 
really 
about 
are vei 
quote t 



'* < And little can the untempted dream. 
While gliding smoothly on life's stream 

They keep the letter-Uws, 
What they would be, if, tost like me 
Hopeless upon life's barren sea. 

They knew how himger gnaws. 

" * I was half-starved, I tried in vain 
To get me work my bread to gain ; 

Before me flew my shame ; 
Cold Charity put up her purse, 
And none looked on me but to curse 

The child of evil fame. 

" ' Alas, why need I count by links 
The heavy length*ning chain that sinks 

My heart, my soul, my all ? 
I still was fair, though hope was dead. 
And so I sold myself for bread, 

And lived upon my fall : 

** ' Now was I reckless, bold and bad. 
My love was hate, — I grew half-mad 

With thinking on my wrongs ; 
Disease, and pain, and giant-sin 
Rent body and soul, and rsg'd within! 

Such meed to guilt belongs. 

*< < And what I was,— stiU such am I; 
Afraid to live, unfit to die, — 

And yet I hoped I might 
Meet my best friend and lover— Death, 
In the fierce frowns and frozen breath 

Of this December night. 

<* ' My tale is told : my heart grows cold ; 
I cannot stir, — yet, — kind good sir, 

I know that you will stay, — 
And God is kinder e*en than you,— 
Can He not look with pity too 

On wretched Ellen Gray ?' 

'* Her eye was fixed ; she said no more. 
But propp'd against the cold street-door 

She leaned her fainting head ; 
One moment she look'd up and smil'd. 
Full of new hope, as Mercy's child, 

— And the poor girl was dead." 
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That virtue's self is weak its love to lure, 

But pride and lust keep all the gates secure* 
This is thy tsA\, O man ; and therefore those 
'Whose aims are earthly, like pedestrian prose. 

The selflsbt useful, money- making plan. 
Gold language of the desk, or quibbling bar, 

Where in hard matter sinks ideal man : 
Still, worldly teacher, be it from me far 

Thy darkness to confound with yon bright baii^ 
Poetic all, though not so named by men, 
Who have swayed royally the mighty pen. 

And now as kings in prose on fame's cleariQOUliit ita94.** 



<« Ta iMck tk* hMH, tmd make its pidtM tkriU* 

To raise and parify the grovelling soul, 
To warn wkk gMerooa heat the selfish will. 

To cosqasr passion witk a mild contfoul, 
Aad tha wkole man with aoUer thoughts to fill. 

These ai« tkioa aisoa, O pure unearthly power. 
These are thine influences ; and therefore those 
WkoM wiags are clogged with eviU ave thy fiaea i 

Aad^lhcrefore tbeae, who have thee for tMt 4iW«»» 
Tke widowed spirita witk ne portion here, 

£at an^ebi* food, the aiawM thou dost shower : 
9^9 thine are pleasMree, deep, and tried, and true^ 

Whether let read, or wiite, or think, or hear. 
By the gross million spnrn'd, and fed on by the fern" 

ANCIENT. 

** {kfy sympathies are all with times of old, 

I cannot live with things of yesterday. 

Upstart, and flippant, foolish, weak, and g^^ 
But spirits cast in a severer mould. 
Of solid worth, like elemental gold : 

I love to wander o*er the shadowy past, 
Dreaming of dynasties long swept away. 

And seem to find myself almost the last 

Of a time-honoured race, decaying last ; 
For I can dote upon the laie antique. 

Conjuring up what story it might teQ, 
The bronze, or bead, or coin, or quaint relique y 

And in a desert could delight to dwell 
Among vast ruins, — Tadmor's stately halls. 
Old Egypt's giant fknes, or Babers mouldering walls.** 

Mr Tiroper has receivecl much praise bation of the public« Perhaps oar. 

from critics whose judgment is gene- rough notes may help him to discover 

^9i\ji entitled ta great lespeet — in the wheff»his sirengih Ue» ; aBd* iritk his 

^^— if ve mistake not — ift the right Ibelings. and amkhk ie —i m i 

SpACkttor — and in the Sw^ If ow ties, and fine eB4busiasi«, aad beaUhji 

ceo^s^v^beuadesepvted — ^Wtoureopioua powers irhea exeieiscd on faiailiAr 

qU0itationj» justify tbejaselves, and be and domestic Ibeatefy to dear lev. 

oiu<' eondevnation. Oiur praise oMiy ever (e tbe huawn boMb tbeie seens 

sees^ cold and scanty ; bul so far »e redso^ 'why, ut goed tiine^ be 

froi^ despiiisiBg Mr Tupper*a taleats^ vaay not be asnNi^ e«f tspeeial 



me hav« good hopes of bira» and da lavourite% and one of ^ ^^ 3i 

V^t fe«i; bMt tb9ht he will produce nAny of Thaittoa'* — wbiicb» we belW^w^ are 

far better things than the best of as big and as bright m ^m oi Ihe 

those we have selected for the appro- Tweed. 

Alas ! for poor Nicol 1 Deed and geeeu— bal ae* t» be iirgotten — for aye 
to be remembered amon^ the flowers of Ihe feveei^ ear>f wede away t 
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TAX H4* BIBLS. 

, *' Chief of the Houiebold Gods 

Which hallow Scotland*! lowly cottage-homM I 
While looking on thy signs 

That speak, though dumb, deep thought upon IM comet— 
With glad yet solemn dreaaoa my heart is stirr*d. 
Like Childhood s when U hears the carol of % bird I 

** The Mountains old and hoar — 

The chaialesa Winds-*the Streams lo p«r« lad km^ 
The Goi>-enamerd Flowers — 

The waving Forest— the etemd Sea . 
The Eagle floating o*er the Mountain's brow — 
Are Teachers all ; but 1 they are not such «a Thoa I 

<* O ! 1 could worship thee 1 >^ 

Thoa art a gift a God of toYO might give i 
For Love and Hope and Joy 

Im thy Ahnighly- written pages live ! 
The Slave who reads shall never crouch agaia ; 
For» auad-inspired bj thee, he bursts his feeble chaiA I 

** God I unto Thee I kneel. 

And thank Thee ! Thou unto my native laad-i. 
Yea to the outspread Earth — 

Hast streuh'd in love Thy Everlasting ha»d. 

And Thoa hast given 'Earth, and Sea, and Air«-« 

Tea all thai heari can ask of Good and Pure and Faivl 

<* ABd» Father, Thoa hast spread 

Before Men's eyes this Charter of the FVee, 
That all Thy Book might read. 

And Justice love, and Truth and Liberty. 
The Gift waa onto Men — the Giver God 1 
Th(Mi Slave! it stampa thee Man— go spurn thy i m r y lo»dt 

« Thoa doubly.precioas Book I 

Unto thy light what delh not Scotlaul MV»I 
Xhou teachest Aga to die. 

And Youth ia Truth onsullied up to grow ! 
In lowly homes a Comforter art thea^- 
A Snnheain sent firon Goa — an everlasting hew ! 

<< 0*er thy broad ample page 

Bow many dim and aged eyes have por^d ? 
Sow maay hearts o'er thee 

In silence d»ep aad holy have adored? 
9ow many Mothers, by Iheir Infants* bed, 
XWl hol]E» b l e aas^ pure, child^loving words have read 1 

** And o'er thee soft young hands 

Bave oft la tniihAil plighted Love been joia'di, 
And thou ta wedded hearts 

Bast been a bend — an akar of the mind U^ 
Above all kingly power or kingly law 
Magt Scotlaad reverewe aye — the Bible of the Ha' 1** 

We have ii# heart ta vnrite about him his memory — they breathe of the holy 

awd his genius ami bfs virtues^ now ; fragrance that " smells sweet and 

but these Hoes which Seotland " will blossoms in the dust.*' Aud how 

not wiliingly let die," will embalm beautiful are these t 
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** * Come Bit by your father's knee, 
My son, 
On the seat by your father's door, 
And the thoughts of your youthful heart. 
My son, 
Like a stream of Gladness pour ; 
For, afar *mong the lonely hills. 
My Sony 
Since the morning thou hast been ; 
Now tell me thy bright day-dreams, 
My son» — 
Yea, all thou hast thought and seen ?** 

** * Whan mom abune yon eastern hill 

Had raised its glimmerin* e*e, 
I hied me to the heather hills, 

Whar* gorcocks crawin* flee ; 
An* e*er the laverock sought the lift, 

Frae out the dewy dens, 
I wanderin' was by mountain-streams 

In lane an* hoary glens. 

** * Auld frownin' rocks on either hand, 

Uprear*d their heads to Heaven, 
Like temple-pillars which the foot 

O* Time had cruah'd an' riven ; 
An* voices frae ilk mossy staiie 

Upo* my ear did flow, — 
They spake o' Nature's secrets a' — 

The tales o' long ago. 

** * The daisy, frae the burnie*8 side, 

Was lookin' up to God — 
The crag that crown'd the towering peak 

Seem'd kneeling on the sod : 
A sound was in ilk dowie glen. 

An* on ilk naked rock — 
On mountain-peak — in valley lone— 

An* haly words it spoke. 

*' * The nameless flowers that budded up- 
Each beauteous desart child-» 

The heather's scarlet blossoms spread 
O'er many a lauely wild : 

The lambkins, sporting in the glens— 
The mountains old and bare — 

Seem'd worshipping ; and there with them 
I breathed my morning prayer. 

*' * Alang o'er monie a ihountain-tap — 

Alang through monie a glen — 
Wi' Nature haudin' fellowship, 

I joumey'd far frae men. 
Whiles suddenly a lonely tarn 

Wad burst upon my eye. 
An* whiles frae out the solitudes 

Wad come the breezes' cry. 

'* ' At noon, I made my grassy couch 
Beside a haunted stream,— 
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A bonnie blumin' bush o* brume 
Waved o*er me in my dream. 

I laid me there in slumberous joy 
Upo' the giant knee 

Of yonder peak, that seem'd to bend 
In watching over me. 



** * I dream'd a bonnie bonnie dream* 

As sieepin* there I lay :«- 
I thocht I brightly roun* me saw 

The fairy people stray. 
I dreamt they back again had come 

To live in glen an' wold — 
To sport in dells 'neath harvest-mane^— 

As in the days o* old. 

*' ' I saw them dance upon' the breeze. 

An* hide within the flower — 
Sing bonnie an* unearthly sangs. 

An* skim the lakelets o*er ! 
That hour the beings o* the past — , 

O* ages lost an* gone 
Came back to earth, an* grot an* glen 

War* peopled every one ! 

«* * The vision fled, an* I awoke : — 

The sun was sinkin' doon ; 
The mountain-birds frae hazles brown 

Had sung their gloamin' tune : 
The dew was fallin' on the leaf* 

The breezes on the flower ; 
An* Nature's heart was beating calm,~- 

It was the evening hour. 

** * An', father, whan the mune arose, 

Upo* a mountain-height 
I stude an* saw the brow of earth 

Bound wi' its siller light. 
Nae sound cam' on the watching ear 

Upo* that silent hill ; 
My o'en war* filPd with tears, the hour 

Sae holy was an* still ! 

« There was a lowly mound o* green 

Beside me risin* there, — 
A pillow whar* a bairn might kneel. 

An' say its twilight prayer. 
The munelight kiss'd the gladsome 
flowers 

That o'er that mound did wave ; 
Then I remember *d that I stude 

Aside the Martyrs* grave ! 

" I knelt upo* that hallow'd earth, 

WTiile Memory pictured o'er 
The changing scenes— > the changing 
thoughts, 

That day had held in store ; 
An' then my breast wi' gladness swell'd, 
,*:^ An' God in love did bless,— 
Hk gave me, *mong auld Scotland's hilla, 

A day o' happiness !" 
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J Aleettit of Euripidet, the, tranalated bj Mr 
Chaprntn, 408. 
Ancient fragments of the Phoenician, Chal- 
dean, &c. writers! bj Corjr, reviewed, 
105. 
Archjeus, a poem, by him named the Sex- 
ton's Daughter, l^Part IL 3— Part III. 
5— Part IV. 7— Part V. 9— Part VI. 12 
—Part VII. 14— Part VUI. 16— Part 
IX. 18 — ThoughU and images by him, 
197 — Legendary Lore, by him, No. IV. 
Land and Sea, 336— No. V. The Onyx 
King, Part I. 664— Part 11. 741. 
^Arnold's History of Rome, reviewed, 142. 
Attach^, Letters of an, 369. 
^Avenger, the, a tale, 208. 
Banker, the Murdering, a tale, 823— Chap. 

11. 838. 
Buenos- Ayres, war in disguise, 717. 
Cabinet and the Country, the, 429 — Lord 
Brougham has well branded the Mel- 
bourne Cabinet with the title of the ** In- 
capables,*' ib.— the incapability of the 
Premier shewn, 430— of the Foreign 
Secretary, ib.— of the Colonial Secre- 
Ury, 431 — of *!»« Home Secretary, ib. 
—the important affairs of the nation are 
neglected on the pretext of traoquillising 
Ireland, ib.— examples adduced of the va- 
nity of tranquillisiog Ireland by making 
concessions to the Irish papists, 432 — ex- 
tracts from O'Connell's speeches quoted 
in proof, ib. — also Mr Roebuck's letter 
on thoee speeches, 436— further evidence 
by Lord Brougham, 437 — ^no reliance can 
be placed on the most solemn protesta- 
tions of the papists, 438. 
Callimachus, Hymn to Diana, by the trans- 
lator of Homer's Hymns, 62. 
Cassimir Perrier, his political character de- 
picted. 34—162. 
Catholicism, Protettantism, and Philosophy 
in France. By M. Guisot, reviewed, 624. 
xj Chapman, Mr, his translation of the Alcestis 
of Euripides, 408. 
Christopher in hb Cave, 268 — among the 

Mountains, 285. 
Colonial misgovemment, 624— the political 
character of the Colonial Secretary de- 
picted, ib.-.-his shameful conduct to Mr 
Boulton, Chief-Justice, Newfoundland, ex- 



posed, 625'*-his endowments of popery 
the bane of colonial government, as exem- 
/plified in Lower Canada, 628— in New 
South Wales, 630— in the West Indies, 
632 — ^his culpable conduct expoeed,~in re- 
gard to the exportation of the Hill Coolies 
of India to the West Indies, 633 — some 
of his proceedings, as the Malta Commis- 
sion, are incidental specimens of the gene- 
ral policy of the administration, 634 — 
besides these instances of improper con- 
duct, he has permitted objectionable ap« 
pointments to be made in our North Am%> 
rican colonies, 635. 
Colonial and reciprocity systems considered, 

317. 
Coronation Ode for Queen Victoria I., June «/ 
28, 1838, by James Montgomery, 140 — 
Letters of an Attache on the coronation, 
369— Sonnets, on the, 402. 
Corn Laws, the, 660— up to last crop, the 
existence of the corn laws, as affecting 
prices, was of no importance, ib.— ^the last 
wet and cold summer raised the price of 
corn, and the Radicals have seised this 
formidable weapon to move the pasaions 
of the peoplo, ib. — the argument constant- 
ly maintained against the corn laws stated, 
651 — doubtful that unrestricted importa- 
tion of foreign corn would lower the money 
price of com, 652— unrestricted importa- 
tion would depress the home growers as 
much as it would encourage the foreign 
growers, ib. — examples of the effects of 
this principle quoted in other articles of 
consumption, 653^-faIlacy of the opinion 
that low prices are the invariable concomi- 
tant of prosperity, proved, 665^as well 
as the opinion that a free trade in grain 
would greatly extend our foreign trade, 
ib. — the home trade rather would dedintf 
much more than the foreign trade would 
increase, 657— official tables quoted to 
show the greater value of agriculture than 
manufactures, and of agriculture and the 
home trade combined, than the foreign 
trade, ib.^ whilst the cry for unrestricted 
importation of com is set up, the restric- 
tions existing in favour of manufacturing 
industry are permitted to rest unmolested, 
659— when the home market consumes 
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more tlian double the quantity of manu- 
factures than the foreign, it is unwise to 
change the direction of trade, 660 — espe- 
cially vtheo the persons who constitute 
the home consumers are compared with 
the foreign consumers, ib. — but the ques- 
tion assumes more importance ]*hen the 
national existence is cancerned, 66 1^— 
nor is there the least fear that the coun- 
try will become unable to support our in- 
creasing manufacturing population, when 
millions of acres lie uncultivated in all 
parts of the country which are yet capable 
of cultivation, 662 — unbounded as the ca- 
pability of Britain is to suppott its inhabi- 
tants, its agricultural production must be 
liable to fluctuations from the nature of the 
•easons, 663 — the happy working of the 
corn laws during such fluctuatioos proved, 
ib. — and which effect could not have taken 
place had an unrestricted trade in corn ex- 
isted, ib. 

Corruption, Whi$;-Radical« exposed, 345. 

Cory's Ancient Fragments, reviewed, 105. 

Country and the Cabinet, the, 429. 

Cru^taceous Tour, a, by the liiak Oyster 
Eater. 637. 

Earlier English Moral Songs and Poemlk, on 
the, No. I., 453. 
See Moral. 
^Euripides, the Alccstift of, traa|Uted by 
Mr Chapman. 408. 

Extract from the drawer of our What-not, 
the law of content, 120 — general expe- 
diency, 121 — dependence of morality oa 
the divine will, 123 — origin of the fine 
arts, 124 — form, 126 — correction of 
Hume's doctrine of association, 127 — the 
apathy of the stoics, J29^»pirit of the 
age, 1 30— remarks on a passage in Cole- 
ridge's ** Aids to Rcfl^otuiiw," 135. 

F.imily antiquity, the sentiment of, 403. 

I'ood of the herring and salmon, on the, by 
John Stark, Edinburgh ; I. food of the her- 
ring, 175— II. food of the salmon, 1 85. 

Fiance, war in disguise, 717. 

Funerals, 469. 

CJeology jind love, a tale, 386— Chap. II., 
390— Chap. III., 393^Cbap. IV.,397. 

Geraltiine, Tapper's, 835. 

Glance over the pot: try of Thomas. Warton, 
a, 553. 

K rrin^ on the food of the, 175. 

)' ^'. aical coincidences quoted betwixt 
. : measures of the 1 7th century, and 
I .o«e of the present raea in power, 597 
- -character of an honot and worthy 
j> irliament man, quoted, 699 — the cha- 
racter of a sneaker, quoted, ib. 

Hymn to Diani. — Ciliiowchus, by the 
tiaoslitur of Homer's hymns 52. 4 

latroduction to thtt philosophy of conscious- 
ness. Part IV., Chap. I., 234— Chap. 
IL.2aa— Chajp. IlL, 237— Chap. IV. 
241— Chap. V. 242. P*jt Y. Chap. 



I., 539— Chtp. It., 543-— Cbap. IIL, 
646— Chap. IV., 551. 

Ireland, ita tranquillity considered, 795. 

Kenyon, John, his poems reviewed, 779. 

Lace-Merchant of Namur, the, a tale, 245. 

l.aw and facts from the North, 57. 

Legendary Lore, by Archsus, No. IV., 
Land aod Sea, Chap. I., 335— Cbap. IL, 
337— Chap. III., 341— No. V. The 
Onyx Ring, Part L, Chap. I., 664 — 
Chap. II., 665— Chap. III., 667— Cbap. 
IV., 670— Chap. V., 672— Chap. VI., 
674— Chap. VII., 676— Chap. VHL, 
678— Chap. IX., 680— Chap. X., 681 

_Chap. XL. 682 Pvt XL, Chap. L, 

741— Chap. II., 742— Chap. IIL, 744 
—Chap. IV., 745— Chap. V., 747 — 
Chap. VI. Henry's Papera, 749— Cbap. 
VII. Henry's Papers, continued, 752— 
Chap. VIIL Extract* from Maria's ii<tk%-^ 
book, 755— Chap. IX., 757— Cbap. X., 
761— Chap. XL, 764. 

Letter from Tomkiaa — Bagman, versus 
Pedlar ; to Chriato«)h6r North, Esq. 506. 

Letters of an Attach4-*ih» Coroeatien, 369 
— Iha Review, 378 — ib« Review of the 
Guards, 383. 

Liberalisaa of Popery, the, 730 — the polw 
tical character of popery aa k has always 
been described, ilx — the aepport givaa bf 
popery to libeialisaa prored to be te 
fraudulent purposes, first, in refareaee to 
the ballot, ib. — aecoed. to the eo/aselosjr 
principU, 731 — nod thirdly, aate na t ion. 
al edueaHoH, 732 — history snpporla this 
▼lew of the hoUowneea ef popery, as wit- 
nessed in the supprtsaioa of the r^araae- 
tion in Poland, 734 — ie ita attempted 
auppre^wioo ia Eaglaod, 735 — if a dsubt 
exists of the tyran»i<»»l mteeuoa uf popary 
an iboae times, a glance at ita proceedinge 
in the present age ia BurroaDding coeo- 
tries, will dispel it, 736 — if the pretea- 
aiona of papery were aiaeere towards li- 
beralism, she would support aU Protestant 
Governments which are based on toUraat 
principlos, 737 — the luiioB now of popery 
and liberalism ia a aign of the tuaes, as 
preguaat with gloomy forebodiagst, as it 
was in times past, 739 — ths remsrksUj 
prophetic sentiments ot Bishttp Herslej 
en such an ominous cenbinatioo, aptly 
quoted, 740 — popery bas never yet soe- 
ceeded in her agi^rtssions i^ainst protss 
tantism, and it is hoped never will, ib. 

Lines suggested by a poem eaUsd *^ The 
Fii};ht «f Youth," in the August nomber 
(p. 27 1 ), of BLickwoodg Ma^azim^ 491« 
* Love and Geology, a tale, 386. 

Mcmm-aada of the origio and hi«tepy ef Oar 
Village, and of its Founders, 358. 

Mexico, war in diKguiae^ 7)7. 

Mi»governmeot of the oolotkies daietimtielsJ, 
624. 

MitchtU, T. L., Mft}orv Im throe Ei^tdi. 
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tiofin into ihe interiorr of EasterB Austra- 
lia, reyiewed, 690. 

Montgoin«T7, James, bis Coronation Ode for 
Victoria I., Jane 28, 183S, 140. 

Moral songs aod poems, on the carlrer Eng- 
lish, No. I. 453. 

Murdering Banker, tbe, a tale, 629. 

My First Circuit : Law and fac^ from tlie 
Nortb, in a letter to Christopher North, 
Evq , from an old contribator, 57. 

Namur, the Lace-Merchant of, a tale, 245 
— the apparition, 246— an interference, 
!248— the obstacle, ib. — the mistake, 250 
—the lessons, ib. — the helper, 252— the I 
treasure, 253 — the journey to Valerian** 
des Anges, 255— the lifting of the trea- 
sure, 256 — the dream, 257 — the duchetts, 
258 — the duke, 259— the secret, 261^ 
separation, 263 — as you were, 264^ 
Abubeker again, 266 — ali*8 well that ends 
well, 267. 

New South Wales, three expeditions into . 
the interior of Eastern Australia, by Ma- 
jor T. L. Mitchell, Surveyor- General, re- 
viewed, 690. 

Our Would-be Rector, 833. 

Orpheus, thoughts on, 21. 

Our Pocket Companions, 573. 

Our Two Vases, extracts from tliem with- 
out comment, 804. 

Oyster Eater, a crustaceons tonr by the 
Irish, 637. 
U Philosophy, Catholicism, and Protestantism^ 
in France. ,By M. Guizot, reviewed, 524. 

Picture Gallery, the, 439 — He will come 
to-morrow, a tale, Chap. I. 441 — Chap. 
If. 444— Chap. III. 448— Chap. IV. 
449. 

Poems by John Kenyon reviewed, 779 
^ Poetry of Thomas Waiton, a glance over 
it, 553. 

Popery, its progress at the present time 
traced, 494 — its Uberalism proved to be 
hypocritical, 730. 

Progress of popery, the, 494 — ^the Roman 
Catholics of England and Scotland took 
very little part in bringing about the 
emancipation act of 1 829, and none in 
the revolutionary measures connected 
with the war with France, ib. — now that 
they see political power within their 
grasp, they are using the means of r— '*** 
and influence at their disposal to g: 
495 — their numbers are increasing 
country, in the legislature, and in ( 
of trust, 496 — its progress in Ca 
Cape of Good Hope, New South \ 
the United States, proved from tho 
of Mr Bickersteth the writings o 
Lang, and other documents, 498 
the proceedings of the Roman Ca 
missions, Dr Wiseman's lectures, an 
account of those missions in Au«l 
by Dr Ullathome, noticed, 500 — th 
tition of the Irish papists for em 
pation> quoted, 502 — th9 succi 



progress of popery, and attempted acts 
of the papists since their entrance into 
Parliament, enumerated, 503 — the office- 
hetren of the society for the diffusion 
of Catholic publications -enumerated, and 
the objects of that society described, 504 
— papists are now united thronghoot the 
empire in one complete organizstion, 
5tT5 — vigorous and animated exertions are 
required on the part of Protestants to 
maintain their tsause, 507. 

Protestantism, Catholicism, and Philoso- 
phy in France. By M. Guizot, reviewed, 
524. 

Reciprocity and Colonial Systems, the, 317 
^two different principles have governed 
this country in thrir foreign and colonial 
relations, ib. — the two i^yetems have 
come into collision, ib — impossible to 
enjoy the advantages of both, ib. — the 
vital point which separates the two sys- 
tems is, whether the produces or con" 
sumers shall Lave the ruling power, ib.— 
to protect the producers, the navigation 
laws were enacted, 316 — the reciprocity 
system is founded on diametrically oppo- 
site principles, ib.— the reciprocity act 
quoted, 3 1 9 — the effects of the recipro- 
city system on' the maritime strength, 
and resources of the empire, demonstrated 
to be injurious to our commeicial navy, 
320 — its alleged favourable eflfeets on the 
commerce of the country examined, and 
proved to be unable to preserve our 
European trade from decay, 323 — where- 
as the restrictive system has been unable 
to check the growth of our commerce with 
our colonies, 326 — the favourable results 
of the restrictive system in our colonial 
trade, has enabled the advocates of the reci- 
procity system to blind the nation regarding 
the real tendency of the latter, 328— tho 
grand error of the latter system is the Kact i- 
ficing the national security and defence to 
the national wealth, 329 — the two grand 
articles of national indt>pendence arc grain 
and shipping, ib. — a free trade cannot be 
maintained in either, 330— in the applica- 
tion of the reciprocity system, the price at 
which different commodities can be raised 
in different countries, is an essential dia- 
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Sentiment of family ant'iqmty,nhe, 403. 

Sexton's Daughter, the, a poemy 1. 

bketchar, Sonnets bjr the, 157. 

Sonnets by the Sketcher, 157— on the 
Coronation, 402. 

Sophocles, Trachinis, translated, 400. 

Stark, John, on the food of the hertiiig, 
vendace, and salmon, 175. 

Strollers,^ tale of the, 94_Chap. II. 96— 
Chap. III. 99— Chap. IV. 101. 

ThoughU on Orpheus, 21 — Thoughts and 
Images, by Archcus, 197* 

Tick on scientific principles, Chap. I.— of 
many things, such as web spreading* In- 
troductory, 612 — Chap. II* wherein ap- 
pear the author and his preface, 614 — 
Chap* III. wherein the art is explained, 
618 — Chap. III. wherein the art is fur- 
ther developed, 621. 
^Tomkins, his Letters to Christopher North, 
Esq. on the subject of the Bagman versus 
Pedlar, 608. 

Trachinise of Sophocles, translated, 400. 

Tranquillity in Ireland, 795 — the pledges 
given by the Roman Catholics towards 
the safety of the Protestant Church, 
with the view of claiming political rights, 
proved to have been hypocritical, 796. — 
The present bold attempt of the papists in 
Irelaod to abolish tithes altogether, is at 
complete variance with, and clearly proves 
the insincerity of their former protesta- 
tions, 799 — The dangerous conduct of 
the Marquis of Headfort, a Privy Coun- 
cillor, a Lord of Her Majesty's Bedcham- 
ber, and a Lord- Lieutenant in presiding 
at the meeting for the extinction of tithes, 
highly reprobated, ib. 

'i ipper's Gcraldine, 835. 

T.jtor, the, a tale— Chap I. 480 — Chap. 
II. 483— Chap. III. 485— Chap. IV. 
487— Chap. V. 491. 

Vases, our two, extracts from them, with- 
out comment, 804. 

Victoria I., Coronation Ode for Queen, 
June 28, 1838, by James Montgomery, 
140. 

War inditguise— France— Mexico— Beuoot* 



Ayres, 717 — the en-atic and undisdplintd 
method of conducting the foreign affairs of 
this country clearly described, ib. — da- 
ring this period of concerted suptneness 
on the part of the Foreign Secretary, 
France is taking the advantage of in- 
creasing her ships and commerce and 
extending her conquests, 718 — in that 
grasping spirit sl^e has established the 
blockades of Mexico and Buenos-Ayres, 
719 — the circumstaaces upon which the 
blockade of Mexico has been pretended 
to be established, truly stated, and proved 
to be unwarrantable, ib. et $eq, — the pre- 
texts for the blockade of Buenoa-Ayres 
proved to be equally frivolousy 723, H 
$tq, — the interruptions occasioned by 
them to the commerce of Briton, proved 
to be of a serious nature, 727* 

Warton, Thomas, a glance over his poetry, 
553. 

Whig- Radical Corruption, 345— proved 
clearly that patronage has been more 
increased and more scandalously abused, 

' and the public money more lavishly and 
suspiciously squandered under the Whigs, 
than at any period during the past fifty 
years, on their dependents in the Hous« 
of Commons, 346-^by favours conferred 
on their friends in the House, 347 — by 
appointments given to their quoudiim 
friends in the House, ib. — on members of 
the House whose relations have received 
direct appointments, 343— by grants of 
public money for commissions, &c*, 349 — 
in the Colonial Department, 350— -by ap- 
pointments at home, ib. — on placemen in 
the House of Lords, 351 — by promotioiM 
in the peerage, 352 — ^by elevations to the 
British peerage, ib. — iy increased ex- 
penditure, 354 — by appointments of 
young naval officers, relations of Whig*, 
355 — by naval commands, 356 — by no- 
torious instances of nepotism, ib. — it is 
not easy to trace all their sinuous wind- 
ings, and embrace all their extended and 
increasing corruption, 357. 
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